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        He that trusteth in his riches shall fall: but the righteous shall flourish as a branch.

        PROVERBS 11:28
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        New York City

        April, 1906

      

      

      A knock sounded on the door of Sasha Di Carlo's hotel room, and her mother glided inside without even waiting for a "Come in." She eyed Sasha's evening gown, hiked her chin, and sniffed. "There's been a change of plans."

      Always one to make a grand entrance, Cybil Di Carlo flipped open her oriental fan and waved it back and forth, fluttering the coal black tendrils of hair around her temples. The lavender silk of her Liberty and Co. evening dress swished back and forth as she moved further into the room. The scent of expensive perfume overpowered the lemony smell of oil the maid had used to polish the furniture.

      "What do you mean? What has changed?" Sasha stared at her mother as the maid secured the back of her frilly party dress.

      Cybil waved her fan at the maid, which sent the dark-skinned servant scurrying out of the hotel room. Her mother lifted her nose in the air with a hint of disinterest. "I know it's your birthday, dear, but Nigel just surprised me with tickets to The Earl and the Girl. As you know, I've been dying to see the Casino Theater ever since it was rebuilt after the fire. It's all the rage now. I can't disappoint Nigel. Those tickets cost him a fortune and are almost impossible to acquire."

      Disbelief clogged Sasha's throat, and tears burned her eyes. Mother wouldn't dare disappoint her latest beau—a wealthy Englishman Cybil had known a mere month—but her daughter was another thing. In spite her determination to remain quiet, Sasha's frustration bubbled out. "But it's my eighteenth birthday. We've planned this evening for weeks."

      "Oh, for heaven's sake, Anastasia, don't be so melodramatic." Cybil clicked her fan shut and eyed Sasha with a narrowed gaze. "You know if Nigel had an extra ticket I would drag you along with us."

      Sasha pressed her lips together, doubting Cybil's last statement. Her famous actress mother had never been affectionate, but she had always treated Sasha to a birthday dinner each year. It was a rare, special time that Sasha cherished—one of the few times she was certain to have her popular mother's undivided attention. Being the overlooked daughter of a famous actress had never been easy. She closed her eyes and pushed aside her aching disappointment. She wouldn't cry in front of her mother, no matter how much her heart hurt. That would only bring a stern reprimand.

      "There is more."

      With her emotional control tied together by only a thin thread, Sasha composed herself and lifted her chin.

      Her mother tugged off one of her white kid gloves, held out her left hand, and smiled. "Nigel asked me to marry him. Don't you just adore the ring he gave me?"

      Unable to believe Cybil had finally accepted a man's offer of marriage, Sasha stared at the gaudy diamond ring on her mother's finger. She imagined after wearing the huge stone for a day her mother's wrist would be aching.

      "It's—um…large."

      Cybil pressed her lips together in a proud gloat. Her gaze caressed the oversized rock. "Yes, it is. Quite. That snooty Thelma Crowley will be green with envy." Her mother's black eyes glinted.

      "I suppose congratulations are in order." Sasha couldn't help wondering how this change would affect her. Whenever her mother turned her back when they were all together, Nigel Grantham's leering gaze at Sasha made her shudder. She couldn’t stand the man.

      Her mother's painted lips tilted up in a sickly sweet smile. "Yes, well, you could be a bit more enthusiastic." While she wrestled her hand back into her glove, Cybil's gaze traveled the room that had been Sasha's home for the past twelve months. "I simply can't fathom why you're happy staying in such quaint quarters."

      "I don’t need all the space you require, Mother, and it's affordable. Besides, it has the same view of the city as your suite." Sasha stifled a sigh, wondering how her mother could consider any room at the fashionable Abercrombie as quaint.

      Cybil sashayed over to the chest of drawers and fingered a small statue of the Eiffel Tower. Sasha had picked it up as a souvenir of their two-year stint in Europe where her mother had acted in several plays, while Sasha had worked as a makeup artist. Now they made their home in the Abercrombie Hotel where her mother's luxurious suite took up one-fourth of the top floor, while Sasha's more conservative single room was on the third floor.

      Though physically she was almost an exact replica of her beautiful mother, on the inside, they were very different. Cybil craved attention and fawning from anyone who was willing, but Sasha only yearned for her mother's love. Now it looked as if she might never achieve that dream.

      "I am quitting the theater, darling. Nigel is wealthy enough that I no longer have to work. Instead, I will content myself with sitting in his private theater box and being part of the adoring audience. I suppose your salary with Geoffrey's troupe will keep you living in the style you are accustomed to."

      Sasha blinked, confusion fogging her brain. "What do you mean?"

      Her mother snapped open the fan again. "Anastasia, you are eighteen now. It is past time you were on your own. I will no longer be supporting you."

      All manner of emotions assaulted Sasha. Her mother hadn't truly supported her since she was sixteen when Sasha had been hired as the head makeup artist and had also began serving as her mother's understudy. A measure of fear snaked up her spine. Even though she was already providing for herself, her mother had been there to fall back on if things hadn't gone as planned. Not that it had ever happened.

      Still, she couldn't help feeling she was losing something precious—even if it was only her dream.

      "Anyway, Nigel is downstairs waiting. I must be off. You and I will catch dinner together another time." Cybil stared at her as if she wanted to say more, then snapped shut her fan and stuffed it in her beaded handbag.

      The door closed as Cybil left, and Sasha felt more alone than she ever had. Tears blurred her eyes but she forced them away. She'd learned long ago how hard-hearted and selfish her mother could be. But her birthday had been the one day she could count on having her mother’s attention.

      Ignoring the hunger pangs rumbling in her stomach, she wandered over to the window and stared out at the busy traffic on 32nd Avenue. People on their way to dinner, others heading home from work, and still more on their way to theater shows continued on their merry way, oblivious that her heart had shattered.

      It had taken a lot of effort to persuade her boss, Geoffrey, to allow her and Cybil to have the evening off. Up and comer, Lorinda Swanson, had been only too happy to play the lead role, and fortunately, she was up on all the lines. But all Sasha's efforts had been for naught.

      She continued watching the people below.

      How could someone feel so utterly alone in such a mass of humanity?

      Sasha clenched her fist as she remembered her mother's cold-hearted glare. The woman didn't care one whit that she'd chosen her new fiancé over her own daughter.

      Sasha's satin dress rustled as she crossed the room and flopped onto the bed. All she ever wanted was to belong. To someone. To some place.

      Her mother had always considered her a nuisance. Sasha shuddered as she thought of the times as a child when she'd sat quietly alone in the dark of a hotel's wardrobe while her mother entertained her male friends. Sasha had learned to hide in the long silky dresses and pretend she was a fairy princess.

      She picked up the Bible on the night table beside the bed. She'd meant to return it to the desk clerk but had forgotten. Some nice organization had donated it to the hotel. She didn't understand everything within the thick book's pages, but certain passages warmed her heart and gave her hope.

      At eighteen, she was already tired of the theater, but it was the only life she knew—the only way she could support herself. Unshed tears burned her eyes and made her throat ache. If only she had some clue who her father was—maybe she could go to him. But her mother had always refused to talk about him. Sasha didn't even know his name.

      A yawn forced its way out. She'd looked forward to her birthday dinner for weeks, and disappointment weighed heavily upon her. Though it was only eight p.m., Sasha closed her eyes and hugged the Bible to her chest. Maybe tomorrow would be better.
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        * * *

      

      An incessant pounding pulled Sasha from her sleep. She yawned and glanced at the window, noting the sun must have been up several hours. The Ansonia Chamberlain on the fireplace mantel read nine o’clock.

      "I'm coming. Just a minute."

      She slipped off the bed, padded across the room in her bare feet and unlocked the door, hoping to see her mother. The theater had been closed on Sunday and Monday, so the last time she'd seen Cybil was Saturday evening.

      The maid's dark eyes widened. "Mercy me, Miz Di Carlo! For such an early riser, you sho' have been sleeping late these past few days." The young colored woman hurried behind Sasha and flung open the drapes. Sasha squinted, as the bright light hurt her dry, gritty eyes. She'd slept late because it had taken until after two a.m. to fall asleep the past few nights. Yawning, she stretched, wondering if she'd see her mother today.

      Prissy opened the wardrobe, revealing the wrinkled pale green evening dress Sasha had purchased especially for her birthday dinner. She had hoped her appearance in the fancy gown would please her critical mother, but Cybil hadn't even noticed.

      Saddened again, Sasha removed her nightgown and flopped onto the Victorian sofa, dressed only in her under garments. Today would be better than yesterday. She'd spent enough time upset, and she needed to put the past behind her.

      Prissy rummaged through the wardrobe. "What would you like to wear? Your pale blue day dress or perhaps the yellow one?"

      Sasha waved her hand in the air. "It doesn't matter. You pick." Her stomach grumbled, reminding her she hadn't eaten much lately. She'd had little appetite. Breakfast was usually a lonely affair as her mother rarely rose before noon.

      Prissy fluffed the yellow gown. "You need something cheery today." She laid the dress on the bed then pivoted. "Oh, I almost forgot. Yo’ mama gave me a package to give to you. And I have one from the hotel manager, too."

      Hope sparked within Sasha. Had her mother perhaps sent her a birthday gift to make up for missing dinner?

      Prissy pulled two envelopes from her apron pocket and handed them to her, one bearing the hotel insignia. "I'll just go get some fresh water whilst you read yo' letters."

      The door clicked shut as the maid slipped out. Sasha turned over the thicker, plain white envelope. It didn't look like a present.

      Business first, then hopefully pleasure. She loosened the flap on the hotel envelope and pulled out a heavy linen sheet.

      
        
        Dear Miss Di Carlo,

        We here at the Abercrombie Hotel are very sorry to see your mother leave.

        As she read the short missive, her heart stumbled. Sasha crinkled her forehead. What was he talking about? Her mother wasn't going anywhere. She still had ten months left on her contract.

        We have enjoyed having you both as our guests this past year. However, I regret that I must inform you that the rate for your room must be increased. We have graciously charged you only half price, due to the fact that your mother was also staying in one of our top-floor suites. Now that that is no longer the case, we must charge you full price for your room. The rate increase goes into effect beginning Monday.

      

      

      She lowered the letter to her lap, trying to make sense of it. If she had to pay full price, she would be forced to find a room in a less expensive hotel. But what was all this chatter about her mother leaving?

      With shaking hands she picked up her mother's thick envelope, loosened the flap, and peered inside. There was a folded sheet of what looked like hotel stationery and a yellowed envelope. She pulled out the paper and a pile of money fell into her lap. Curious, she read the note.

      
        
        Sasha darling,

        By the time you read this letter, Nigel and I will have departed for England. He persuaded Geoffrey to release me from my contract, and we are getting married at Grantham Manor, his family's two-hundred-year-old castle. This will come as a shock, but you are a capable girl and will be fine without me.

        I know you have been curious about your heritage. You certainly needled me enough with endless questions about it. I must confess that my past is a grievance to me. I couldn't bear to voice the horrible truth out loud. You will understand when you read the enclosed letter. I will see you on our return in a year or two.

        Thinking of you,

        Cybil Angelina Di Carlo.

      

      

      Stunned, Sasha stared at the letter. Her mother was gone?

      To England.

      Cybil must have planned this for weeks. She couldn't simply secure passage on a ship so quickly. Her mother hadn't even had the nerve to tell her goodbye in person. Sasha pressed her hand against her aching heart. She thought nothing could feel worse than the pain she’d encountered on her birthday, but she'd been mistaken.

      She wadded up the letter and tossed it across the room, then grabbed the dollars, slinging them aside and watching as they spiraled down to the carpet. Penance money—that's what it was. Money to ease her mother's guilty conscience.

      Pressing her lips tightly together, she locked her hands in her lap to keep them from trembling.

      "Am I so worthless my own mother doesn't want me?"

      Cybil hadn't even had faith that she could take care of herself and had to shame her by giving her money. She hadn't even signed the letter with "Mother," but instead used her full name.

      Well, Sasha was truly on her own now. Sighing, she took hold of the aged envelope and turned it in her hands. The letter was from a Dewey Hummingbird in Indian Territory. She closed her eyes and searched her memory to see if that name held some meaning.

      No, she'd never heard it before.

      The yellowed envelope crackled as she withdrew the paper from inside. An unfamiliar scribbling covered several pages. Sasha rubbed her eyes and began reading.

      
        
        Dearest Myrtle,

        Myrtle? She glanced at the envelope again. Who was Myrtle?

        Only one way to find out, so she continued reading.

        Or should I call you by your theater name—Cybil? How I long to see you again. I hope you and Anastasia are well. Your Aunt Kizzie married Raymond Arbuckle and is living on the land next to mine. They are very happy and would love to have a whole tribe of children, but Kizzie has been unable to become with child. My Jenny is gone now. Buried her last August under the big oak on the hill behind my cabin.

        I wish you and Sasha could come visit. How old is she now? Three? Four?

      

      

      Sasha laid the letter in her lap. Confusion swirled with excitement. She had family! An aunt and this man who wrote the letter. But how could her mother have kept this correspondence for nearly fifteen years and never have mentioned it?

      She continued reading.

      
        
        I feel I should have done more to make you happy, but you were never the same after your parents were killed. I know living on a farm in Indian Territory was hard for you. You always had such big dreams. Forgive me for my shortcomings. And please, if you find the time, come and bring your daughter for a visit. She deserves the chance to meet her Creek relatives and to learn about her rich ancestry.

        Always yours,

        Uncle Dewey

        Creek Nation, Indian Territory

        P.S. Things have greatly changed around here, so I've included directions to my home, in case you decide to visit.

      

      

      Numb, Sasha stared out the window across the room. She'd always dreamed of and longed for a heritage, but to be an Indian! People in New York referred to Indians as savages.

      Was it true?

      The man in the letter sure didn't sound like a savage. He could even read and write.

      Did her mother never tell her about their Indian heritage because she was ashamed? Or because she thought people would treat her unkindly? She must have been since she'd changed her name and had kept the information a secret all these years.

      Sasha closed her eyes, trying to make sense of everything. All her life she'd thought she was Italian because of their last name. Was Di Carlo her father's surname—or just another one her mother had made up?

      Being Indian also explained her mother's high cheekbones and black hair and eyes. Sasha crossed the room and stared in the mirror. Her facial features were similar to her mother's, but her complexion and hair color were quite a bit lighter.

      What would her friends say if they knew she was Indian?

      What about Geoffrey, her employer?

      Now she understood the secret burden her mother had borne all these years. Myrtle Hummingbird must have left home, changed her name, and become an actress.

      All her life Sasha had wanted a family and to settle down and live in a real house. For as long as she could remember, she longed to quit living in hotels and have a place to put down roots. To be accepted for who she was on the inside, not because she was pretty or had a famous mother.

      But to be an Indian—a half-breed, most likely, was more than she could comprehend. Would the theater troupe members despise her if they learned the truth?

      She looked at the letter in her fist. It was the only link to her family. Sasha pressed the paper against her lap, smoothing it. Somewhere, far away in Indian Territory, she had a relative—an uncle who wanted to meet her.

      Sasha glanced at the money strewn across her floor. Was there enough to get her to Indian Territory and back? Would Geoffrey allow her to take a leave of absence from the theater, especially since her mother had just left?

      Or maybe she should quit. There were plenty who could take her place.

      Then again, if they learned she was part Indian, they might boot her out of the troupe without even a second glance. She and her mother would most likely become pariahs.

      But she had family—family who longed to see her.

      She paced the room, wrestling with her discovery. Should she go to Indian Territory and meet her uncle and learn of her heritage—or stay in New York and live a lie, doing a job that didn't hold her heart?

      She'd toured the richest cities of eastern America and Europe with her mother and other members of the acting troupe, but did she dare travel west? Far past the Mississippi River? To primitive Indian Territory?

      With a quick knock, Prissy slipped back into the room and eyed the money on the floor. Having worked several years at the hotel, she ignored the scene and set the bucket of water beside the basin. "You ready to wash up, ma'am?"

      Sasha nodded. "Did you know my mother was leaving, Prissy?"

      The maid ducked her head and fiddled with her apron. "Yes'm, but Miz Cybil threatened to have me fired if I said a word. I'm so sorry, Miz Sasha."

      "It's all right. I understand."

      "Pardon me for saying, but yo' mama is jealous of you."

      Sasha's head jerked up. "Jealous? Of me? Why ever for?"

      "Yo’ prettier than her. She's afraid you'd soon steal the lead from her, and she couldn't handle that thought, so she done run off."

      Sasha blinked in disbelief. Was that truly what her mother thought? That she'd try to take her place?

      The thought had never even entered Sasha's mind and only emphasized how little Cybil knew her own daughter.

      Pushing aside her disappointment, Sasha allowed an excitement that she hadn't felt in a long time to surge through her. She had family. Family who wanted to see her.

      She spun around. "Yes, I want to wash up, and then I need you to help me pack."

      Prissy blinked in confusion. "But yo' mama's already gone. It too late to join her."

      A grin tugged at Sasha's lips. "I'm not going with Mother. I'm going to visit my uncle."
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        Creek Nation, Indian Territory

        May 1906

      

      

      Sasha stared out the window of the gently swaying train, wondering how much longer it would be before she arrived in Tulsa. They had already crossed into Indian Territory, but she'd yet to see a tepee or an Indian out the window. Though many of the passengers looked as if they might carry Native American blood, their clothing seemed nearly as modern as her own.

      Still, she couldn't stop the chills that charged up her spine. Did Indians still go on the warpath?

      She'd heard stories of pioneers meeting up with bands of renegade Indians who shot zinging arrows and whooped eerie cries. Some adventurers had even lost their scalps and lives. She shuddered and reached up, tugging her hat forward, hoping and praying those days were past.

      But then, she was of Indian blood. A half-breed most likely. Would that make any difference if the train were attacked?

      A man across from her cleared his throat, and Sasha jumped.

      "I was wondering, ma'am, would you do me the honor of accompanying me to dinner at our next stop? I'm rather tired of the dining car's food and fancy something different."

      She stifled a sigh and stared at the gentleman dressed stylishly in his gray three-piece suit. Hope sparked in his pale blue eyes. He ran a neatly manicured finger over his thin moustache.

      She'd lost count of the number of men who had offered to buy her meals and pushed their unwanted attentions her way since she'd left New York. Several men had even asked her to marry them. She now understood why most women traveled with an escort. But for her, that hadn't been an option.

      It had been a mistake to dress in her tailored Edwardian suit. The short bolero jacket only helped to emphasize her narrow waist, but the dark blue color was perfect for traveling, because it didn't show much dirt or coal dust.

      She glanced at the man, patiently awaiting her response. "I sincerely appreciate your kindness, sir, but I do not intend to disembark the train for dinner at our next stop." No, but she would locate her trunk and fetch a change of clothing.

      "But surely you must eat." He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees.

      Oh how she wished these train seats didn't face one another. She shook her head. "Thank you, but I have something leftover from my last stop."

      He pressed his lips together and sat back. "As you wish."

      Relieved that he acquiesced, Sasha focused her attention on the passing landscape again. Growing up the daughter of a famous and beautiful actress, she'd had her share of men's attention. Though her mother craved the limelight and being fawned over by adoring men, Sasha had never liked it. Somehow she felt there had to be more to a relationship between a man and a woman than physical attraction. She longed for friendship and even love. But she'd seen few examples in the theater world of happily married couples.

      Sasha could feel the man across from her staring, and she sighed, wishing she'd worn her old woman's costume. When things in New York became more than she could bear, she would skillfully apply some theater makeup and dress as an old woman. Incognito, she was free to ramble the streets of New York without an escort or sit in a park without disturbance. Her old woman's costume had served her well and had given her the freedom to wander where she wanted without drawing the attention of the men on the street.

      A half hour later, the train stopped in a small town that resembled ten others they'd passed through. In the washroom of the depot, Sasha changed out of her travel clothes and put on her costume that a kind freight conductor had helped her retrieve from her trunk. Now she shuffled down the aisle, dressed as an elderly woman. Her cane tapped out a slow rhythm as she made her way to the final seat, which faced the wall of the train. Her makeup was good at a distance, but most likely wouldn't hold up to close scrutiny.

      As she settled herself on the wooden seat, she set her cane on the bench beside her to discourage anyone from sitting there. She readjusted her fringed scarf and stared out the window with a smile tugging at her lips. Several men, including the one who'd asked her to dinner, had glanced her way and tipped their hats, but not a one had pressed his attentions. Perhaps she'd have solitude for the final leg of her long trip.

      From her satchel, she dug out a hard biscuit left over from breakfast, as she eagerly anticipated her arrival. What would her uncle think when he finally saw her?

      She'd left New York so quickly that she hadn't taken time to write a letter or send him a telegraph message. Would he be happy to see her?

      Miles after miles of hills and wild acres of tall prairie grass sped by. The gently rolling landscape was refreshing after the flat, treeless plains of Kansas.

      Her thoughts drifted back to the big buildings of New York. Would she ever return? Now that she’d gotten away from the big city, she wasn't sure that she wanted to. There was a freshness—cleanness—to the prairie.

      Deep in her heart, she hoped that she'd find the family she'd always longed for. But she hadn't yet reconciled herself to the fact that she was part Indian—Creek Indian. What would life be like in an Indian village? Was it possible that her uncle lived in a tepee?

      She had so many questions and nobody to answer them.

      The train slowed as it made a sluggish turn to the south. Gradually it began to pick up speed again, and the gentle swaying lulled Sasha into a relaxed state. She closed her eyes and saw a picture of her mother. Had Cybil missed her yet?

      A more poignant question was, did she miss her mother?

      An ache coursed through her as she realized she did. If she stayed in Indian Territory, she'd probably never see Cybil again, and that thought made her sad, in spite of the way her mother had treated her. They'd never been close, and Cybil had made it clear on many occasions how inconvenient it was to be a famous celebrity and have to deal with the responsibility of a child. Sasha had grown up quickly and learned to take care of herself. Still, as long as her mother was around, she had never been totally alone. Until now. Tears burned her eyes, and her throat grew tight.

      Please, Uncle Dewey…please want me.
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        * * *

      

      Two hours later, Sasha retied her scarf and picked up her satchel and handbag. There was definitely a negative side to dressing like an old woman. She'd already stopped at five of the nicer Tulsa hotels and several of the lower class ones that people here referred to as cowboy hotels. Each clerk had refused to rent her a room, because "we don't rent to gypsies."

      She'd never even seen a gypsy before and had no idea that her costume resembled one until now.

      Sasha looked ahead and to her left to make sure no one was watching, then darted down a dark alley. Her heart pounded, and she prayed she wouldn't run into any Indians, not that the ones she'd seen so far looked all that fierce. In fact, much to her surprise most were dressed like the white men. Very few had worn what she assumed was native garb. Most of the hotel clerks had even looked like they were of Indian blood.

      She slowly approached a shed behind the Whitaker Hotel, glancing around to make sure no one was looking. She tugged on the door, thankful to discover it was unlocked. After hurrying in, Sasha leaned against the closed door, willing her heart to slow its frantic pace.

      The building smelled of animal feed and something rotten. She shuddered as a critter scurried across the floor. She drew up her feet, and tucked her skirts around them, longing for her warm hotel room back in New York. Was it a mistake to come here?

      Things were so different here in Tulsa. The handful of buildings she’d passed were only a few stories high, and everything seemed so rustic. The town was so small compared to New York City. She could only hope she was doing the right thing by coming here.

      Changing clothes quickly, she considered what the clerk at the train depot had told her. After she had made arrangements to store her trunk until she could return for it, the clerk confirmed that Dewey Hummingbird used to live in Keaton, near where oil was first found at the Glenn Pool strike. The man knew her uncle because Dewey had picked up freight at the Tulsa depot, but the clerk hadn't seen him in a long time. Disappointment surged through her. Traveling across the country and buying frequent meals had cost more than she'd expected. With her funds dwindling, what would she do if her uncle no longer lived in the area?

      As she entered the Whitaker Hotel again dressed in her stylish travel clothes, she noticed the clerk's gaze rivet onto her. His eyes sparked, and he straightened his black vest and string tie. A man leaning against the counter also turned to stare, a leering grin tilting his cheeks.

      "Howdy, ma'am. What can I help you with?" The clerk's interested gaze darted sideways toward his buddy, and he lifted his eyebrows up and down.

      Sasha never ceased to be amazed how men could be so easily swayed by a pretty woman. No one had shown the slightest kindness to her when she was dressed as an old woman. Was there not a single man in the world who had character?

      Lifting her chin, she pinned the clerk with a stern glare. "I'd like a room for the night, please."

      He adjusted his tie again and cleared his throat. "I'd be happy to rent you a room, but mostly cowpokes and oil workers bunk here. Wouldn't you be more comfortable in a fancier hotel?"

      Sasha shook her head. "I've already been told there are no rooms available at those establishments."
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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.
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