
The Sunset Redemption 

Chapter One: The Long Road South 

Jack Callahan hadn’t planned the route, only the 

destination. 

Three days. 1,200 miles. Enough distance to put the past 

in the rearview mirror, though he knew it wouldn’t be that easy. 

The first morning, he left Collinsville before the frost had 

a chance to settle. The kind of cold that worked its way into a 

man’s bones clung to the air, creeping under his jacket as he 

stepped outside. It was the same winter chill he had grown up 

with—the kind his mother used to complain about when she 

called him in the mornings, her voice warm with familiarity 

even when the temperature outside was anything but. 

He exhaled, watching his breath fog in the dim pre-dawn 

light, and climbed into the Winnebago Sightseer. The old RV 

had been his project for months, something to keep his hands 

busy while his mind wandered. Now, it was all he had. 

He didn’t look back at the house—not at the porch where 

he used to drink coffee with his mother, not at the window 

where he once watched his children play. He had spent years 

trying to fix things that no longer wanted fixing, waiting for a 

phone call that never came, searching for a sign that home was 

still home. 



There was nothing left for him there. 

Beside him, Cardi stirred in the passenger seat, 

stretching before settling back into a watchful curl. Her black 

fur barely stood out against the worn leather, but her eyes 

followed him, tracking his every movement. She knew 

something was different. She always did. 

Millicent, his cat, was tucked away somewhere in the 

back, buried beneath the pile of blankets Jack had thrown over 

the bed. He hadn’t seen her since the night before, but that was 

just like her—waiting, watching, deciding whether this move 

was permanent. 

Jack tightened his grip on the wheel. It is. 

He turned the key, the engine coughing to life with the 

familiar rumble of an old workhorse shaking off the cold. His 

hands rested on the steering wheel for a long moment, fingers 

tightening before finally shifting the RV into drive. 

There was no send-off, no goodbyes. Just the steady hum 

of the engine and the long stretch of highway waiting ahead. 

He pulled onto the interstate, the road opening up before 

him in endless gray ribbons. The town slipped away behind 

him, swallowed by the early morning fog, and for the first time 

in a long time, he felt something he hadn’t expected. 

Not relief. Not regret. 



Just… nothing. 

The kind of emptiness that came after loss, after years of 

waiting for something that never came. 

The Winnebago rolled south, the miles ticking by, the 

weight of silence settling in. Jack let it. He let the road swallow 

him whole, let the hum of the tires drown out the ghosts that 

still whispered his name. 

He didn’t know what waited for him in Port Isabel, but at 

least it wasn’t behind him. 

The first stretch of road was familiar—too familiar. Miles 

of farmland stretched out on either side, dotted with rusting 

silos and barns that had seen better years. He passed roadside 

diners with their neon "OPEN 24 HOURS" signs flickering 

against the dull gray morning, places he had stopped at before. 

Each exit whispered old memories, roads leading to small towns 

he once knew, to people who had long since become ghosts in 

his life. 

The temptation to turn around hit him before he even 

crossed into Missouri. 

His hands tightened on the wheel as he glanced at the 

highway signs overhead. St. Louis, 27 miles. Springfield, 210 

miles. The familiar landmarks along I-44 reminded him of road 

trips with his mother when he was young, her hands steady on 



the wheel, her voice singing along to crackling radio stations 

that faded in and out. He used to think she was fearless, always 

knowing where she was headed, always in control. 

Now, he wondered if she had been just as lost as he was. 

His phone sat silent on the console. No missed calls. No 

messages. No one wondering where he was. 

But what was there to go back to? 

The memories came anyway. His mother’s voice, always 

knowing when something was wrong, always there to listen. 

And then there was the silence—the kind that came from his 

children, the kind heavier than any argument they’d ever had. 

Distance had stretched between them, not just in miles but in 

time, in the unspoken things that had built up like a wall too tall 

to climb. 

By the time he reached a rest stop outside Springfield, 

Missouri, the weight of the road was beginning to settle into his 

bones. He pulled off the highway and let Cardi out for a walk. 

The dog stuck close, her ears flicking at the sounds of passing 

cars, her dark eyes darting up to him every few seconds—as if 

waiting for a command he wasn’t going to give. 

Jack shoved his hands in his jacket pockets and stared at 

the road, watching the endless stream of eighteen-wheelers 



barreling past. Their drivers had somewhere to be, a destination 

to reach, people waiting for them at the other end of the line. 

For the first time, Jack wondered what it would feel like 

to be expected somewhere again. 

He lingered longer than he needed to. Not because he 

wanted to stay—he didn’t—but because the act of leaving felt 

heavier than it should have. 

That night, he pulled into a small RV park outside 

Dennison, Texas, just off the main highway. The glow of distant 

gas station lights flickered through the trees, but the place itself 

was quiet, the kind of stopover meant for travelers too tired to 

keep going but not planning to stay. 

Jack didn’t bother hooking up the water or electricity. He 

didn’t need them. Instead, he crawled into the bed at the back 

of the Winnebago and lay still, listening to the wind press 

against the thin aluminum walls. 

No voices. No laughter from another room. No familiar 

sounds of home. 

Just the empty stretch of night ahead, and the long road 

still waiting for him come morning. 

Day Two: The Road Feels Lighter 



By the time he hit Ft. Worth, something inside him 

began to shift. 

The road stretched wide and unbroken, the sharp edges 

of winter giving way to something softer. The landscape 

flattened, the horizon stretching into endless open sky, and the 

cold was finally behind him. Jack loosened his grip on the 

wheel, his knuckles no longer white from holding on so tight. 

For the first time since leaving Collinsville, he rolled the 

window down. 

Warm, humid air rushed in, cutting through the stale 

cold that had clung to the Winnebago for days. It smelled 

different—thick with earth, faint traces of asphalt baking in the 

sun, and something else beneath it, something that made him 

feel as though he was getting closer to where he needed to be. 

He adjusted the rearview mirror. Cardi stirred in the 

passenger seat, lifting her head just enough to let the air ruffle 

through her fur before settling back down. Millicent, still buried 

somewhere in the back, remained indifferent, as if she had 

already resigned herself to the fact that this wasn’t just another 

weekend trip. 

Jack reached Austin by early afternoon, the traffic thick 

but fluid, the hum of the city stretching around him before 

giving way to open highway again. He wasn’t hungry, but he 



needed to stop. Needed to sit somewhere that wasn’t the 

driver’s seat. 

He pulled off at a small roadside diner, one of those 

places that probably hadn’t changed in decades. The sign 

flickered, a neon coffee cup buzzing faintly above the door. 

Inside, it was quiet. A few truckers sat at the counter, a 

couple near the window picking at their plates, a tired-looking 

waitress moving between them with practiced ease. 

She poured him coffee before he even had a chance to 

ask. 

“Long trip?” she asked, glancing at him as she set the 

steaming cup in front of him. 

Jack hesitated. 

He could tell her the truth—that he was driving until he 

forgot why he started. That he had left without a plan, just the 

knowledge that staying wasn’t an option anymore. That the 

road felt like the only thing left that made sense. 

But instead, he just nodded. 

“Heading south.” 

She smirked, wiping her hands on her apron. “Smart 

man. You got out before the snow hit.” 



Jack took a sip of his coffee, letting the warmth cut 

through the lingering cold inside him. He stared out the 

window, watching the highway stretch toward the horizon. 

He had gotten out before more than just the snow. 

Day Three: Crossing into Port Isabel 

Jack reached San Antonio by mid-morning, the rising 

heat already thick in the air. The highway curved away from the 

city, the skyline shrinking behind him, giving way to the vast 

openness of South Texas. Out here, the world felt wider, the 

land stretching endlessly beneath a sky so blue it seemed to 

press down on the horizon. 

The air smelled different now—saltier, warmer, alive in a 

way the Midwest never was. Gone was the crisp, dry chill of 

Illinois; in its place was a humidity that clung to his skin, the 

scent of the ocean carried on the wind, teasing him with the 

promise that he was getting close. 

Traffic thinned the further south he drove. The green 

highway signs became sparse, and the gas stations and roadside 

diners turned into seafood shacks and bait shops. He passed 

through Kingsville, Harlingen, and Los Fresnos, towns that 

seemed to exist in a world all their own, their storefronts sun-

bleached and their streets quiet. 



By the time he crossed into Port Isabel, the sun was 

sinking into the bay, streaking the sky with shades of pink, 

orange, and deep indigo, the kind of colors that never looked 

real until you saw them with your own eyes. He slowed the 

Winnebago, taking it all in. The air had changed again—now, it 

carried more than just salt. It smelled of grilled fish, deep-fried 

shrimp, and the faint scent of coconut sunscreen drifting from 

the island just across the bridge. 

The Queen Isabella Causeway rose ahead of him, long 

and graceful, its concrete stretching across the sparkling waters 

of the Laguna Madre. Jack rolled down the window as he 

ascended, letting the wind rush in, cool and thick with the scent 

of the Gulf. 

Below, the marinas were alive with the sounds of boats 

clinking against wooden docks, and he could see fishermen 

standing knee-deep in the shallows, their lines cast into the 

darkening water. To his right, the lights of South Padre Island 

flickered like misplaced stars, neon signs advertising seafood, 

live music, and cold beer. The bars and restaurants were already 

coming to life, their doors open to the night, laughter spilling 

out onto the streets. 

Jack didn’t stop. 

The RV park sat tucked against the shore, its gravel roads 

winding between trailers and motorhomes of all sizes. Some 

rigs looked like they had been there for months, strung with 



twinkle lights and decorated with seashell wind chimes that 

clattered softly in the evening breeze. Others, like his, had just 

arrived, their awnings still rolled up, waiting to be settled in. 

He pulled into his designated spot near the edge of the 

park, where the water lapped gently against the shore, the 

rhythmic sound blending into the quiet hum of night. He turned 

off the engine and let the silence settle over him. 

Cardi stretched, yawning before jumping down from her 

seat. She sniffed the air, her tail wagging slightly, her body 

easing into this new place. Millicent still hadn’t emerged, but 

Jack knew she would—on her own time, in her own way. 

Jack exhaled and stepped outside. 

The air was thick with salt and possibility, the distant 

hum of music drifting from somewhere down the road. 

For the first time in three days, the road was no longer 

ahead of him. 

For the first time in months, he had nowhere else to be. 

 


