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Broken Jaw, Texas 1869

Oscar Rudolph Fleming stepped off the train into another world. At least it seemed like another world to him. It was nothing like the world which he was born into. 

Oscar was from New York City and this was indeed a strange new sight for him. He had picked this town because of the name Broken Jaw, Texas. 

Oscar Rudolph Fleming was a dentist. It had seemed appropriate at the time he chose it. He stood on the wooden platform holding in his hand a black satchel and a large haversack at his side. In the satchel were the tools of his new profession. After overcoming many years of hardship and study, Oscar was finally doing what he had dreamed about his entire life, which was exactly twenty-five years, two months, four days, forty-six minutes and four seconds.

After three long years of study, Oscar was a proud newly graduated Dentist from the Chapel Hill School of Dentistry in New York City. He was a small man, weighing in at one hundred forty-three pounds, standing five feet two inches tall.

His carrot colored hair was full and bushy under his new black bowler causing his head to look larger than it was. His ruddy complexion was flushed even redder from the unbearable heat. He was having a hard time breathing because of the humidity which was much different than his home town of New York city.

His emerald green eyes flashed with excitement as he looked both directions and saw the people rushing to and fro. 

No. Oscar didn't see people. Oscar Fleming, the Dentist, saw customers. He saw mouths, mouths with teeth. And teeth were what was going to make him a wealthy man. 
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