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      Taylor Wyatt accidentally ended up on a Mississippi River steamboat.

      

      Like most things in her life, it had not been planned.

      

      But had fate decided her destiny from the beginning?
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      It had all been accidental.

      The Memphis Delta Princess floated on the Mississippi River, loaded and ready to embark on a three-day cruise from Memphis to Natchez.

      Fifty Miss USA contestants, half a dozen photographers, two national television personalities, and countless support people swarmed the decks, all talking at one time. Their voices got louder with the steamboat horn. If the horn blasts meant anything, no one noticed.

      Girls, all beautiful, from eighteen to twenty-seven, wearing short shorts and short skirts posed on the iron stairways, in front of the paddlewheel, on the boarding plank. Cameras clicked, professional and phone.

      It was warm, but not too hot. May weather in Memphis was still tolerable. By June they wouldn’t be able to stay outside more than a few minutes without getting streaked make-up and wilted hair.

      Eighteen-year-old Taylor Wyatt hadn’t asked to be Miss Tennessee. It hadn’t been on her list of things she wanted to achieve.

      She hadn’t even picked a college major yet. She had no clue. None.

      She was an A/B student, but wasn’t in the AP classes. Not particularly outstanding in math or science or English. She spoke a little French and a little Spanish. She read a book now and then just for fun, but it wasn’t something she was passionate about.

      Taylor didn’t even have any hobbies. Sure, she had things she did. She got up every morning and went jogging. Not marathon training. It was just something she’d learned to do at an early age. Something her father had taught her. Take care of your body. It’s like a machine. You exercise it. You give it proper fuel. Change the oil now and then (she still didn’t know what that meant and he’d never explained it). And it will take you through a long, smooth life.

      She cooked meals when she needed to. She could sauté and bake and generally take care of herself in the kitchen. But she had no interest in being a chef or working in food.

      She worked part-time at a bank in Memphis as part of a college senior program. She’d been assigned the job. It wasn’t like she had any particular interest in accounting. She was friendly enough, but kept her head down and stayed out of office politics.

      Somehow she’d gotten the attention of the bank president. Mrs. Hanks was on some kind of board for the city of Memphis and apparently they came up with the idea that they’d sponsor someone in the Miss Tennessee pageant. At the last minute.

      Mrs. Hanks had come to her. Two weeks before the pageant.

      Taylor had never even been in a pageant before the one that won her the title Miss Tennessee.

      But she said yes.

      The next two weeks had been a whirlwind. Mrs. Hanks had taken her shopping. Taylor was now the owner of a new red swimsuit and a long blue formal dress. A dress that cost more than her used Toyota Camry.

      “Taylor, come, get in the picture.” Mrs. Hanks motioned Taylor over. Mrs. Hanks had never been in a pageant, but today you’d never know she wasn’t a contestant for Miss USA.

      Though Mrs. Hanks was over the age limit, thirty-one, she could easily have passed for ten years younger.

      Taylor was the youngest. Barely sliding under the age limit.

      But according to Mrs. Hanks, Taylor was the perfect height, the perfect weight, and had the perfect friendly personality.

      Taylor slipped in next to Mrs. Hanks and smiled. Being in the pageant was easy. Maybe it was because she didn’t care one way or the other about winning.

      Maybe that was why she had won.

      After the ship started down the river, the girls were told to take a nap. They had their first formal dinner tonight.

      Another photo op.

      Taylor wasn’t a napper. She flipped through a Cosmopolitan magazine until her roommate fell asleep.

      Taylor didn’t have a boyfriend. She had a couple of guy friends that she hung out with from time to time. She’d gone to junior prom with one and senior prom with the other.

      She closed the magazine and tossed it aside. So many of the articles didn’t apply to her life. How to have phone sex without feeling awkward. Sex positions for exploring your dominant side.

      She needed information on things like How to cope with getting rooked into being in a beauty pageant. And what to do if you accidentally won. How to choose a college major when you don’t know what you want to do with the rest of your life.

      Was it normal to not have a passion for… something? Anything. Surely she just hadn’t found it yet.

      Needing to walk off some energy, she put on her sneakers and slipped out of the room.

      It didn’t take long to walk around the little ship, so she decided to do some stairs.

      She went up as far as she could, then came to a door labeled “pilot house.”

      Just as she was turning away, the doorknob turned.

      A grizzled older man, forty-five if he was a day, opened the door. “Come in,” he said. “I thought I heard someone coming up the stairs.”

      “Oh no.” Taylor backed away, a smile on her face. “I don’t mean to disturb you. I was just getting some exercise.”

      “Nonsense. It’s boring up here.”

      She caught a glimpse of the view behind him. The glass walls afforded a grand view of the river. “Okay,” she said and following him inside.

      He offered her a seat and he took his place beside the wheel. “You’re in that beauty pageant,” he said.

      “How did you know?”

      He laughed. “My eyesight is pretty good.”

      Taylor laughed, too. And tugged at the sash draped around her shoulders to her hip. The captain had an easy, welcoming demeanor. “You have a grand view up here.”

      “I do, don’t I? Is this your first riverboat cruise?”

      “It is.”

      “Want to try your hand at it?” He gestured to the large wheel.

      Taylor’s eyes widened. “I wouldn’t dare.”

      “Come now. Where’s your sense of adventure?” He stepped aside. “I’ll help you.”

      Feeling a little thrill of anticipation, Taylor stepped up to the wheel and put her hands on the wooden rungs.

      She felt the pull of the ship’s energy in her hands. And before her was a grand view of the mighty Mississippi River.

      She glanced at the captain, but his attention was on a screen. “You’ve got a computer.” She accused.

      “Of course.” He laughed. “You don’t think they’d let us be out here without modern technology?”

      “I suppose not.” She considered for a moment. “So, the wheel? Is it just a prop?”

      “Oh no. You’re steering the ship.”

      Taylor grinned. “Tell me how it works.”
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      Four hours later, Taylor sat at a table for eight in the ship’s huge dining room. She sat with three other girls, one photographer, two parents, and one pageant organizer.

      Light classical music played in the background.

      The appetizing smell of bar-be-que chicken filled the air. That and something deliciously sweet. The food would be wasted on most of the girls, unfortunately.

      Taylor, however, ate every bite on her plate. After her afternoon driving the ship, she was starved.

      She left their conversation drift around her, smiling pleasantly and nodding appropriately. But her secret smile was that the captain had invited her to come back after dinner to see the river at night. His shift ended at nine o’clock and it was seven now.

      She was already planning to disappear, but she was going to wait until after dessert. The table next to them had just been served cheesecake. She was definitely going to wait.

      Steering the paddle wheeler down the Mississippi River had been one of the most exciting things she’d ever done.

      She didn’t know what it was. Whether it was the power in her hands. Or the spectacular view of the river. Or, as the captain explained, the way the paddle wheel and the steam engine worked together. She suspected it was a little bit of all of it.

      And then he’d shown her how the computer told him about things like water depth that he couldn’t see with the naked

      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/zazzle---digital-youtube-image---front.jpg





OEBPS/images/tennessee-time-whispers.jpg
-

| [ ¢uje 8842

e £ s

A TIME TRAVEL ROMANCE
SHORT STORY

\
‘l






