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      April 1, 22 AGC

      Jesus rotated the ladle, allowing the tomato soup to dribble into the homeless man’s bowl. “Peace be with you, brother.”

      The man shifted his shoulders absentmindedly, holding up the long line, and glared from the surface of the soup back up to the face of God’s only begotten son. “This smells like shit.”

      “Be nice to him,” Jessica McCloud snapped from beside her half-brother. “It’s his birthday.”

      The twitchy man turned unfocused eyes on her with a skepticism that, for a fleeting instant, caused her to doubt her own existence. “I ain’t no April fool.” He glared at Jesus. “But you look like one.”

      Jesus threw his head back, the harsh fluorescent lights above them illuminating his features. “It is true, my brother! I am quite the fool!”

      Not quite what the homeless man was expecting, and he gave one final involuntary shoulder jerk, took his tray, and left. Jesus turned to his sister. “See? Nothing so humbling as serving others.”

      She wouldn’t debate with him on that since it was, after all, his birthday. Had it not been, she wouldn’t have even been there, standing shoulder to shoulder with him, hairnet on, subjected to the bubbling vat of soup that did, indeed, smell more like something to come out of a human rather than something to put inside one. If it hadn’t been Jesus’s birthday, she would have stayed on the couch and continued in vain to brainstorm ways to turn her Father into her second Mother.

      “It’s your birthday?” the next person in line asked as Jessica handed her a small dinner roll.

      Jesus grinned. “It is.”

      “Not an April Fools’ joke?” the woman asked hesitantly. Her voice was both scratchy and mousy, and she was frighteningly thin from head to toe except for a soft ring of bulk around her middle. Jessica didn’t get the feeling she was a demon, though, despite the physical similarity to Randy McAllister in the Dallas Zoo so many years ago. In fact, she felt immensely sorry for the woman and couldn’t put her finger on why.

      Well, other than the homelessness.

      I should be homeless right now. I don’t deserve a home. I’ve done nothing to earn it.

      “Not a joke!” Jesus declared. “I was born on this day, give or take a few due to the switch from Julian to Gregorian, two thousand and⁠—”

      “Twenty-nine years ago,” Jessica cut in.

      “Ah yes. Twenty-nine years ago.”

      While the woman’s pinched brows indicated that she knew she’d missed out on something, she nodded, forced a grin, and wished the man she knew as Joshua a proper happy birthday.

      “I have to say,” he began once the line moved again, “it’s much better to celebrate in the spring. Nicer weather. And the fact that it is on the most joyous of modern holidays only makes it even more glorious!”

      She forced a smile, but she hated April Fools’ Day almost as much as she hated her own birthday. That had been true even before Jesus came around and claimed it as his birthday.

      “What day do you think my birthday will be celebrated on, centuries from now?” she asked.

      Jesus whipped his head around, his lips slightly parted, eyes wide. “Are you telling me that you’re finally thinking about your legacy through the ages?”

      “I don’t really have a choice, do I?” She grunted. “Don’t get all worked up about it. It was just a simple question.”

      Nodding thoughtfully, Jesus greeted the next in line with a preoccupied smile, then said, “Since there’s no longer a pagan threat to crush, I suppose your birthday will be celebrated on whatever day is very important to the religious practices of the people your followers eventually want to overpower.”

      She cringed. “Yeah, that’s about what I was thinking too. Anyway, I hope it’s in the fall. I like the fall.”

      “Pride before the fall …” Jesus muttered.

      Jessica leaned closer. “Say what?”

      “Huh? Oh, nothing. Just something Jeremy and I were discussing. Austin Pride Week. I asked him when it happened, and he said it was sometime at the end of summer. I haven’t been, but it sounds like fantastic fun!”

      She imagined Jesus riding a float in the Pride parade and had no trouble with it. Rainbow beads would be such a thrill for him. He would, no doubt, find the whole thing “joyous.”

      “If you go this year, let me know.” Her life may make little sense, but she wasn’t completely numb to joy.

      In fact, she would have preferred to be a little more numb. But instead, she was alert. Funny how having nowhere to be and no immediate goals other than not starving to death could awaken the senses.

      Her brain ran laps around the same scenery of anxieties day in and day out, but there was one particular thing she still couldn’t confront head on, one disastrous series of events, the consequences and complicated emotions of which stalked her every move. When would they strike? When would the events of last Thanksgiving be finished with her?

      The betrayal.

      The smiting.

      No, she wouldn’t think about that right now. She had hours and hours of time alone in her condo that she’d done nothing to deserve when she could let those fears catch up with her.

      “I’m glad you wanted to do this,” she said, trying desperately to sound like she meant it.

      Jesus met her eyes with his own watery ones, and she prayed—figuratively—that he wasn’t going to cry in the middle of the homeless soup kitchen. “I knew that if you just came with me, you would understand why I have been working so hard on my mission.”

      She looked around the room where four or five dozen homeless sat at cafeteria tables, eating their bread, soup, and chicken.

      Jessica had, of course, miracled each of the rolls ahead of time just in case any of the recipients needed that, but during her months off, she’d mastered the ability to minimize the size of her face on them to hardly more than a small burn mark. Not only was the skill handy for keeping a bunch of strangers from ogling her image, but it also served a practical purpose. Last she’d checked with Wendy, Dolores owned the rights to Jessica’s miracle brand. And neither of the lawyers Wendy was tirelessly dating had yet found a loophole to get those rights back.

      And yes, she felt guilty for Wendy’s long hours. She’d even gone so far as to say that she would help bear the burden of sleeping with lawyers if God would let that happen. But, of course, He wouldn’t.

      That was a shame. She could really use some action. Her dreams had been so bland lately. Without Chris and Jesus crashing them, all she had to look forward to was the occasional run-in with Moses, who usually looked surprised to see her and had nothing useful to offer insofar as guidance. The last time this had happened, she’d just turned a corner in the halls of Mooremont High, where she was running late for a test she’d forgotten to study for, when she collided with the guy. He was reading intently from a stone tablet, which she sent straight into his chest upon impact.

      “Why are you in my high school?” she’d asked.

      “Why are you in your high school?” he’d replied.

      “I’m dreaming.”

      Moses looked around, taking in the lockers and blur of students passing. “Ah. Yes. Yes, you are.”

      “Did you want to tell me something?” she prompted, hoping the test didn’t start without her.

      He looked down at his tablet then back up at her. “Nope. Just got caught up in my reading. Welp. Retirement calls.”

      And then he’d left. And only after she was already seated in her classroom with the gibberish test on the desk in front of her did the teacher start to take off his clothes and the sexy part of the dream began.

      She was shaken from her daydreaming by a gruff voice. “Don’t I get a roll?”

      “Huh?” She hadn’t noticed the newcomer in line.

      “You stupid?”

      “Huh?” she said, not helping her case.

      “I said, are you stupid? Give me my damn roll!”

      She tossed one at him like it had scalded her, and he grunted a few more obscenities about her and moved on down the line.

      “Blessed day to you!” Jesus said enthusiastically.

      Once the man was gone, Jessica waited patiently for Jesus to catch her eye so she could properly scowl at him.

      “What?” he said. “Are you unhappy?”

      “Did you not hear what he said?” All her sour emotions came flooding back. This was a mistake. She didn’t have to put herself though this just because it was Jesus’s birthday. He’d had plenty of those already. “I told you they weren’t pleasant.”

      “I never said they were especially pleasant, sister. But that doesn’t mean they’re unworthy of love. The way I see it, if you can love those who treat you poorly, you can love anyone.”

      “But why would I want to love people who treat me poorly? I loved Dolores and she turned out to be the Devil. That’s worked out great for me.” She grabbed one of the rolls and took a large bite from it. It was nearly rock solid from sitting out so long.

      “It would not kill you to show love for⁠—”

      “Don’t you say it.”

      “Fine. I’ll admit that it’s different when it’s Satan. But none of these people are Satan. They’re just people who are hurting.”

      Movement caught Jessica’s eyes, and she watched as one man got another in a headlock and the pair started thrashing around. “Hurting each other.”

      Jesus sighed. “You don’t have to understand yet. But someday you will.”

      She turned to him. “Didn’t one of them beat you up recently?”

      “Many of them all at once, yes. But it was due to my mistake.”

      “I thought you were perfect.”

      “You mean like you are?”

      Her mouth fell open. Had Jesus just sassed her?

      By the time their shift was done, she was more than ready to get the hell out of there. They had one more place to be, so she had to herd him out of the dining hall where he was blissfully surveying the homeless while they ate. They seemed to like him well enough. Or at least they tolerated him. Huh.

      As she loaded into the driver’s side of her car and shut the door, a waft of stank hit her. She gagged and rolled down the window. “I’ll never get this stink out of my nose. It’s like BO and old socks just screwed in a Dumpster.”

      Jesus casually adjusted the air vents to get more direct flow. “It is valuable to acknowledge it. And even more valuable to acknowledge that you can leave it behind.”

      She was all full up on his wisdom for the day. “Yeah, that’s what I’m doing. I’m saying it’ll be nice to not have to smell that.” She wished she could take a shower before they met up with the others, but there was no time. She hadn’t anticipated this part of his birthday plans. “You ready?”

      Jesus swallowed hard, grabbed the oh-shit handle above his window and used his other hand to brace on the dash before shutting his eyes in prayer. If she didn’t know any better, she’d say he was trying to cast demons out of her engine. But she did know better. Jesus still wasn’t used to motor vehicles.

      “It’s not a long drive,” she said.

      “Where are we going?”

      “You’ll see.”
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      Jessica had initially thought reserving one of the party rooms was overkill, but now that she realized how loud the music in the main gym of Sir Jumpsalot was, she was glad the manager had upsold her on it. It wasn’t her money anyway, because she didn’t have money. She just had benefactors, and every dollar she spent was an invisible layer of social debt added to the pile that no one would openly admit existed.

      “I should probably get out there,” said Jeremy Archer, squinting through the large window separating their fifteen-foot-by-fifteen-foot party room from the massive trampoline zone. He was the unofficial sponsor of this event, having insisted that his best friend and roommate deserved to properly celebrate on his real birthday.

      “Up to you,” said Destinee. “Looks like Jesus is havin’ plenty of fun without us.”

      Jessica followed Jeremy’s gaze through the observation window. Jesus, it appeared, had made a couple of new adolescent friends, and the three of them were seeing who could do the best backflip.

      It was a shame, really, that probably every parent who saw him would assume he was just your run-of-the-mill pedophile. Jessica hadn’t seen joy so pure in a very long time. Maybe not since her high school football days.

      “Yeah,” she agreed, “Maybe you should go out there.” What she didn’t say was that Jeremy’s presence would likely tip the assumption scales from pedophile to just overly friendly gay. Or maybe the parents would simply layer the assumptions, one of top of the other. “I’ll join y’all in a little bit,” she said. Maybe that would help.

      NOTHING WILL HELP.

      Ah, there you are. I was wondering if you’d miss your own son’s birthday.

      I HAVE NOT FORSAKEN HIM.

      Must be nice for him.

      YOU CONTINUE TO HOLD A GRUDGE.

      Yes, yes, I do.

      IF I HAD TOLD YOU WHO THE DEVIL WAS, YOU WOULD HAVE AVOIDED THE CONFRONTATION YOUR WHOLE LIFE.

      You’re not wrong. Gee, I wonder how a person can get through life without confronting the literal devil. Oh right, everyone does that. Everyone but me.

      AND YOUR BROTHER.

      She watched Jeremy approach the trampolines and slip off his shoes. It didn’t take long for him to climb on and start bouncing. Jesus’s eyes lit up and he guffawed with glee when he saw his best friend joining in.

      How did Jesus do it? God had hung him up to dry in the most horrifically literal sense, and Jesus could still manage to come to a trampoline park and act like he was the luckiest boy who ever lived.

      “So, I guess we gotta wait on this cake?” Rex asked from beside Destinee. Jessica turned her attention away from the mayhem and back to Destinee and Rex, the only two people left in the party room now. Some party.

      The cake was compliments of her mother, who’d baked and decorated it in Jesus’s favorite colors: all of them. Across it, it said, Happy 2018th birthday Joshua!! And below that was a shape that roughly resembled a unicorn’s head. When Jessica had first glimpsed the icing design, she would have believed it was a narwhal or a rhino just as easily as she would have believed unicorn. But Jesus had known right away, and he’d become teary-eyed and hugged Destinee tightly and bestowed so many blessings on her that it wasn’t long before she’d had to push him away. “It don’t feel right, you giving me all those tingles.” But then she’d leaned close again and murmured, “At least not in front of Rex.”

      “I think we need to wait until Jesus wears himself out, then we can cut the cake,” Jessica said in response to the inquiry.

      “Damn,” Rex said. “In that case, I’m gonna go buy another tub of those chili cheese fries.”

      Outside, an unexpected double-bounce caused Jesus to under-rotate in one of his frontward flips, and his top half hit the vinyl while his back half continued to rotate. Jessica and Destinee cringed in unison at the scorpion pose, but Jesus was quickly back on his feet and laughing as he shook his finger playfully at the ceiling.

      “You got a birthday coming up,” Destinee said.

      “Not for three months.”

      “Yeah, well, twenty-three is a big age.”

      “No, it’s not.”

      “It’s bigger than twenty-two.”

      “Not bigger, just older.” She glanced down at the cake again and swiped a finger of icing from a spot that no one would notice.

      “I just think you could use a little celebration. Pardon me, but as your mother, I kinda wanna celebrate the life of my child. And you ain’t been a barrel of sunshine and bluebonnets lately.”

      “I have work to do.”

      “And how’s that comin’?”

      Before Jessica could answer, Rex returned with his tub of food substitute.

      The first whiff hit Jessica’s senses, and she was transported back to the homeless kitchen and the vat of soup that smelled like diarrhea. The second whiff didn’t smell much less like that, but now she was craving the stuff despite it. She didn’t wait for Rex’s permission before she skimmed a soggy fry off the top.

      “I was just asking Jess how her work’s coming,” Destinee said, giving Rex a significant look. Had they discussed this beforehand?

      “Oh!” Rex sat up straighter. “Great. Yeah. I fully support working women. How’s it coming?”

      Outnumbered, Jessica ignored the freshly scalded spot on her tongue and said, “Not great. I don’t know how I’m supposed to change God into a woman when I don’t even know what it means to be a woman.”

      Rex nodded gravely. “Gender is a complex subject with a lot of historical baggage.”

      Destinee also nodded along, then suggested, “Can you, I dunno, give God a vag?”

      Jessica grimaced. “Don’t think I haven’t already considered that solution.”

      “It’s tricky,” Rex mused, “because womanhood is just a social construct. One can be any way one chooses and simply call oneself a woman, and suddenly that’s it. Poof! Woman.”

      Jessica treated herself to another one of Rex’s fries, considering it Gibberish Tax. “I just need the majority of Americans to start thinking of him as her, then, if he’s not full of infinite shit, that should restore peace to the United States.”

      Destinee shoveled some of the sludge into her mouth and took a quick sip of her Diet Dr. Pepper to counteract the scorching grease. Once she was able, she said, “He might be full of infinite shit, baby.”

      “I appreciate the support, Mom, but I’m hoping that’s not the case.”

      “If you just need the majority of the population,” Rex said, “then why don’t you figure out what the majority of the population associates with womanhood? Then you push that.”

      “That’s what I’m leaning toward, but … I don’t know how to get started.”

      Destinee sat up straighter. “Well, why don’t we get started now? You can start by polling us!”

      “Um, okay. What do you think makes a woman, Mom?”

      Destinee shut her eyes pensively and inhaled deeply, presumably summoning maternal wisdom from the divine source. “What it means to be a woman is to have tits and a hooha.”

      Before Jessica could respond, Rex was already on it. “You know I respect your opinion, D. But what about women who have had to have full mastectomies?”

      “Fine then. Just a vag.”

      “And what about transwomen? Many of them choose to live as a woman but maintain their male anatomy.”

      Rather than defend herself, Destinee merely squinted at her lover. “The hell you learn this?”

      He blinked. “ESPN.”

      Jessica jumped in. “What about you, Rex? What do you think makes a woman?”

      “Hmm …” He leaned back in his chair and intertwined his fingers, resting them on his large beer belly. “I’d say it was the embracing of goddess energy, the harnessing of the divine feminine, and the integration of …”

      “You learn that shit on ESPN, too?” Destinee snapped.

      Rex nodded.

      While Jessica wondered when sports shows had become so woke, she wasn’t able to ask the question before the party room door opened and the high-octane music from outside burst in like a thunderclap. Jesus was giddy and drenched in sweat as he led the way inside. Behind him followed Jeremy and two of the kids Jesus had been jumping with. “This is Clint and Garth. We’re friends now. I told them we had plenty of cake to go around.”

      The boys couldn’t be older than ten, and yet they were savvy enough to eye the unicorn cake with suspicion.

      “Why does it say you’re turning two thousand and eighteen?” asked the boy with shaggy blond hair half an inch over his eyes. He shook his head as a tic, but the sweaty hair stayed stuck on his forehead.

      “Because I am, Garth!”

      The boys didn’t ask any further questions, simply took their cake and wandered out.

      “Aren’t children wonderful?” Jesus said, grinning. He missed the fact that as soon as they were both outside the party room, the blond boy slapped the cake out of the other boy’s hands, laughed, and ran off.

      Destinee nodded absentmindedly then said, “What do you think makes a woman?”

      Jesus paused with his fork hovering between his plate and his mouth. “Uh … I have no idea.” His eyes darted to each of them. “I mean, I had very different experiences with women back in my old life. We, um, we thought different things. It was a different time.”

      Destinee waved him down. “Don’t worry, we know what you’re talking about. But we’re clean now, right, baby?”

      Jessica nodded. “I’m menstruating at this very moment, and God wouldn’t mind if I touched you.”

      Jesus nodded cautiously. “If you say so, sister.”

      Then, before Jessica could stop her, Destinee turned to Jeremy Archer. “What about you? What do you think makes a woman?”

      “Heightened levels of fluoride in an area’s water supply.”

      “The fuck?” Destinee ignored her daughter waving at her to not inquire further, but it was too late.

      Jessica sighed, cut herself a piece of cake. “Happy birthday, bro.”

      And as Jeremy continued on about fluoride, Jesus grinned, rainbow icing already staining his lips. “Thanks, sis.”
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      Jessica scratched the square-jawed mutt behind the ears one last time before slipping out of his kennel and latching the gate. This was always the worst part of volunteering, having to leave. At least, this was the worst part about volunteering at an animal shelter. When it came to other types of volunteer work, leaving was usually the best part.

      She shuddered, thinking about the vast array of used condoms she’d picked up on the side of the highway the last time she’d naively volunteered for a roadside clean-up.

      It had been Wendy’s suggestion, the whole community service thing. Until Jessica was officially off the hook for the smiting outside her former bakery, which continued to baffle both law enforcement and the legal system alike, working on her public persona was a must.

      Especially since she couldn’t work a real job, or rather, was unsure where she should work and where her life was going, and so on. Spending her time volunteering not only helped make the case that she was an upstanding citizen, but it was also a good way to keep her from growing neurotic and prowling circles around her condo like a caged animal.

      She hung the shelter leash on one of the hooks leading out from the kennels and went to sign out at the front desk. She would have stayed longer if she could, but they were about to close, and she had a check-in with Cash Monet in half an hour.

      Sherri, a lovely woman with large bosoms she seemed more than happy to hide underneath leopard-print scrubs, nodded and smiled at Jessica from behind the front desk. “Everything good?”

      “Of course. Are you sure you have enough volunteers for tomorrow?”

      Sherri smiled. “All full up for the next two weeks.”

      Damn. She’d have to go do something no one in Austin wanted to help with, like something human-related. Would it be the government run retirement home, or feeding the homeless again?

      She shivered at the prospect of either. The last time she’s visited the nursing home, she’d had to press the emergency button for an orderly to rush in after an elderly lady, who she strongly suspected was a demon, cornered her while shouting “Get behind me, Satan!” No matter how much Jessica whispered to her that she was not in fact Satan, but she knew who was, the woman continued wielding a Precious Moments figurine over her head, ready to bring it down upon Jessica with all the force of righteous indignation.

      The pen in Jessica’s hand froze, hovering an inch above where she’d just written her sign-out time. An idea had occurred to her. She went for it before she chickened out. “Hey, Sherri, I know this will sound weird, but what do you think makes a woman?”

      To Sherri’s credit, her smile didn’t falter. “Hmm … I guess it’s the ability to have babies.”

      Wow. That was so simple. It was completely wrong, of course; however, Jessica couldn’t help but admire someone who was able to see things so clearly.

      “What about women who can’t have children?”

      “Oh, I don’t know about that.” Sherri slid the clipboard back toward her. “I think any woman can have a kid if she just tries hard enough and really wants it.”

      Jessica waited silently for the woman to laugh at her own perverse joke. But there was no laughter. “Oh. You … you really mean that.”

      “Yuh-huh,” she said brightly.

      “What about after a woman is too old to have children?”

      Sherri shrugged. “I just read about a woman who was in her seventies and had her first child. I don’t think women are ever too old for it.”

      “That doesn’t …” Her stomach slowly dropped lower in her torso as it dawned on her that Sherri was no longer someone she could like. “What about women with hysterectomies? They can’t have kids anymore. But they’re still women.”

      “I wouldn’t agree with that. They’ve given up their claim to it, haven’t they?”

      “… No. No, I don’t think it works that way.” But already, the conviction in Sherri’s words was starting to make her wonder.

      “The Bible says so.”

      Jessica paused, felt around in her head … Yep, there He was.

      IT DOES NOT SAY THAT.

      “Okay,” Jessica said, wondering if there were a way for her to forget this whole conversation. “I’ll see you next time.”

      Minutes later, once Jessica was safely in the comfort of her own vehicle, she exhaled. “Is that it? Is it just babies?”

      YOU HAVE NOT ASKED MANY PEOPLE THIS QUESTION YET, HAVE YOU, DAUGHTER?

      Not yet.

      THEN KEEP ASKING AND YOU SHALL RECEIVE.

      Receive what?

      YOU’LL SEE.

      By the time she made it to the coffee shop where she and Cash held their monthly meetings, the shock of Sherri’s response had taken a back seat to Jessica’s agony over leaving all the dogs behind in their cages. She’d been well into her daydream about freeing them all with a miraculous wave of her hand and having them follow her into the wilderness where they would enjoy simple yet fulfilling lives as a pack, when she’d found herself turning into the small shopping center.

      Cash already had Jessica’s triple espresso waiting for her when she entered.

      “You smell like you rolled in something,” Cash said, crinkling their nose.

      “What makes a woman?”

      The white-haired pixie arched one transparent eyebrow at her and their lips parted. “Is this, like, a neurological thing? Did you have a stroke? You can tell me if you did. I’ve found a way to spin worse.”

      “No. I have to figure out how to make God a woman.”

      Cash’s eyebrow remained arched, but they apparently decided to play along despite concern. “And you think the sole genderless person in your life will have the answers you seek?”

      Jessica sighed and leaned forward, “Yeah, and about that… Why can’t I just make God genderless? That seems like the better solution.”

      Cash chuckled, and their eyebrow finally lowered. “If we’d never met, and you were just seeing me for the first time, what gender would you guess?”

      “Male.”

      “There’s your answer.”

      “Huh? Am I wrong? Is female the right answer?”

      “No. There’s no right answer. My gender is nothing. But even knowing that, you think that there are only two options. Sure, imagining God as a woman is going to be tough for a lot of people, but there are plenty of models for it throughout history. Hell, there’s even a word for it: goddess. But you’re crossing into uncharted territory when you ask people to make God genderless. And let me just tell you, it ain’t gonna happen. I’m standing in front of you right now telling you I’m genderless, and you’re still trying to figure out if I’m a man or a woman.”

      “Am not.”

      She was.

      “So, to answer your original question, I couldn’t give a crap less what it means to be a woman.”

      As unfulfilling as the response was, at least it wasn’t outright crazy.

      She sighed. “What are we meeting about again?”

      Cash steepled their fingers underneath their chin and chewed on their bottom lip in nervous anticipation. Once the drama of the moment had crested, they said, “Great news, Jess. Your Twitter analytics make it clear that the time is ripe for you to take the next step. The groundwork has been laid, and the world is ready to hear it straight from you.”

      “Hear what straight from me?”

      “That God is a woman.”

      Jessica shut her eyes and wished she was anywhere else. It was an emergent theme in her life, always wishing she were anywhere else but where she was. “I don’t even know what that means, though.”

      Cash scoffed. “Since when does anyone understand what they’re talking about before they say it? Come on, Jessica, get with the times. Knowledge and expertise are dead. Long live the attention economy. Now, I’ve spoken with Wendy, and I have a campaign of memes that I think will set up this announcement so it’s well received …”

      Are you there?

      WHERE?

      Don’t do this right now.

      FINE. WHAT DO YOU NEED?

      I can’t do this. I can’t talk about something I don’t understand.

      THEN MAYBE YOU SHOULDN’T TALK AT ALL.

      Will you be this cruel when you’re a woman?

      ONLY ONE WAY TO FIND OUT.

      She sighed, tuned back into the physical world, and tried to follow along as Cash ran through the list of top captions they would use alongside a recent paparazzi photo of her eating a donut on a bench.

      God had a point. She didn’t understand much about anything.
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      It was a beautifully sunny day at the tail end of April, clear skies, not yet so hot that the green grass of the park was flecked with brown despite the city’s best watering efforts. Jessica couldn’t have asked for better weather, really. Or a better turnout. Of course, almost none of them were here for her, but she would do her best to hijack their attention for a brief time anyway.

      She wasn’t sure if it was the familiarity or the newness of this situation that made her more nervous. When was the last time she’d held a press conference? High school?

      But she’d never participated in one quite like this, so relaxed, unofficial, and with so many off-leash dogs running around.

      Wendy Peterman straightened Jessica’s collar in the shade of a large oak. “You remember all the talking points?”

      “Yes, I remember all the talking points.”

      “Stick to them. As if your life depends on it. Do not screw this up.”

      Because the publicist was usually intense and tightly wound, Jessica had always found it tricky to gauge when she was especially stressed. But little snips like that were warning flares. This needed to go well, that much was obvious.

      “Don’t worry, I’ll stick to the points.”

      Wendy stepped back and took her in from head to toe. “Good. Now, are you ready to smile and wave to the crowd?”

      “There’s a crowd?” The small podium was at the top of a hill, out of sight of where Jessica had spent the last half hour preparing herself in the shade of the oak. When she’d last checked, there hadn’t been a crowd so much as a few dozen of uninterested millennials on their lunch break letting their dogs get a good off-leash romp.

      “The news started arriving about twenty minutes ago.”

      “Maria and Gabrielle?”

      “Yep, they’re among them.”

      Jessica let the air whoosh out of her lungs. At least she had allies here. She knew all too well how wrong local stations could get a story like this—or like anything—and that was when they weren’t intentionally twisting it.

      She rolled her shoulders back and climbed the hill.

      Wendy had insisted that they host the junket somewhere with a beneficial backdrop. Since Jessica no longer owned It is Risen, that parking lot was out. Which pretty much left public parks.

      One stood out among the rest, precisely for this hill and the backdrop of the downtown Austin skyline, which the publicist insisted would trigger a sense of Austin pride in anyone watching. That, she said, would remind them that Jessica was theirs, and as such, they would listen to what she had to say.

      Or so the theory went.

      As Jessica reached the podium, a slobbery Great Dane galloped over, making straight for her.

      She tried not to panic, but what was she supposed to do? Wendy had just spent the last thirty minutes making sure Jessica was dressed sharply, rolling her black slacks with a lint roller (“Do you live with thirty cats?” she’d asked testily), and making sure Jessica’s boring, lifeless hair had enough body without “looking like you’ve just gotten lucky in the back seat of a Ferrari,” which was obviously a reference to a specific event in Wendy’s own mysterious life.

      If Jessica pet the dog and the dangling thread of slobber wobbling from the corner of its jowls transferred to Jessica’s clothing, Wendy would lose it.

      But on the other hand⁠—

      THOU SHALT PET THE DOG.

      She had never received a better command from her Father.

      She turned toward the Great Dane to face it full-on, and gave it a huge two-handed head pet, flopping its ears around. Not only did the act of petting a dog make her feel exponentially calmer, but she heard a few people in the gathering crowd of curious passersby fawn over the interaction. And when she straightened up again and the dog ran off, she realized that, yes, there had been a transfer of drool onto one of her forearms.  She cringed and wiped it onto her pants leg, and the onlookers chuckled.

      Thanks. That was a good idea. I think it won me some favor.

      THE COMMAND WAS NOT GIVEN FOR STRATEGIC PURPOSES. HE WAS MERELY THE GOODEST OF BOYS AND DESERVED A PET.

      Well, thanks anyway.

      She smiled out at the cameras and found Maria Flores smiling back at her. She couldn’t see Gabrielle’s face behind her camera, but knowing she was there was enough.

      The gathering dog owners watched now with a bored skepticism she rather appreciated. At least it wasn’t contempt!

      “Welcome. Thanks to everyone who made it out today. I know we didn’t give you a lot of information regarding the nature of this event, so I appreciate your curiosity and willingness to take the time to come out.” First talking point down. Maybe she could nail this. “For those of you watching at home, who are wondering what this random white girl is doing on TV”—Wendy had written that line for her, and while Jessica had questioned if she needed to bring race into it, the publicist insisted it would loosen up the crowd—“my name is Jessica McCloud. I used to run It is Risen bakery, a locally owned establishment. I’m a former Texas State Bobcat, a native Texan, and, most importantly—” She paused, remembering the words she was supposed to say, that Wendy had pounded into her. But she couldn’t say them. Why couldn’t she say them? They were true.

      She modified it.

      “—Most importantly, I’ve been sent by God to relay a message.” There. It expressed the same thing as “I’m the daughter of God” anyway.

      “Over the next months and years, my mission is to make it undeniably clear to you and the rest of this country that God as we know him is, in fact, a her.” She paused for effect. “That is correct. I’ve been put on this earth with a message, and that message is that God is a woman.”

      A fluffy labradoodle ran up to Jessica at that point, but she was too preoccupied with the startled expressions reflecting back at her to notice. Her survival instincts wouldn’t allow her to look away from the mass of people who had been on her side only moments before but now appeared ready for a good old-fashioned lynch mob.

      Then a male voice rose up from the dog owners, shouting, “Fuck yeah! Lady God!” And Jessica was almost knocked a step back by it. Then the supportive man ran forward, hand raised, and Jessica stepped around the podium for the much-needed high-five.

      She was officially off script, and it felt … right.

      She snuck a glance at Wendy to get a handle on how things were going. The ferocious woman stood straight as a board—that was nothing new—her arms by her side, palms resting on the fabric of her A-line skirt. And she was grinning.

      And just like that, it was official. Jessica’s ultimate gambit had begun.
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      Jessica climbed the stairs of her building, heading for the condo Jameson Fractal still technically owned and stuffing her face with a meatball sub that Chris Riley’s NFL contract had paid for. She was officially the moochsiah, but the sandwich was so delicious and her day had been so crappy that the self-criticism bounced right off her.

      The last four months since her initial announcement at the park had flown by, hardly more than a blur of volunteering and small public appearances at local events. And though the city’s reception of her had warmed enough that she’d graduated from “worrisome religious radical” to “quirky but delusional local celebrity” and might become “revered cultural icon” before long, this morning’s highway cleanup under the brutal late-August sun was enough to blind her to all the positive progress she’d made, leaving her with a sour mood and the meatball sub.

      As she dug a hand into her purse, searching for her keys, the door across the hall opened, and Jesus stuck his head out. “Sister! How was your day? Joyous, I hope?”

      She used her tongue to cram meatball into her cheek, then said, “Something like that, but much worse.”

      He frowned. “Oh, but you were having such a good week! Jeremy said footage of you at the Pride Parade has gone viral!”

      That much was true, and the various clips of her dancing on a rainbow unicorn float next to a man who, unbeknownst to the crowd, was Jesus Christ in a flower crown, had been well-received and, according to Cash, gained her over twenty-thousand followers on Twitter, and fifteen thousand on Instagram, many of whom weren’t bots.

      “Right, but that was four days ago,” she said. “I just spent the last three hours picking up used condoms and sun-dried squirrel jerky from the side of Highway 71 with a ragtag band of criminal misfits.”

      Jesus nodded his understanding. “The animal shelter was booked.”

      “You got it.”

      Her phone vibrated in her back pocket, and she slipped it out and looked down at the screen. “Um, I gotta go.”

      “Blessings, sister!”

      She juggled the phone as she finally located her keys and hurried inside. She caught the call just before it went to voicemail.

      “Hey, Chris.” She was out of breath. Out of breath from climbing a dozen stairs, eating a meatball sub, and hurrying a few steps inside. But she pushed aside thoughts of getting back into shape to focus on the conversation.

      “Jess! How’s it going?”

      He sure was chipper and friendly, considering they hadn’t spoken, outside of a few emotionless texts about the logistics of getting money into her bank account, in months.

      “Great. It’s going great.”

      “Yeah, I figured it would be. I just saw the video of you and Jesus at the Pride Parade. You know it’s gone viral?”

      “Yeah, Jesus just told me.”

      “Hey, listen. There’s something I want to tell you about. I was keeping it a surprise, but it goes live today.”

      The phrase, “it goes live today” sent chills down her spine without her quite understanding why.

      “O-kay … what is it?”

      “As you know, the regular season starts this Sunday.” She didn’t know that, but she let him go on. “So, I’ve been working with the NFL on a project over the pre-season. There are a lot of eyes on me going into my sophomore year in the league. Outside of the injury at the end of last season, I was doing pretty well, and there’s this thing where players who have a great rookie season tend to flop in their second season, so everyone’s wondering if I’ll do that.”

      She was having a difficult time following where this was going. “Oh. Um, are you?”

      “Ha. I sure as shit hope not. But the point is that people are watching me closely, and I figure I might as well use that to my advantage. So, I’ve been working on this initiative.”

      She squeezed her eyes shut. “Initiative? For what?”

      “Women.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, Wendy gave me a rundown of your strategy for this lady God thing⁠—”

      “You’ve been keeping in touch with Wendy?”

      “Of course.”

      “Does she know about this initiative?”

      “Eh … Not exactly. The commercial will be a surprise for her.”

      Jessica flopped down onto her couch. “Commercial?”

      “Yeah. A commercial for women.”

      She inhaled slowly through her nose and laid her head back on the arm rest. “A commercial for women,” she echoed.

      “Yep.”

      “I mean … are you selling us? What exactly⁠—”

      “No, it’s like a pro-women commercial. If you want people to believe God is a woman, it stands to reason that you would need people to like women first.”

      Oh, Chris, what have you done? “Okay. Tell me more.”

      “I could, but I’d rather show you. Hold on one sec, and I’ll send you a link to it.”

      While he tinkered with his phone on the other line, she closed her eyes and tried to imagine the many ways this would bite her in the ass. What did pro football have to say about God being a woman? What sort of influence did it hold over the masses? She honestly didn’t know, although, now that the sports networks were apparently woke, maybe there was something to this. Maybe Chris’s initiative could make a huge difference. Or maybe …

      “There, just sent it.”

      “Okay.” She pulled the phone away from her ear and saw the new text notification. “I’ll watch it once we’re off the phone.”

      “Great. Then I’ll talk to you later.” And before she could say a proper goodbye, he disconnected the call.

      She stared down at her screen for a second, then opened the text and clicked the link.

      The video popped up and started playing automatically.

      But after a few seconds, she paused it, pulled up her text messages again, and went to the ongoing conversation with Wendy and Cash.

      “We have a problem.”
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      Jessica tossed out the empty microwave meal container and chucked her dirty fork into the sink. It was five till seven, and she settled onto her couch to prepare for her video chat with Wendy and Cash. It had been a long afternoon of panic as she played through the various scenarios where the airing of this commercial ended her attempt to make God a woman before it ever took off.

      She’d watched it dozens of times since Chris had called that afternoon, and yet, she still couldn’t articulate precisely why it was such a horror show.

      Was it the corny script?

      Was it the execution of the corny script by a rotating cast of semi-literate professional football players staring directly into the camera?

      Was it the strangeness of watching men whose notoriety was derived from smashing each other to bits talking about the importance of respecting women?

      Or was it all of the above?

      ALL OF THE ABOVE.

      She opened her laptop.

      What was he thinking?

      IT WAS NOT HIS DOING. HE STARTED SOMETHING HE COULDN’T CONTROL.

      Why would any organization sign off on this?

      BECAUSE THERE IS A PROFIT IN IT FOR THEM.

      How?

      THAT IS NOT YET CLEAR TO THE LORD.

      You don’t understand it, but they do?

      THE LORD IS NOT A PROFITEER.

      Tell that to Jimmy Dean.

      I HAVE. HE DOES NOT LISTEN.

      The cutesy beeping of an incoming call pulled her attention to the physical world, and she answered the chat. Wendy’s face appeared. A moment later, there was Cash.

      “Can’t I go a week without being dragged to a deeper circle of cyber hell?” Cash demanded in lieu of a greeting.

      “I guess you watched the commercial already?”

      They nodded.

      “The question is,” Wendy began, “how can we keep this thing from ever airing on TV?”

      Jessica cringed. “I believe it’s too late for that.”

      Wendy’s face tightened. “Okay, then we’re screwed.”

      “It’s not that bad, is it?” Jessica asked, stupidly.

      “Of course not,” Cash replied. “I think the line, ‘You’d better respect women, or else,’ really gets the job done.”

      Wendy piled on with, “And the series of hypothetical questions was great. While I enjoyed ‘Remember, that woman you’re disrespecting could be somebody’s daughter,’ I was blown away by the moment when Chris appeared on screen to add, ‘or even God’s daughter.’ “

      “Yeah,” Cash said. “And the little wink he did was just icing on the urinal cake.”

      Was the urinal cake reference further proof Cash was born a man?

      Stop! Focus! It doesn’t matter anyway!

      It was about time someone came to Chris’s defense. “He meant well. I’m sure he thought this would help.”

      Wendy sighed. “I know. It’s my fault for filling him in and not being completely clear that he wasn’t to do this specific kind of thing. I have a feeling he wasn’t in charge of the script anyway.”

      “I had that feeling too,” Jessica said. “I can’t imagine him agreeing to the line, ‘Sexy ain’t their fault’ or ‘Women are people, too.’” But the fact of the matter was that he had watched the finished product, probably multiple times, and had still called her, excited to share it. On some level, Chris had condoned this train wreck of pseudo-feminism.

      Wendy bowed her head solemnly, and Cash was clearly already typing away on their keyboard, drafting damage control tweets.

      “You know you’re going to be dragged into this, right?” Wendy said.

      “Yeah, I figured.”

      “The memes are going to be relentless for a while.”

      “I can imagine. What I don’t get, though, is why it’s so bad. I mean, it is. I can tell that with one watch. But it’s not like they said anything untrue. Women are people. Being sexy isn’t a woman’s fault. And we’re all someone’s daughter. So why does it rub me the wrong way?”

      Wendy didn’t mince words. “Because it’s fucking stupid, Jessica. Because all the things they say are obvious—anyone with half a brain doesn’t need to be told them—and there’s nothing more irksome than people shouting painfully obvious things from a pedestal with the hope that it’ll make them appear heroes for the little guy.”

      “But there are some men out there who need to hear it, who don’t treat women like we’re people.”

      “They still know it, though. This doesn’t address the root causes of disrespect. There are people in this world who believe their job is to punish women who don’t act the way they want, and that’s the long and short of it. But we don’t need those people on our side and, frankly, we don’t want them. They are the power-starved idiots who ruin social movements. We don’t need everyone in our camp. We just need the majority.”

      “Right, right,” Jessica said, remembering their original game plan. “And the majority of Americans are women.”

      “Not by much, but yes. We just need to get most of the women, a portion of sympathetic men, and a bunch of children. Those are our most likely voters.”

      “Most likely voters for turning God into a woman,” Jessica echoed, hoping to point out the insanity of the topic.

      But Wendy missed it. “Exactly.”

      “So, what are we going to do?” Jessica asked. “How do we⁠—”

      Cash interrupted. “I’m already on it. I’m making crossover memes of your first press conference and the NFL commercial as we speak. I’ll inoculate social media by injecting it with the virus. It’ll flare up for a couple days, then it’ll move on.”

      Wendy smiled proudly, but Jessica snapped, “You’re creating the memes? You’re making fun of me?”

      “Yeah, but not as much as other people would. And I’m posting them from your account, so it’ll look like you’re making them and joking about it.”

      “And that works how?”

      “It shows you have a sense of humor. Or at least your persona does, and thankfully that’s all that matters. It’s not as fun to make fun of someone who is already making fun of themself. Jesus Christ, Jess, how did you even make it through high school without learning this stuff?”

      “I suffered for four years straight,” she said, honestly. “Fine, I trust you, Cash.”

      “Your trust is irrelevant. But thanks. Oh, and do me a favor?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Send Chris a text and give him a heads up that I will be invoicing the everliving testosterone out of his rich ass for all this Photoshop.”

      She ended the call feeling like she could be hopeful. Cash had it under control, after all.

      But could she dare to hope? Could she ever expect the average American to understand the difference between the toxic drivel of this commercial and the message she needed to spread about divine femininity … especially when she didn’t yet understand the difference herself?
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      On more than one occasion, Jessica might have been spared a lot of trouble if only she’d been able to see auras. But that skill was not on her heavenly resume. However, she didn’t need the ability to know she was presently surrounded by angels. Sir Pawsington paused on their walk along the narrow strip of dirt behind the shelter to whip his head around and nibble at the place his balls used to be, and she let him. It was probably quite satisfying to gnaw at that particular phantom body part. Also, he had a long day ahead of him locked in his kennel.

      As they continued, Sir Pawsington seemed content to simply stare up at her and follow wherever she went, and she reminded herself that she was not in any place to get a dog. Nope, nope, nope.

      Thankfully, Austin had a strict no-kill policy, which meant, of course, that they only killed a few, and only the especially mean or sick ones at that. At least that was what they told the public.

      As she slipped Sir Pawsington a training treat and put him in his kennel, a familiar voice called out, “There you are.”

      She turned and couldn’t quite make sense of who she was looking at. Did he even like dogs? She couldn’t remember ever seeing him around one. Why was he here?

      “Why are you here?”

      Quentin Jones tilted his head back and arched an eyebrow at her. “That’s how you say hello now?”

      “Hello. Why are you here?”

      They hadn’t spoken since he’d left her sorry ass on the football field months ago, after she’d sulked too much and, perhaps, said a few things that crossed the line.

      “I finished a project early and thought it was high time we talked.”

      She sighed. “If you want to tear me a new one, I get it. But can you just tweet it at me or send me an email like everyone else? Just don’t do it in front of the dogs.”

      “I’m not on Twitter,” he said flatly. “Let’s just grab another dog and get a walk in. I’m getting a little pudgy around the middle with all this office work.”

      “You couldn’t be pudgy around the middle if you ate an entire human who was pudgy around the middle.” She motioned to the kennels. “Any preferences?”

      He scanned the canine selection. “How do you even choose?”

      “I usually just go down the line, start where I left off last time.”

      “Okay, so that one?” He pointed to a short-haired tan thing with a jaw like a cinderblock, sleeping on a ratty blanket at the back of its kennel.

      “No can do. It’s got a red dot. That means it could be dangerous and we’re not allowed to take it out.”

      Quentin scanned slowly, scoping out their surroundings, then he turned to her. “Looks friendly enough, and who’s gonna stop us? You think God is going to let His daughter get attacked by a pit bull?”

      She shrugged. “Her daughter. And, yeah, I could see that happening. But let’s give it a shot. You keep watch.”

      Getting the leash on the dog was anticlimactic, and the good girl wagged her tail and came with them gladly.

      They walked the perimeter, and Quentin said, “About the last time we talked …”

      “You were completely right. I was being a sorry sack of crap and I crossed a line.”

      “I’m not gonna argue that. But what I wanted to say is that I see you taking action. Finally. So I’m back.”

      A part of her wanted to get mad at him, call him a fair-weather friend, but that wasn’t exactly what he was. He’d just gotten tired of her crap. Hell, everyone but Jesus had reached that point during those months.

      “Good. I’m glad you’re back. You’re the sanest person I know, and things are getting progressively insaner by the day.”

      The dog sniffed his shoes intently, then licked him on the ankle. He squatted down to get on eye level, and then, as if addressing the dog, he said, “I’m sorry I stayed away so long. I should have come sooner.”

      “Nah, it’s fine.” She paused. “Have you seen that NFL commercial with Chris?”

      He got to his feet in a hurry. “Okay, I didn’t want to be the first to bring it up, but what in your Father’s name was that messy shit?”

      “It’s my Mother’s name now, or at least publicly, and I have no clue.”

      Quentin sighed. “Chris sure does try hard, doesn’t he?”

      “He does.”

      “You spoken with him lately?”

      “Only when he called to tell me about the commercial. The time before that was just about money. Indulgence.” It was the first time she’d spoken it aloud, how she really viewed the money Chris transferred to her each month. She remembered learning about the concept in high school history and had always thought it was a strange thing. Why would anyone fall for that? Paying money to curry favor with God?

      And yet here she was, taking Chris’s monthly tribute so that he could continue his separate life without feeling guilty for having abandoned his angelic duties to her.

      “Did you just say ‘penance’?” Quentin squinted skeptically at her.

      “Yeah. Why not? That’s what it is, isn’t it?”

      “Damn, Jess, you really are thick sometimes.”

      “Isn’t that a good thing? Don’t black guys like thick women?”

      He shut his eyes and groaned. “Not that kind of thick.”

      They continued on until No Name 32 paused to defecate. Once the crap was bagged, Jessica decided to risk it. “You once said you weren’t thrilled that I was white, what did you mean by that?”

      “Ah, yeah.” He stared off at the trees behind the facility, nodding slightly. “I remember that. I probably shouldn’t have brought it up.”

      “But you did. What did you mean by it?”

      “I meant what I said. Sometimes it feels like my whole life has been spent answering to and learning to navigate whiteness, and then I come to find I’m an angel and my job is to serve a white messiah? I mean, damn. I know you won’t want to hear this, but my people have been serving the white messiah for a long-ass time. Way before you and I were born.”

      “I’m sorry,” was out of her mouth before she could stop it, followed closely by, “if I could change being white, I would.”

      “Then you’re even dumber than I thought. Jess, you have to be white. It’s just the way it is. And if I couldn’t accept that, I wouldn’t be here. You wishing you weren’t white doesn’t help anyone. You gotta accept it before you can make use of it.”

      “But I don’t want to make use of it. I mean, isn’t it bad to make use of it? If being born this way gives me a leg up, I shouldn’t go around taking advantage of it, should I?”

      “Are we still talking about race, or the fact that you’re God’s daughter?”

      She tossed the bagged shit in the receptacle as they passed. “I don’t know.”

      “Look, I know this

      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Chapter 50
      


      		
        Chapter 51
      


      		
        Chapter 52
      


      		
        Chapter 53
      


      		
        Chapter 54
      


      		
        Chapter 55
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        The Alice Luck Space Adventures
      


      		
        Thank you!
      


      		
        About H. Claire Taylor
      


      		
        Books by H. Claire Taylor
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About H. Claire Taylor


      		Books by H. Claire Taylor


    


  



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.
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