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      Ashley Wyatt regretted the path she had chosen.

      

      Unable to change directions, she stayed the course.

      

      But would her path be completely different after all?
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      Ashley Wyatt leaned forward and coasted toward the last stretch of the trail before the final push to the parking lot.

      A golden retriever chasing a frisbee dashed fearlessly in front of her. A young lady on roller skates, with impressive speed, passed by her on the left. Children on a merry-go-round and a little slide, laughed and squealed as their parents watched.

      Ashely tightened her grip on the handlebars of her off-road bicycle. The bicycle had been a high school graduation gift from her father. It was the last thing he’d given her before he left for Afghanistan. They’d sent him home on a plane in a coffin draped with a flag.

      She distracted herself from her own thoughts by watching a mother duck leading her four ducklings along the pond. She slowed down and watched the mother duck jump into the water, then turn, flapping her wings and quacking, as the ducklings jumped, one by one, into the water behind her.

      She rounded a curve where someone was grilling hamburgers. Being a vegetarian didn’t stop Ashley’s mouth from watering.

      The weather was perfect. It wasn’t hot and it wasn’t cold. White puffy clouds decorated the sky and the noon sunlight lit everything with a life-affirming brightness. It was just flat perfect.

      Spring was Ashley’s favorite time of the year. Her eyes misted with unshed tears at the knowledge that this was her last Spring in Birmingham.

      It didn’t matter how many times she reminded herself that it had been her choice to leave Alabama. She was the one who had applied to Boston University. And with her APA internship in clinical psychology, she was the envy of most students in her class.

      Even her professors seemed to be impressed. Not every student from the University of Alabama got an APA internship, especially not in such a competitive counseling center as Boston University. She was actually the first intern in their program to get a match in Boston.

      At the edge of the parking lot, Ashley slid off her bicycle and pushed it the rest of the way to her SUV. Loading the bicycle was a bit difficult since it weighed about as much as she did, but she had figured out a system that worked.

      As she drove away from the park where she’d spent hours and hours over the last three years of graduate school, she felt sad that this was very likely the last time she’d visit this park.

      But she couldn’t squash the foreboding feeling that left her with a lump in her throat.
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      “All flights are cancelled.” Ashley’s roommate, Charlie, speared an olive with a toothpick and turned back to the Weather Channel.

      “What?” Ashley stuffed her passport into her purse and turned her attention to the little television in their kitchen. “No.” She backed onto the nearest dining room chair.

      She was going to miss the little cottage she shared with Charlie, a first year graduate student. Fortunately, they shared a similar decorating style. Books. Books everywhere.

      Ashley had a nightstand she’d built out of monthly psychology journals. If it got much higher, though, it would be a pillar and not a table.

      Ashley was leaving all her books and journals behind with Charlie. After months of deliberation, she’d decided to travel light.

      She was taking two suitcases and her MacBook. And about ten flash drives. She had all the various stages of her dissertation, not only on her computer, but also backed up on the cloud, and flash drives everywhere.

      The one story she’d heard about a malfunctioning flash drive was one story too many.

      Right now, though, she had a more immediate problem. She’d put off getting to Boston just a little too long. Most students started their internships in the Fall, but Ashley had chosen to add on a summer program offered to help students finish up their dissertations before tackling the arduous year of internship.

      The first class was in two days. She’d given herself just enough time to travel there and get the keys to the little studio apartment she’d rented online.

      But now her flight was cancelled. Her thoughts raced in a hundred different directions.

      She couldn’t drive. She’d sold her SUV in a last minute deal to one of the incoming graduate students. Besides, it was too far. There was no way she could get there in two days even if she still had her vehicle.

      A bus would take too long, too.

      It wasn’t possible. “I can’t get there.” She’d have to call and tell them she couldn’t make it. So much for making a good first impression.

      Charlie sat down next to her. “Sure you can.”

      For a split second, Ashley thought Charlie was going to offer to drive her. But, no, there wasn’t time. “How? It’s too far to drive.”

      “Take the train.” Charlie slid her iPad across the table, opened it, and tapped the screen. “You can be there in four and a half hours.”

      “Seriously? A train?” Ashley bit her fingernail.

      “Amtrak. We used to visit my grandmother every summer by train. It’s nice.”

      Ashley came from a family that spent summer vacations crammed into a car driving for hours. Then as a college student, she’d discovered flying. Since she’d been raised outside of Dallas and her mother still lived there, she flew regularly.

      But a train? A train wouldn’t be delayed by weather.

      “You can buy a ticket and leave just after lunch. Be there for dinner.” Charlie turned the iPad around for Ashley to see.

      “There’s a station in Birmingham?”

      “Fifteen minutes from here.”

      A train. And it was so much cheaper than flying. “Who knew?”

      Charlie took back her iPad. “There’s no direct route from here to Dallas. You wouldn’t have reason to know.”

      Ashley smiled. Charlie’s no-nonsense attitude was enviable. She was going to make a great psychologist.

      “I’m guess I’m going by train.”

      “Why not?” Charlie grinned. “It’ll be an adventure.”
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      Ashley swiped her credit card and waited for her ticket. She seemed to be the only person who wasn’t familiar with the system.

      While Ashley’s heart was beating a hundred to nothing, everyone else waiting for the train was sitting around calmly reading or talking to others. Charlie had dropped her off and headed back home. She still had a final exam to study for.

      Taking the ticket after the clerk slid it through the window, Ashley took a deep breath. She could do this.

      She found an empty spot on one of the wooden benches and sat down. The thunderstorm rumbled outside as predicted. Though it was early afternoon, it looked like nighttime outside.

      The man next to her ate a hamburger. Normally it didn’t bother her when other people ate beef, but with her anxiety about this trip, the smell made her nauseated.

      I’m being silly. She told herself there was nothing to worry about. It was just a train. At least she didn’t have to worry about being in the air. Flying wasn’t exactly her favorite thing anyway.

      She took out her phone and checked her email. Nothing new.

      She sent a quick text to her mother. Will call when I get there. Love you.

      A few minutes later, the announcement to board had everyone up rushing to get in line. She stood up and waited. With assigned seats, there was no rush to get aboard.

      The line moved surprisingly quickly
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