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      It seemed like a perfectly normal day at Burger Town until people started getting killed. None of the seven employees working had even the slightest idea something was askew until it was too late.

      Mark, the skinny-as-a-toothpick mustachioed 46-year-old manager with slicked-back black hair, was in full emperor mode, bossing everyone around. But no one paid him any mind, because they thought he was a joke. Whenever Mark would ask Terrence, the pimple-faced teen cook with the mullet, to do anything, Terrence would raise his arm in mock Nazi salute and say, “Heil Asshole!” This had been happening for weeks now, and Mark had been too afraid to do anything about it. Mark was all bark and no bite. He was about as tough as a freshly-trimmed pink poodle, despite his overwhelming desire to be a rottweiler. The workers knew they could say or do anything to Mark, and he wouldn't do anything except cry in his Subaru out in the parking lot once the shift had ended.

      Carli and Tyresha were working frontline today. Carli, the 20-year-old bitchy blonde princess, was nursing a hangover and was complaining nonstop about having to work on Sunday. This was nothing new. As every worker at Burger Town knew, bitching and whining was Carli's modus operandi. Tyresha, the 22-year-old tough, dark-skinned black girl was putting up with Carli's bullshit, per usual, but today was different. Today, more than ever before, Tyresha wanted to knock the blonde bitch into the next week.

      Then there was Alonzo, the way-too-old-to-be-working-at-Burger Town creepy fry cook. He was doing what he did every other day, which was acting creepy and leering at female coworkers. Alonzo routinely made inappropriate comments, and had been reprimanded twice for texting dick pics to coworkers. This behavior was a clear violation of the Burger Town code of conduct, but Mark felt a camaraderie with Alonzo and had saved his job both times.

      Coy, the pudgy, dimwitted, seemingly-mute twenty-something cook was also working backline. Finding humor in Coy's silence, Terrence mocked and poked fun at the poor bastard every chance he got. Although Coy never responded to the chiding, Mark fully expected him to erupt in a rage one day and beat the living shit out of Terrence. Since Mark hated Terrence as much as he'd ever hated anyone, and that included his fifth wife, Charlene, he hoped and prayed each day that today would be the day.

      However, this was not to be. Coy would never lose his shit and pummel Terrence because he wound up getting shot in the face while taking the trash out to the dumpster. It was a few minutes after one, and the lunch crowd had started to thin out. So, there were only a handful of customers inside the restaurant when Coy got shot. The sound of the gunshot was as loud as an M-80 exploding in a coffee can, and it sounded a little too close for comfort. Every person in Burger Town stopped what they were doing and looked around curiously, trying to determine what the sound was.

      Libby, the 32-year-old heavyset acne-faced girl who'd had sex with Mark one time in exchange for a day off to attend her mother's funeral, witnessed Coy's demise. “Oh, my God!” she howled, staring out the drive-thru window. “Somebody shot what's-his-name!”

      Within seconds, Mark appeared behind her as if by magic. “What in God's name are you blabbing about?”

      Libby pointed. Mark peered out the window and saw a group of twenty or so well-dressed people holding signs at the far edge of the parking lot. He squinted to read them. One marker-scrawled screed read “THE SEVENTH DAY IS A SABBATH TO THE LORD YUR GOD!” Unsure he'd read the sign correctly, Mark re-read it, realizing that the word “your” had been misspelled. He then a read a second sign, held up by a little elementary school-aged redhead, that read: “GOOD BOOK SAY NO WORK SUNDAY!” Mark was trying to understand what he was seeing when he noticed Coy's lifeless body on the bloody pavement at the crowd's feet.

      Mark gasped and raised his hand over his mouth.

      At that moment, the eyes of the crowd turned toward Mark and Libby watching them. Someone out there yelled something neither Mark or Libby could make out. A bespectacled man with a long white beard raised a hunting rifle and pointed it in their direction. Before Mark or Libby could react, the old man fired. The shot rang out, and luckily, went wide, shattering a window to their right.

      “Get down!” Mark screamed as he grabbed the back of Libby's Burger Town shirt and spun her to the floor. The rest of the crew was trying to comprehend what was happening. Tyresha said, “What the actual fuck?!” Terrence stepped into the drive-thru alcove. Standing over the cowering Mark and Libby, he said, “What the hell are you two dipshits up to?”

      Mark looked up, but before he could speak, another gunshot rang out. A window shattered and Terrence let out a whooshing sound. Mark looked at Terrence and saw that half the kid's face was gone. Terrence stood swaying for a moment with a look of shock on what remained of his face before finally toppling to the floor. Several employees screamed, and the sound of the crowd outside cheering and chanting filled the air. Still stunned, Mark happened to look up at the open drive-thru window just in time to see a bearded fat man's face smush its way in. The fat man's wide eyes were looking over Mark and Libby to Carli and Tyresha. “Now you gon' die, bitch,” he promised one of them.

      Suddenly, Libby sprang over Mark and was hurtling toward the smushed-faced fat man. Her flabby arm was extended, and there was something in her hand. Mark couldn't see what it was at first, but then the blade caught light and glinted just before it pierced the fat man's eye. Libby's momentum carried her forward. Her body crashed into the window, and the blade pushed knuckle-deep into the man's eye. When the tip of the blade first went in, the man screamed a high-pitched squeal but quickly stopped. Both Libby's and the man's bodies fell back in different directions, and the blade slid out of the eye, making a sucking sound as it did.

      Libby sat up, rubbing her injured head.

      “Where the hell did you get that?” Mark asked.

      “Pocket knife,” she said. “My daddy gave it to me when I was six.” She shook her head to clear it, and then looked down at the knife in her hand. There were tears in her eyes as she said, “I never used it before.”

      “Well, you sure used the hell out of it today,” Mark said dryly.

      Tyresha got down on her hands and knees and crawled toward them. “You guys okay?” As she crawled past Alonzo, still standing at the fry station, he watched her wiggling ass go by and said, “You want some fries to go with that shake?” He chuckled, finding his shtick hilarious. “Fries! Ya get it? Fries!” Then he laughed again.

      Ignoring this, Tyresha looked at Libby sitting under the drive-thru window. “You okay, Lib?”

      Libby nodded. “Just banged my head is all.”

      Tyresha started to speak again, but her words were stopped by the sound of a police siren, seemingly appearing out of nowhere. The cop car was in the parking lot outside.

      “The cops are here,” Mark said.

      “No shit,” Carli said from the far end of the frontline.

      Libby turned toward the window and raised herself a little. Mark and Tyresha did the same, and they all peered out to see what was going on. There was a cop car with its red cherries flashing parked beside the crazed crowd. A single cop got out and sauntered toward them. He kept his hand on his pistol, but he was attempting to talk to the crowd peacefully.

      “What do you think he's saying?” Libby asked.

      “How the fuck would we know?” Mark said. “We've got the same information you do.”

      “I've never said these words ever, in my whole life,” Tyresha said, “but I sure hope they got more cops comin'.”

      The three of them stayed down, watching the cop talking to the crowd.

      “It looks pretty calm,” Mark observed.

      “A little too calm, you ask me,” Tyresha said.

      The cop was still out there, talking calmly with the protesters. His hand wasn't even on his pistol anymore. One of the protesters turned and pointed at Burger Town, and the cop looked, nodding as he spoke. A man came up from behind the cop and raised a red brick up over his head, bringing it down hard, smashing the cop's skull. The cop plopped to the pavement, and the crowd was on him at once, punching, kicking, and stomping.

      “Holy fuck,” Libby said.

      “Ain't nuthin' holy about it,” Tyresha said.

      The sound of a gunshot cracked—probably the cop's own gun—and the crowd began to clap and cheer.

      “Hell yeah!” a man yelled.

      “Death to sinners!” a woman cried out.

      Libby turned and looked at Mark and Tyresha, wiggling her nose like a pig hunting truffles. “What— what's that smell?! It smells like—” Her eyes went to Mark, and she looked down. At the same exact moment Libby saw the source of the smell, Tyresha said, “Dammit, Mark! You done pissed yourself!”

      Sitting with his legs crossed, Mark looked at Tyresha and Libby, his eyes big, his face red with embarrassment. “I— I—” But he couldn't speak. He tried, but his quivering lips wouldn't form the words.

      No one knew Alonzo was on the phone until he started talking. “Yeah, this is Alonzo Day. I'm working over at Burger Town., and—” He paused. Then he said, “Yeah, it does suck to work on Sunday. Anyway, we've got a situation over here. We've got crazy people with guns surrounding the place, and they've already shot and killed a couple of people.” He listened for a moment, saying only, “Okay,” “Mmm-hmmm,” and “Yeah.” Then he said goodbye and clicked off.

      Realizing everyone was waiting for him to speak, Alonzo said, “She said there aren't any officers in town right now. She said there was a big fire over in Pottersville, so they're all over here.”

      “So, that's it?” Mark asked.

      “She said the cops'll be here as quickly as they can, but it'll probably take a half hour or so.”

      Carli was down on her hands and knees now. There was a look of alarm on her reddened face when she asked, “What are we gonna do?”

      “Gimme a minute to figure this out,” Mark said.

      Tyresha shot him a look. “No one cares what you got to say, Puddles. Your authority, the tiny bit you had⁠—”

      Libby burst into laughter. She couldn't help it.

      Tyresha continued, “—ended the moment those psychos started shooting.”

      Mark blinked. “What— what do you expect me to do?”

      “The way I see it,” Tyresha said, “you got two choices. You can either go to the bathroom and clean your pissy ass up, or you can sit there stewin' in it and just shut the fuck up.”

      Mark looked wounded, but he said nothing.

      “She's right, Mark,” Libby agreed. “You're not gonna do anything but get us all killed.”

      Mark considered this. He was about to respond when a bullhorn-amplified voice arose from outside. It was a man with a raspy two-packs-a-day voice. He said, “In the name of our Lord, Jesus Christ, we command all you Burger Town fuckers to step outside and give yourselves up! By working on the sabbath, you are defyin' the word of God almighty!” He paused for a moment to catch his breath. Then he resumed, “I know there's some customers in there. So, if you're a customer, we'll let you go in peace, but only if you come out now. After that, buckle up, buttercup, 'cause it's all in God's hands!”

      Carli stood and said, “I'm out of here. This is a bunch of bullshit. I don't get paid enough to get killed here.”

      “If you go out there, they'll kill you,” Mark said.

      Carli pointed into the lobby. “The customers are all leaving. If I go out with them, those morons'll think I'm a customer.” She started to walk briskly around the counter.

      “I hate to break it to you, sis,” Alonzo said with a grin, “but you're wearing a Burger Town uniform. You go out there, those assholes'll put more holes in you than the walls of a truck stop porno booth.”

      Carli stopped and looked down at her shirt, frowning.

      “Maybe you oughta just take off your clothes,” Alonzo said, grinning big.

      Carli glared at him with fire in her eyes. “I'll bet you'd like that, wouldn't you, you gross asshole?”

      Alonzo's yellow-toothed smile was unwavering. “Hell yes, I would.”

      Carli turned and watched the last of the customers leave. Once they were gone, she turned around and looked at her coworkers. “If we can't get out of here, then we're gonna have to fight,” she said. “Who's with me? Who wants to fight these assholes? Who⁠—”

      Carli's speech came to an abrupt halt when another shot rang out in the parking lot. Hearing the sound, she started raising her eyes to look just as the bullet ripped through her throat, slamming her back onto the floor. She was on her back, hands clasped around her throat. She kicked her feet and thrashed wildly, making wounded animal squeals as an intermittent geyser of blood sprayed out from between her fingers.

      Libby began bawling and blubbering, hard and loud. “I hate this!” she announced to no one in particular. “I want out of here! I wanna go home! I wanna be at home with my cat, Mr. Bojangles!”

      Tyresha narrowed her eyes and cocked her head. “Would ya look at this bitch all cryin' and shit?”

      Libby looked at her through tear-glassed eyes. She had a string of snot hanging out of her nose. “I'm sorry,” she managed with genuine sincerity. “I can't help it.”

      “You'd better snap out of it,” Tyresha said. “Because you're no help to us actin' like a damn baby.”

      Sitting in front of her, Mark said, “It's okay, Libby.”

      “Like hell it is,” Tyresha said. “There ain't no time for that shit. Save those tears for Mr. Bo Peep, cause they're only gonna get us killed right now.”

      “Bojangles,” Libby offered.

      Tyresha met her gaze. “What?”

      “Mr. Bonjangles,” Libby said. “That's the cat's name.”

      Alonzo, leaning on the fry station, said, “You wanna know what I think?” When no one answered, he continued. “I think the reason⁠—”

      At that moment, the loud crash of a brick flying through the last of the drive-thru windows startled them. Libby screamed as shards of glass rained down on her, and the brick struck the tile behind the front counter and slid to the wall.

      “Jesus Christ!” Mark blurted.

      Alonzo pointed at him. “Exactly!”

      Mark looked at Alonzo. He went to speak, but the bullhorn voice called out again, saying, “Come on out, you fuckin' heathens! Come out and repent! Embrace your punishment and take it like a man!”

      Facing the broken windows, Tyresha screamed, “What the hell is wrong with you people?!”

      The bullhorn-amplified voice responded: “Six days shall work be done, but on the seventh there shall be a sabbath to rest for the Lord; whoever doeth work therein shall be put to death!”

      The crowd in the parking lot cheered enthusiastically. Then they began to chant: “Death to sinners! Death to sinners! Death to sinners!” A moment later, the protesters on the other side of the restaurant joined in chanting.

      “Death to sinners! Death to sinners!”

      Tyresha ran her hand through her hair. “I knew I shoulda called in this morning. I almost did, too. I was this close. This fuckin' close, but no, I decided to do the right thing and come to work like an asshole.”

      Standing over her, Alonzo said, “I'm sure glad you did,” somehow managing to make that simplest of phrases sound dirty.

      Tyresha ignored him. “We need to think of something. We need a plan.”

      The employees weighed their options in silence for a few minutes. The crowd continued to chant outside.

      “Hey,” Mark said, looking at Tyresha. “I just remembered something. I don't know why I didn't think of it sooner, but the doors are unlocked. Those people could just come in here and shoot us all to hell at any minute.”

      “Shit!” Tyresha said.

      “Tyresha,” Mark said, “why don't you go on out and lock the doors?”

      Tyresha turned and glared at him as hard as she could. “Yeah? And why don't you go fuck yourself, Mark! There's no way in hell I'm goin' out there and messin' with them doors. If you want 'em locked, you better take your pissy ass out there and lock 'em yourself, cause I ain't doin' it!”

      Libby agreed. “Maybe you should lock the doors, Mark.”

      Before Mark could speak, the conversation was interrupted by the familiar chime.

      Libby straightened up. “Somebody's in the drive-thru!”

      The employees looked at one another.

      “That's weird,” Mark said. “Can't they see all those assholes standing out there?”

      “What do we do?” Libby asked.

      Tyresha said, “Put on them headphones and see what they want. Maybe they can pull their car on up to the window and we can all climb out and get the hell outta here.”

      As Libby grabbed the headphones, Mark said, “There's no way that's gonna work.”

      Libby scowled at him. “You're always so negative!” She slipped the headphones on and said, “Uh, hello? Welcome to Burger Town.” A young male voice said, “Yeah, I'd like a number two with ketchup only. And, uh… I'd like to extra-size that with a Diet Pepsi.”

      Libby didn't know what to say.

      In her headphones, the young man said, “Are you there?”

      “Yeah, I'm here,” Libby said. “Why don't you come on around to the window?”

      “Did you get my order?”

      “Yeah, I got it,” Libby said. “Come on around.”

      “Sure thing.”

      Libby removed the headphones. “He's coming around to the window.”

      Mark said, “Those assholes are gonna shoot him all to hell.”

      Tyresha looked at him. “Libby's right, Mark. You really are negative.”

      Thirty seconds later, a teenage boy wearing a red ball cap pulled up to the window in an old pickup. He grinned and nodded at the broken windows. “What the hell happened here?”

      Libby and Tyresha both stood. Libby pointed out toward the crowd, but before she could speak, Tyresha blurted, “We need help! We're trapped in here! Could you get us out?”

      The kid in the ball cap smiled, and Tyresha noticed the black crucifix on the front of his hat. She turned to run, but the teen came up with a pistol and started firing. The first shot hit Libby in the chin, and her brains rocketed out the back of her head. The second shot hit Tyresha in the shoulder, and she spun and yelped in pain. The third shot struck Tyresha in the side of the head. The teen fired two more shots, but Tyresha and Libby were dead before they hit the floor.

      “Repent, sinners!” the teen screamed before erupting with laughter. “Repent, you fuckers! Repent!” Then he peeled out and sped away.

      Mark leaned forward with the thought of trying to help Tyresha, but he saw the damage the bullet had done to her head and recoiled.

      “Help her, for God's sake,” Alonzo said.

      Mark grimaced and shook his head. “Nothing can help her now.”

      As Mark turned to check Libby, Alonzo said, “What about the big one?”

      Mark got up on his knees, positioning himself to get a good view of Libby's face. When he saw that her entire jaw was gone, he gagged. “No,” he managed. It was all he could say.

      Alonzo got down on his knees to keep out of sight from the window. He crawled toward Mark and stopped in front of him. “What now? What are we gonna do?”

      Mark shrugged, looking away in a daze. “I… I don't know.”

      “We've gotta do something!” Alonzo said angrily. “We can't just let 'em all kill us.”

      Mark tilted his head, listening. “Do you hear that?” Alonzo looked toward the window, listening. He heard it, too. There were sirens off in the distance, and they were coming closer.

      Mark's eyes got big and he grinned, looking at Alonzo. “The cavalry is coming!”

      Alonzo's eyes filled with tears. “Man, I hope so.”

      A moment later, the sound of blaring sirens filled the air. The cops were outside. Then there were more sirens. These cops stopped in the parking lot on the other side of the building.

      The crowd picked up their chant again: “Death to sinners! Death to sinners! Death to sinners!” This went on for a minute or so, until a cop spoke to the crowd through a bullhorn. “You are ordered to disperse at once! Any of you who remain in this parking lot do so at your own risk! I repeat, you are hereby ordered to vacate these premises!”

      Mark and Alonzo remained on the floor, listening. Neither of them made a move to look and see what was happening. After the cop with the bullhorn finished speaking, all the sound died down.

      Then they heard a man's voice call out from the lobby, “Hello? Hey! Is anyone in here?”

      Mark and Alonzo looked at one another.

      “Glendon County PD!” the voice said. “Is anybody here?”

      Mark and Alonzo exhaled simultaneously.

      “Yes!” Mark yelled. “We're here!”

      Mark stood up and looked across the counter at the skinny middle-aged cop standing by the door. When the cop saw Mark, he lit up and said, “How many of you are in here?”

      Alonzo, now on his feet, said, “It's just the two of us.”

      Mark said. “We're the only ones left.”

      “You can come on out now,” the cop said. “We've got the situation under control.”

      Mark and Alonzo felt overjoyed as they made their way around the counter. Mark had tears in his eyes and he was trembling. “I didn't think we were gonna make it,” he said.

      Alonzo smiled big at the cop. “We're so happy to see you, officer. Thank you so, so much!”

      The cop smiled in an aw-shucks kind of way. “Hey, it's what we do.”

      As another cop walked in behind the first, Mark said, “Who are these people? Where the hell did they come from?”

      The cop grinned and shook his head. “Takes all kinds, huh?”

      The second cop said, “They're from the First Reliant Church down the street there. They've got a real hard-on for people working on Sundays.”

      The first cop chuckled, trying to distract from the fact that he was sliding his pistol from its holster. As he turned the gun toward the second cop, he said, “I'm really sorry, Dave.” The second cop's eyes got big as he saw the gun turn on him and realized what was happening, but it was too late. The first cop shot him twice in quick succession, and the second cop fell to the floor.

      The remaining cop turned his pistol on Mark and Alonzo. He was grinning big now.

      “What are you doing?” Mark asked, already knowing the answer.

      “You know what Exodus 31:15 says,” the cop said. “You're not supposed to work on the sabbath. You're sinners.”

      Then he began to shoot.
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      When Jenny, my beautiful beloved, my soulmate, my everything, succumbed to cancer last year, I felt certain my life would end with hers. But, sadly, it didn't. I could have just killed myself, but it didn't feel right. At least not at the time, because I felt that wasn't what Jenny would have wanted me to do. Truthfully, my depression was so heavy and constricting that I didn't have enough energy to conceive of such an act, let alone carry it out.

      The months passed slowly. I lay in bed for the first five weeks, getting up only to use the restroom, eat the most minimal sustenance, and occasionally clean myself. In the sixth week, I tried to go back to work. Unfortunately, it didn't take, and I ended up walking away from the law firm that had once meant so much to me. The truth was, I just didn't have it in me anymore. Not to work. Not to live. Not to do anything. So I confined myself to the bed Jenny and I had shared for so long, sleeping my poor excuse for a life away. I lost sixty pounds and wasted away. When I looked in the mirror, I no longer recognized the gaunt face that stared back. I was, it seemed, little more than flesh stretched over bones, resembling a Holocaust concentration camp survivor.

      A few weeks ago, I finally decided enough was enough. I could no longer stand to remain in the house I had shared with Jenny—our dream house, where we had planned to spend a lifetime together. Additionally, I hoped a relocation would force me to leave my bed once and for all and resume some semblance of a normal life. So I packed my clothes, stuffed them into my Volvo, and drove four hundred miles to our vacation home in the mountains. The house was built to be a hunting cabin. Neither Jenny nor I hunted, but the cabin was ours, and it was the place where we'd spent our honeymoon sixteen years ago.

      On my way to the cabin, I got a wild hair up my ass and decided I would "rough it." So, I tossed my cellphone out of the window of my car and onto the highway. If I was going to rediscover myself and find some sense of purpose, I believed I would need to go back to the basics and connect with nature. I kept money, clothes, and little else. The cabin was twenty-three miles south of Janesville, which was the nearest town. This meant I would need to travel to Janesville every few weeks for supplies. Beyond that, I planned to separate myself from the rest of the world. Isolation, I believed, would help me to climb up from the depths of my depression and reclaim my life.

      Well, that idea, which was great in theory, didn't work so well in reality. I purchased groceries the day I arrived and haven't left the cabin since. As for my new life, it has turned out to be precisely the same as the shitty life I lived before leaving the city. I stay in bed all day and sleep, attempting to escape my reality. Being here in the cabin hasn't lessened my yearning for Jenny but has instead increased it exponentially.

      This cabin feels empty without her. When I first arrived, it dawned on me that I had never been in the place without her. That thought then led to another: the last time I had been here, Jenny was still alive. Still a part of the world. A part of my world. In fact, she had been the center of my world—the sun around which everything else revolved.

      It didn't take long for me to conclude that this new life—my cabin life—would just be more of me lying in bed, buried in depression. However, it was quickly apparent that it was worse here. My mattress at home had been an expensive model with sleep numbers and all the bells and whistles. The mattress here is lumpy and hard, and, as I recall, Jenny and I bought it cheap at a used furniture store a couple of towns over.

      I am kept company by an old hunting rifle that leans against the wall in the corner. The rifle isn't mine. Well, it is, but I didn't buy it. It came with the cabin as part of the package deal when I bought it way back then. Jenny and I had thought it quaint—a symbol of everything we were not—and we left it in the corner as a sort of joke. But now, seeing that rifle from the bed where I'm confined, it no longer seems funny.

      Yesterday, I finally gave in and climbed out of bed, and went to the rifle. I then lifted it and stuck the barrel in my mouth. Well, it turns out the gun was still a joke, but now the joke was on me—when I squeezed the trigger, I heard a metallic click. There was no round in the rifle, and I had no idea where I might find one. I didn't have the energy to search the house, so I set the gun back in its place and returned to the warm bed that is now my home.

      Today will be different. I don't know it yet, but it will.

      I open my eyes and find myself blinded by daylight. I have no idea what time it is, and frankly, the days and nights now blur together to the point where time no longer has meaning for me. I blink, trying to focus my eyes. My back hurts terribly, but I'm somewhat used to this now. The pain is a byproduct of lying in bed for weeks and months on end. I've now started developing bedsores on my back and thighs. To ease my immediate pain, I decide to change positions. Sometimes that helps. I turn over, and when I do, I am faced with something unexpected.

      Jenny is lying on the bed in front of me.

      My wife.

      My dead wife.

      She's asleep. I'm now turned completely over, so I lie motionless and stare at her, taking in her beauty while simultaneously trying to comprehend what I'm seeing. I blink my eyes again. This has to be a hallucination. But, to my surprise, when I've finished blinking, Jenny's still here. Now that I'm aware of her presence, I hear the quiet sounds of her breathing for the first time.





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/burgers-on-the-sabbath.jpg





