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      Emma Colburn was born in 1885 on a small farm in Nebraska. Her parents, Fitzgerald and Thelma, felt overjoyed that they birthed a healthy daughter. They were poor farmers on a modest farm. Fitzgerald’s mother, born into slavery, was one of thirteen slaves in Nebraska in 1855. Fitzgerald’s father was his mother’s master. Little Fitzgerald was born light-skinned, Thelma, his wife, a white woman. Genetics blessed their offspring. Fitzgerald knew two things. If Emma looked black, she would have a tough time in the world, and if she looked mixed, it would be worse. Emma, being born looking like a white baby, he saw as a blessing. They never had much, but they had love.

      Fitzgerald and Thelma never thought about God or religion until their daughter’s birth. They began reading the Bible and holding worship in their house among neighbors. Many farms and people struggled to make ends meet, needing miracles and searching for anything to help them. Fitzgerald began the Smithville Church of Christ, which set up a long-lasting tradition in his family. Fitzgerald and Thelma worked hard to make sure Emma always had food, clothes, and love. Neither of them had an education and quit school in the sixth grade to help on the farm. They vowed that Emma would get her learning.

      As Emma grew, she became her daddy’s little girl, going everywhere with him. In the summer, she went with him to the fields to farm instead of helping her mom with household duties. Emma never wanted to be out of her father’s sight. She loved her mother, but she became particularly close to her father.

      One Christmas, Emma remembered receiving a gift, despite there never being extra money for gifts. That Christmas, however, when she was six, she awoke to find a peppermint stick in her stocking. She quickly dumped the sock’s contents out on the floor, and instead of the usual apple falling out, a huge bright red and white peppermint stick hit the floor. She immediately ran and hugged her father. She carried this memory with her until the day she died.

      At six years old, Emma already knew a lot about growing crops and riding horses. She and her father would race across the plains on the way back from town. Emma loved going into the small town of Smithville. The only time that Fitzgerald wouldn’t take her into town was on Thursday afternoons. It was years later before she realized why she couldn’t go with him. That’s when he visited the saloon to drink and spend two hours with Ida Lee, the Madam. Ida seldom worked the rooms, but for Fitzgerald, she looked forward to it. There were four girls, including herself, in the barroom. The Madam took care of them like a mother and loved them. She protected them against drifters who came into town. Tommy Snark, the saloon owner, ran a tight operation and didn’t put up with any ruckus, just as Ida Lee didn’t put up with any mistreatment of her girls.

      Emma liked Ida Lee. Every time Ida Lee saw her in town, she would give her a piece of candy. Ida was one of the friendliest women Emma ever met. Ida Lee adored Emma. Emma noticed her dad and Ida Lee were friendly towards each other. The two of them would talk, laugh and stare eat each other. Emma was too young to understand this, but she learned her father and Ida Lee had fallen in love over the years.

      Ida Lee had broken many cowboys’ hearts over the years. To her, it was a job, except with Fitzgerald. She would have quit it all to be with him. He loved her, but he also cherished his wife. They both knew he would never leave Thelma. The only man to break Ida’s heart was Fitzgerald.

      Ida’s girls brought a lot of business to the saloon, and Tommy paid them decent wages for it. All the girls had broken a cowboy's heart or two, that’s for sure. Claire, nineteen years old, with the look of an angel, beautiful in every way, wandered into the barroom on a windy Tuesday afternoon, just a girl, when Ida Lee took her in as her own. A tornado hit as Claire’s family crossed the Kansas plains. Claire survived by hiding in a ravine. When she closes her eyes, she can still see that massive black tornado ripping and shredding brush in its path. Almost a clear sky all around this swirling cloud devouring the blue canvas above. And the sound, like a flying train.

      Sissy was the oldest of Ida’s girls at twenty-five. She lived in a tiny house on the edge of town and was the only one who lived outside the saloon. When younger, Sissy married a man from El Paso. After he killed a Sheriff for the fun of it, she met a man on a cattle drive. As they passed through Nebraska, he left her in Smithville. Then there was Sue, the wild type that many of the cowboys liked. She was born a pastor’s daughter in East Texas among the piney woods.

      Ida Lee was thirty-five years old. She had been working at the saloon since the age of fifteen. Tommy Snark and his bride took her in when they saw her walking the streets of Smithville, skinny, hungry, and wild. She had no recollection and still doesn’t know how she ended up in Smithville. The only thing she recalls is a man hid her in some bushes by the river when she was tiny. She remembers hearing Indian chants. She figures they killed the man who hid her.

      Emma was more intelligent than the average kid, so she picked up on her father and Ida Lee's feelings for each other. This dawned on her because Fitzgerald looked at Thelma the same way as he looked at Ida Lee. Emma knew he loved her mother, so she concluded he loved Ida Lee as well.

      Thelma, Emma’s mother, showed her how to keep up a house while her father taught her farming. Emma was a social kid and made good grades in school; she knew more about her subjects than her teacher, Ms. Smacks. Emma wasn’t shy. She talked to everyone, and people found her pleasant. Many times she told Bible stories to the congregation of Smithville. She liked school and playing with her friends. Sometimes one of her friends would come home with her after school to play marbles or jacks.

      Often Emma and her friends would go to Mr. Hanson’s store after school for a pop. Mr. Hanson was a jokester, always playing tricks on the kids by telling them there wasn’t any candy, or he’d take his teeth out telling them he ate too many sweets and lost them. Also, he would hide rubber snakes behind the candy bars. Mr. Hanson meant it in good fun. He was a good-hearted man and decorated soldier from the Civil War. Emma wasn’t sure what war or decorated meant but figured it important because everyone respected him.

      Emma enjoyed a decent life in Smithville even though they didn’t have much money. There was plenty of love in the household. That all changed when Emma turned fifteen. Two weeks after her birthday, on a hot summer August evening, she woke to the smell of smoke. Emma coughed as feelings of terror raged throughout her little body. She screamed for her parents. Little Emma could see smoke coming from under her bedroom door and knew not to open it. Suddenly, she heard a man calling her name, and then he grabbed her, and they got out through her bedroom window. It was Mr. Hanson who saved her. He was passing by and saw the house engulfed in flames. The only room he could reach was Emma’s. She was the sole survivor. Afterward, Emma carried her mother’s picture and her father’s watch everywhere. Emma had dark circles under her eyes from crying, begging God in her prayers to bring them back. She couldn’t imagine what her future would be like.

      “Where will live? What will I do?” The world was still spinning, and she felt lost and alone. Emma stayed with Mr. Hanson and his wife for two weeks when Ida Lee took her in to live with her.

      Emma liked living with her. She was a good woman even though many churchgoers didn’t care for her way of living. Ida Lee made sure Emma remained in school to get her high school diploma. All the other kids had to drop out of school to help their parents on their farms. Ida Lee did her best to raise Emma. For those five years, Ida Lee did her best to keep Emma away from the saloon. Emma always wanted to hang with the girls. Ida Lee hoped she would never be one of the whores, but Emma began as a working girl by taking cowhands that would drift into the saloon on cattle drives.

      “You are much too smart for this,” Ida Lee would tell her.

      “I have to make money. I can’t sit around forever,” Emma would respond.

      Ida Lee prayed for a man to take her away from Smithville or at least away from the saloon.
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      Over the years, younger and prettier girls came through the saloon. The older ladies had fewer admirers. Emma had many but wanted more in life, wanting to marry and have a family. Ida Lee urged her not to get tied up in the saloon with one of those cowboys, or she would grow old there. Emma already felt old at eighteen. She missed her parents, wishing she could see them one more time for closure. She never got to tell them goodbye, only goodnight.
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      Frederick McIntosh lived on a ranch with his family in the small community of Brown, Nebraska. Brown was a half-hour horse ride from Smithville. When Frederick turned eighteen, he frequented the local saloon in Smithville. Frederick’s family was wealthy from raising cattle. If his parents knew he had been going to the bar to drink, they’d be disappointed. His folks thought people frequenting saloons were below them. Most families were poor except for the McIntoshes. The only other family of wealth was the Smith family. The Smiths had a daughter named Tiffany, and Frederick’s folks hoped the young people would marry and have kids someday.

      Frederick’s father taught him two things in his life, to fear God and to work hard. Frederick didn’t much fear God, but he was a hard worker. He knew cattle farming. Farmers in the county wanted him to work their farm, but he felt loyal to his father. Nobody could afford to pay him as his father did. Frederick figured he would work and die on his father’s ranch. In the meantime, he wanted to have fun but figured he would marry Tiffany and have kids at some point. It wouldn’t be so bad. He could grow to love Tiffany. First, he had wild oats to sew. Frederick felt lucky in a way. Tiffany was the only available girl around, so he felt lucky that she waited for him. If not for her wouldn’t have a future wife.

      After kissing Tiffany in the hayloft, his hormones raged. With the help of his friend Slim, he learned the ins and outs of being with a girl. Slim's parents were drunks and loose, and Slim learned these ways from them. No other kids knew about sex or hormones aside from Slim. Fredrick listened to Slim to prepare for the day he and Tiffany would be together.

      Frederick’s mother and father had a life all set up for Frederick. A farmhouse built behind their house stood available when Frederick and Tiffany married. The couple would inherit the ranch and money after his folks passed, and there would be no financial worries.

      Tiffany assumed he was the boy for her to marry because he had always been the only good boy around. Tiffany’s family became wealthy from ranching and mining gold. Stinson, her father, discovered gold in Anderson cave. Tiffany felt ready for marriage and kids, but Frederick needed to rid himself of wildness first. She had no choice but to wait. There weren’t any other boys in the territory. She felt lucky to have Frederick. If not for him, she figured she would die old and alone. The only other boy was Slim, trash by her standards, and she damn sure had no interest in him. Frederick liked Slim even though he was dirty and poor and his parent’s drunken assholes.

      Slim and Frederick had a blast. Being old enough to drink, they liked going to the saloon or stealing Slims Pappy’s moonshine. The two of them would down huge burning gulps, getting drunk by the time they made it into Smithville. One night they ran across two older drunk guys, and they got into a bit of skirmish with them.

      “Shouldn't you be at home in bed, boy?” one of the men said to Slim.

      “Yes sir, I ‘spect so with your fucking sister.”

      The man stood and decked Slim with one punch.

      Frederick busted a bottle over the man’s head.

      The sheriff happened to be passing by and, hearing the skirmish, rushed in with his pistol drawn to break up the fight.

      The sheriff grabbed the boys by the arms and escorted them to jail. The sheriff's deputy led the other two men to the sheriff's office with his gun drawn on them. They all spent the night in jail.

      “Ain’t you that McIntosh boy?”

      “Yessir.”

      “Why are you hanging around Slim for, he ain’t nothing but trouble? You are from a good family, and I hear ain’t nobody as good with horses and livestock round these parts as you are.”

      “I guess so, sir.”

      “Do you know who I am, son?”

      “You are Sheriff Wallace.”

      “Do you know what else I am?”

      “Yessir, you are the wealthiest rancher in Nebraska.”

      “Damn straight, but I love being sheriff more, so I hire good men at good wages to run my ranch. I have heard about you, Frederick. Tired of working for your daddy, come see me. I will double your pay and give you room and board.”

      “Thanks, sir, but I can’t let my daddy down like that.”

      “I need work, Sheriff,” Slim said.

      “I ain’t hiring you; you would work half a day and take off.”

      The next morning after the sheriff let them go, Frederick told his father what had happened. He wasn’t too happy about it, but Frederick was an adult, not much his father could say.

      Frederick spent more time with Tiffany. It wasn’t likely he would run across any other girls out in the plains, so he resigned to the fact she would be his bride. They began kissing one evening behind the barn, the dust swirling around their feet as much as their hormones swirling through their bodies.

      “We can kiss, but I ain’t giving myself away till we’s married. Only whores in saloons give themselves away before marriage.”

      “How you know about whores in saloons?”

      “I overheard my daddy talking about them in the feed store to Mr. Crump.”

      “Your daddy pays for them whores?”

      “No, fool, they’s talking about shutting them down.”

      This conversation gave Frederick an idea. Frederick rode over to Slim’s house to tell him about the whores at the saloon in Smithville. They mounted their horses and were off. Slim and Frederick arrived at the tavern, and Frederick felt nervous. He’d never been there seeking a whore, and he wanted to run out of there as fast as his legs would take him. Slim didn’t appear nervous at all. He walked right up to the barkeep like a man asking for the Madam.

      A woman walked downstairs from the second floor wearing a flashy dress and a hat with a feather arched off of the back. Frederick never saw a woman like this. This woman floated down the stairs like a goddess, and it scared him to death. A chill swept his body, making him quiver. The woman was Ms. Ida Lee. They had always heard of her but never had seen her.

      “Can I help you, boys?”

      “We are looking for two girls, ma’am?” Slim said.

      “How old are you boys?”

      “Eighteen.”

      “That’ll be ten dollars per girl then.”

      “T-ten dollars apiece,” Frederick said. “I ain’t sure we got ten dollars apiece.”

      “Then you ain’t got no girls then. So go on get outta here.”

      He and Slim counted their money, and they only had five dollars between the two of them. They walked back into the saloon. Ida Lee sat flirting with the bunch of men at the table, distracting them from their poker game.

      When Slim and Frederick walked back into the saloon, spurs jingling, everyone turned to stare at them. The cowboys got a kick out of watching Slim and Frederick.

      “Don’t be such nervous men; everybody starts somewhere,” a cowboy said as he downed a shot of whiskey.

      “Mrs. Ida Lee,” Frederick said as his voice squeaked out of his mouth like a mouse. He couldn’t believe this was his voice.

      “All we got is five dollars between the two of us.”

      “I tell you what, boys, I will get two of the girls to give you a dance, how’d that be?”

      They agreed, so Ida Lee called for the girls. Susie took Slim to her room. Emma took Frederick. Frederick grew light-headed from nerves when he saw Emma coming for him. Emma was the most beautiful woman ever, prancing across the saloon floor like a goddess with hypnotizing light. He fell in love with her at first sight. At first glimpse of Frederick, she felt her heart race as she walked across the saloon floor by the piano player who played a chorus. She never felt attracted to any of her customers until Frederick walked into the saloon that day.
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      Frederick followed her across the saloon floor, by the bar, and up the stairs to her beautifully decorated room. He walked over to the washbowl, and the cool water felt good as he splashed it on his face.

      “My name is Emma, cowboy.”

      “I am Frederick McIntosh, ma’am.”

      Frederick sat in a chair as Emma danced. Emma twirled around, her dress swirling like a painted spinning top.

      “Do you want me, Frederick McIntosh?”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “How old are you, boy?”

      “Eighteen, ma’am.”

      “Stop calling me ma’am, I’m your age.”

      “Ok.”

      After the dance, they sat on the bed, and she found him to be an intriguing young man. Emma couldn’t understand what was happening. She felt confused, never having felt this way about any customers. She felt giddy and nervous, like electricity pulsating through her body, overwhelmingly stimulated for the first time. She thought she might even love him.

      “Times up, cowboy,” Ida said from outside the door.

      As Frederick walked to the door across the creaking wooden floor, Emma said, “Freddie.”

      Frederick turned around, and she flashed her butt at him.

      “Don’t say nothing. I ain’t supposed to show that for free.”

      On the ride home from Smithville to Brown, after a long silence between Slim and Frederick. Frederick finally broke the silence.

      “I am in love.”

      “In love, she is a damned ole whore.”

      “I still care for her.”

      “Well, I’ll be. Ain’t never heard of anyone loving a whore.”

      “I got to make ten extra dollars. I want to make love to her.”

      “Make love to her? You mean ball her.”

      “No make love, I love her, and she loves me.”

      “You are foolish.”

      “I aim to marry her,”

      Slim almost fell from his horse.

      “Marry her. A tramp, you will marry a whore?”

      “Nope. I am gonna marry a girl named Emma.”

      “You should go to the asylum.”

      “I may go crazy enough thinking about her, that is for sure.”

      Frederick asked his dad for more money. The first thing his dad asked him was why he needed more. Frederick couldn’t tell his father, so his father said no. Frederick lay in bed that evening, remembering that the sheriff offered him work. The following day Frederick rode to Smithville to see Sheriff Wallace about the job.

      “What about your daddy?”

      “He doesn’t know yet. I’ll tell him today. Your offer still good, and a place to live?”

      “Yep, the work comes with room and board, your very own little cabin.”

      Frederick rode to the saloon as fast as he could run, hoping to see Emma. He didn’t want a dance; he wanted to talk to her. They talked for two hours. Emma wanted out of the saloon. She knew she differed from the other girls. Emma was bright and had morals. She felt guilty for doing what she was doing, but somehow it all happened after her parents died, and she went to live with Ida Lee.

      That evening at dinner with his folks, Frederick drew a deep breath and said,

      “Dad, I picked up a job on the Wallace Ranch in Smithville. Sheriff Wallace doubled my pay and is furnishing room and board. I start the day after tomorrow.”

      Frederick’s father sat in silence, then said, “We all need to progress in this life. A man must move on sometime.”

      Frederick could tell his father spoke in support, but his tone lacked enthusiasm. Two days later, Frederick moved to Smithville. One afternoon Frederick’s father ran into Slim at the feed store. Slim let it slip why Frederick wanted to move to Smithville. At first, Fredericks's father didn’t believe Slim. He became angry, his pulse sped up, accusing Slim of spreading gossip. Slim told him to ride to Smithville and find out. The conversation got the best of Frederick’s father, so he went over to Smithville. He arrived at the saloon asking for the Madam, gave her twenty dollars, and said he wanted to see Emma. Ida Lee said Emma had a customer.

      “Is that customer Frederick McIntosh? He is my son. Where are they?”

      Ida Lee wouldn’t answer, so Mr. McIntosh stormed his way upstairs busting into every room until he found Emma’s. Frederick and Emma sat talking when the door flew open with a crash.

      “Dad! What are you doing?”

      “Slim was right; you are seeing a goddamn whore.”

      “Emma is not a slut; she differs from them.”

      “She don’t look none different, son.”

      “Is this just a visit for fun?”

      “No, I love and aim to marry her.”

      “Me and your mother raised you better than this. This woman is a damn floozy. Son, you are always welcome in my home, but she ain’t.”

      Mr. McIntosh walked out of the room. He could hear his father's footsteps going down the wooden stairs. Frederick watched him ride away in a dust cloud as Frederick looked out of Emma’s bedroom window.
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      Two weeks later Frederick McIntosh married Emma Colburn. After a few months, Frederick made ranch boss working for Sheriff Wallace, and Emma was pregnant, due that winter.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FOUR


          

        

      

    

    
      The coldest day of the decade was on January 21, 1910. Twenty below zero on the plains of Nebraska. The wind howled. Frederick did the best he could to keep the fire lit to warm the house. Emma went into labor three hours before the driving snow hit. This cold January evening when her water broke, they knew the time had come.

      Their son Cleo was born with all his fingers and toes and appeared to be a normal baby. The next morning Doc Sanders got out to Frederick’s house and gave them a healthy checkup. Two weeks passed when Frederick and Emma realized Cleo wasn’t a crier as most babies. They were glad he didn’t keep them up at night, but still, they wondered if something was wrong with Cleo as he wasn’t much of a sleeper either. He lay in his crib with an unfocused stare. The doctor told them all babies have their ways about them and not to worry. Frederick and Emma still thought something was different with their baby. A look in his eyes they didn’t see in other babies when they visited town on their weekly trips. Cleo showed no emotion, never laughing nor crying. When tickled, he lay there. Frederick and Emma loved their boy, accepting this difference from other kids.

      As Cleo grew, he walked, talked and appeared to have normal intelligence. He could pronounce words but spoke little. Sometimes days passed without him saying more than three or four words. He’d stare at the fire, hands folded in his little lap all night long on winter nights. In the summer, he’d sit on the porch immobile for hours. Emma often asked what he was thinking about, and he would say, “Nothing, mama.”

      Frederick often took him to the fields. Instead of petting the horses, Cleo would lie on the ground motionless, staring into the clouds.

      “What are you looking at, son, what goes on in your head?”

      “Nothing, daddy.”

      The ranch hands asked Frederick if Cleo was ok. Frederick always told them he was a good boy, just different. Frederick always wondered why Cleo never wanted to play or run. He sat and stared. Near the end of his fourth year, Frederick grew frustrated with their lack of bonding and quit trying. Frederick pressured Emma into having another son, which they did. His name was Albert. Frederick and Albert bonded well, and Albert had all attributes of an ordinary boy. They ignored Cleo even more. Emma kept busy tending to the newborn, having no time for Cleo. Cleo felt content. He didn’t talk much to his mother or father, and they didn’t speak much to him. They knew he liked to be alone, so they left him alone.
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      In 1920, Cleo was ten years of age and Albert five. It was an exciting time. Henry Ford opened the Ford Motor Company producing automobiles. Frederick had a good year on the farm, making a little extra money, so he purchased their first car. One evening as Frederick sat in his rocking chair by the fire, smoking his pipe, he read in the newspaper where Mr. Ford scheduled a speech in Omaha to promote his new automobile. He and Emma decided to take the boys to hear him speak.

      Frederick wanted to learn about the working parts of a car, so bought magazines about cars. He and Cleo read everything they could about the new contraptions. Frederick hoped that the Model T car would bring him and Cleo close as father and son. To his disappointment, it didn’t.

      Later that year, Emma birthed a little girl. Emma was busy and didn’t have considerable time for the boys. Cleo didn’t care. He was content with his car magazines to study. Cleo bought an issue every month they went into town. Albert tried playing with Cleo, but Cleo ignored him. By the time Cleo was fifteen, he had withdrawn from everyone.

      Cleo’s behavior grew stranger to where his parents, little brother, and sister left him alone. He became mean to his siblings by slapping them. He became belligerent and disrespectful towards all authority. In town, he’d get in trouble by breaking into stores or yelling at people, even hitting them or throwing rocks at them. He killed several horses on the Simpson ranch because Mr. Simpson banned him from his store.

      One afternoon Cleo lost total control, threatening the entire family.

      “I will kill all of you.”

      Cleo walloped Emma so hard it knocked her down. Frederick gathered her and the kids, and they went into town. Frederick returned to the homestead with Doc Sanders and the sheriff. The sheriff wrestled Cleo to the ground and took him away to the children’s home in Omaha.

      After Cleo left, the McIntosh household was healthy, happy, and comfortable. Frederick and Emma never realized the darkness in their house until Cleo left. They had not heard a word from him, nor the boys’ home. Frederick didn’t care. They hated to place Cleo there, but he was becoming violent.

      The staff forced Cleo to associate with other patients, which made him despise people even more. He hated playing sports, but that’s what boys did. Cleo loathed being outdoors, as he liked sitting and thinking. Sometimes Cleo thought of nothing. Hours passed and he wouldn’t realize it. Cleo couldn’t account for many hours each day, escaping somewhere else in his brain.

      At sixteen, he ran away from the boys’ home, getting a job in a store in Omaha. He saved up money and bought an old beat-up Ford truck. It wasn’t much, but he loved it. He thought of his family but never intended to see them again. Cleo had no feelings for anyone. He beat up everyone in his family and community, stole, and killed their animals. Cleo figured if he ever killed anyone, it wouldn’t bother him. Cleo discovered the numbness of whiskey drinking. He lost his job and car living on the streets of Omaha. When lonely, he found women, manipulated them, and preyed on them with no remorse. The control he felt and the force that surged through his body gave him more buzz than alcohol. He had nowhere to go, so he returned home. Emma was the only one who cared for him, wanting to give him another chance.

      Emma talked Frederick into letting Cleo come back home. Within days they were at each other’s throats, and Frederick beat Cleo to a pulp. Cleo lay in bed fuming one evening, raging in his head. His ears pounded, and a sudden sensation of strength engulfed his body, but he lay calm. The inside of his head was a confusing mess. All he could think about was hurting someone, even killing them. Cleo wanted to cause pain. Something was different in his head; something had happened he couldn’t figure. Killing horses and dogs weren’t good enough anymore. Hearing a knock on the window, he pulled back a curtain to find a man there saying his car broke down outside and he needed to get warm. Cleo let him enter. Walter was his name, and he said he could help Cleo do certain things if that’s what he wanted.

      “Like what,” Cleo asked.

      “Like kill and hurt people, you see it would be me in your head telling you what to do, you can blame it on me. I will always be your friend as long as you do what I say.”

      “What if I refuse?”

      “You will enjoy the deeds I will have you do, and if you don’t, I will kill you. I know what is best for you, Cleo.”

      Walter ordered Cleo to kill Frederick because he was the obstacle keeping him from his family. Cleo remembered Henry Ford speaking to the crowd in Omaha: “Folks, always make sure the lug nuts on the tires are tight, or a severe accident could occur.”
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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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