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      “Happy Chanukah, asshole.”

      Ben blinked across his cluttered desk at his brother’s obnoxious smile. When Aaron dropped a very familiar, white, cracked iPhone on top of the essay he was grading, Ben’s eyes widened, and he immediately patted his pockets before realizing that yep.

      That was his.

      “How the hell…”

      “Magic,” Aaron said, wiggling his fingers in the air. He glanced around before walking to the office door and grabbing the ugly folding chair with the wobbly leg. He flicked it out and spread his legs as he sat, reaching for the table with a look of panic on his face as the chair tipped sideways.

      Ben said nothing, hiding his grin behind his fingers. There was little more satisfying than seeing his brother knocked sideways a little. Aaron was always so much more put together than him, and it always made Ben feel inadequate. Even when Aaron wasn’t doing it on purpose.

      But he was the good brother. The golden brother. The one who defined family pride. He was the doctor—married to a beautiful and kind woman and probably on the verge of having babies and putting their mother out of her baby-fever misery.

      Ben was none of those things. He was awkward, gay, wasn’t sure he even liked children, let alone wanted to father any, and he was a professor barely making ends meet on the shitty public university salary they’d offered him with his contract.

      “What the hell is wrong with your office?” Aaron demanded.

      Ben snorted and shrugged, sitting back in his chair. “State budget?”

      “I don’t agree with Mom on much, but—” Aaron started, but Ben hit him with a balled-up piece of paper, and he stopped, glaring. “What? I’m just saying you could do better than this.”

      “Yeah. The two of you have been just saying I can do better for as long as I can remember.” Ben dragged a hand through his hair. “And you’ve done such an amazing job trying to convince me that my career is pointless,” he added, waving his hand at his overstuffed bookshelves.

      Aaron, to his credit, looked a little apologetic. “I wasn’t trying to be an ass.”

      “Yes you were,” Ben fired back. “But I’m used to it. Anyway, why are you giving me my own phone for Chanukah? Also, you’re like four days early.”

      Aaron’s contrite expression moved back into smug. “I’m not giving you your phone. The gift is on it.”

      He was vaguely terrified that his brother had changed his phone background to something like Ben’s naked toddler ass during seder. Or the time he decided to go to temple on Purim as Spider-Man but had stripped from the waist down—which, in his defense, he was four.

      He swiped his finger across the glass and waited.

      Nothing happened except that it loaded to his home screen, and nothing seemed amiss.

      “Did you download spyware?”

      Aaron scoffed and leaned forward, his long finger tapping on an icon that took Ben a second to realize hadn’t always been there. It was unobtrusive—a sort of forest green with a white logo in the center he couldn’t quite make sense of.

      The app started loading, then opened to what looked like some kind of email dashboard.

      “Uh?”

      “You really are out of the loop,” Aaron said with a small sigh. “You know how Mom’s been up your ass about finally settling down?”

      Everything hit him all at once, and a deep, irritated groan escaped Ben’s chest before he could stop it. Aaron was right, of course. His mom had been up his ass for the last ten years about settling down. It had taken her some time—almost to his senior year of his undergrads—to accept that he was gay with no intention of marrying her best friend’s daughter.

      But once she did, she’d been on him about meeting a nice man and adopting a dozen babies she could feed and kiss.

      She was only slightly a stereotypical Jewish mom—mostly in that regard. She didn’t nag often, and she didn’t actually care that he’d gone into teaching instead of medicine like his brother. She didn’t even care that he only ever showed up for the High Holidays and only to avoid her insistent phone calls.

      He had a feeling Aaron was feeling the brunt of her constant nagging about relationships since they had brunch together every third Sunday of the month while Ben used the excuse of grading papers to never show up.

      So, he supposed this wasn’t a surprise.

      “What the hell even is this?” Ben asked. He tapped the menu icon, then hit calendar, and his eyes settled on eight red marks, one each day near the middle of December.

      “It’s my gift,” Aaron repeated, like that answered Ben’s question. When Ben said nothing else, Aaron sighed and sat back, crossing his arms and using his legs to keep the chair from wobbling. “I did a bunch of research, and this app seems to be one of the better ones on the market. So far, no reports of stalkers,” he said, like that was somehow a selling point. “And the majority of people on here are older than your students.”

      “Well, thank God for small favors,” Ben said dryly.

      “I’m saying it’s not just for hooking up,” Aaron said, giving Ben a flat look. “There are people on here who want real relationships.”

      Ben clenched his jaw tightly, trying not to let his frustration take over. He felt like a broken record at this point, trying to explain to both his brother and his mom that he wasn’t looking for a relationship. He was still putting together the piece of his life after his cheating, asshole ex had upended his reality.

      He didn’t really understand why his mom and brother were so fixated on him getting dick on the regular.

      “I’ll think about it,” Ben said, ready to hurry the conversation along. He didn’t bother telling Aaron that as far as Chanukah presents went, downloading an app on his phone and implying he needed to get back into a relationship wasn’t his best work so far. “I’m doing finals prep for all my classes, so I’ll think about doing a profile after⁠—”

      “Wrong.”

      Ben folded his hands on his desk and raised his brows at his brother. “I’m sorry?”

      “See, I knew you were going to say that. I knew you’d find some way to try and pacify me so you could get out of at least trying to put yourself out there, but it’s been years since…”

      Ben pinched the bridge of his nose and lost the rest of his words. That always happened whenever someone mentioned the T-word in Ben’s presence.

      Taylor.

      The cheater.

      The asshole.

      The ex.

      It wasn’t like he wanted to think about the man who had spent their entire relationship pretending to give a shit about Ben before being caught balls-deep in Ben’s TA.

      In Ben’s car.

      But he was tired of people dancing around the subject like it was going to shatter him to hear his ex’s name. If that were the case, he’d have to quit his job, considering half his students with Alpha Delta Lambda pins had some variation of it. It also helped that Ben wasn’t a fragile person.

      Quite the opposite. At least, he liked to think. He’d always been a sort of stoic, no-nonsense kind of guy. It was one of the qualities his mom loved reminding him would prevent him from being able to settle down with a nice man.

      Ben took that as a compliment though. He didn’t want to be the kind of doormat Taylor had wanted him to be. He knew one of the reasons Taylor had cheated was because he didn’t think Ben was going to put up a fight. He didn’t think Ben would have the balls to confront him, even when he was caught, literally, with his pants down.

      Ben wanted to believe that should have given him some credit, at least regarding the strength of his own person, but apparently, his mom and brother thought different. He fought back a sigh and pinched the bridge of his nose. He had no idea what else he could do to convince them he was fine.

      Ben had spoken to his department head to have Chris removed as his TA, he sold his car, and even switched offices. Hell, he accepted the crappy university furniture just to avoid being anywhere near anything Chris had touched with his gross, boyfriend fucking hands.

      There wasn’t much more Ben could do apart from setting his apartment on fire and using the insurance claim to build a little cottage in the middle of nowhere. Provided he wasn’t arrested for fraud and arson and sent to jail. Though with the way his brother was staring at him like he was Ben’s holiday miracle, he was starting to think a stint in jail might be a vacation.

      “Sorry,” Aaron said at Ben’s continued silence. “I didn’t mean to…”

      “Be an asshole?” Ben offered. He folded his hands and rested his chin on his curled knuckles, smiling at his brother.

      Aaron’s cheeks pinked, but he didn’t try to defend himself. “You and I both know that you never get anything done unless you’re backed into a corner. And you and I both know you hate being alone.”

      Ben wanted to tell Aaron he was projecting. Sure, Ben could be a master at the whole “fake it ’til you make it” thing, and living alone again after Taylor left had been an adjustment, but Ben wasn’t going to fall apart because Taylor was no longer in bed with him, drunk on cheap beer and calling his sloppy attempt at a hand job romance.

      “We both also know you won’t actually do anything about it, so I took the liberty,” Aaron went on, leaning forward again. He touched a button on the side menu of Ben’s phone screen, which opened up the calendar again. “Since neither one of us cares a whole lot about Chanukah”—now that was true. They’d never been big on the holiday—“I decided your gift this year was eight dates.”

      Ben blinked at him. “Eight dates. As in…”

      “As in, I spent two days perusing profiles and have made you one blind date per night.”

      “Of Chanukah,” Ben said flatly.

      Aaron grinned at him. “Exactly.”

      “So, I should celebrate the history of our people surviving assimilation by having drinks in some bar with total strangers…and are they even Jewish?”

      Aaron rolled his eyes. “Do you care?”

      In truth, no. He didn’t. But right then, he wanted to pretend.

      “Look, the worst that could happen is you have a crappy conversation and a halfway decent meal.”

      “The worst that could happen is I’m some unsolved case on the Murder Mysteries podcast,” Ben said, his voice rising slightly. “And that is not how I’m going to die!”

      Aaron waved a dismissive hand at him. “Please, for the love of everything we both hold dear, stop it with the true crime podcasts.”

      Ben scowled at him. “Is that what you’re going to say when you’re interviewed about your baby brother’s tragic murder? He tried to warn me, but now I’m filled with a lifetime of regret because I thought he was just too addicted to podcasts. Now all I can do is name my children after him so no one forgets.”

      Aaron made a strange choking noise, his face going pink.

      Ben’s eyes narrowed. “What?”

      “Nothing. Anyway, my point,” Aaron said, finally starting to sound annoyed, “is that you’re free to say no, but I hope you won’t. And I’m pretty sure you won’t get murdered, but if it makes you feel better, you can tell the staff you’re worried, and they’ll look out for you.”

      Ben stared back at the screen, then brushed his brother’s hands aside, grabbing the phone. He clicked on one of the calendar dates, and sure enough, there it was. Friday night, a date at the Crooked Pint—someplace he’d never heard of.

      “Is this that obnoxious, local hipster place you’re always⁠—”

      “Yes,” Aaron interrupted, “and I’d appreciate it if you didn’t shit all over it. It’s got decent food, it’s like five blocks from your condo, and the staff is kind.”

      That was…oddly considerate for his brother, who was usually a sarcastic asshole when it came to Ben’s deadpan personality.

      “So, we both know you’re just doing this to get Mom off your back,” Ben started, but he stopped when Aaron actually looked hurt.

      “I’m really not that much of a dick, Ben. I want you to be happy, and I know what Taylor did to you, okay? I know how he spoke to you and how he treated you even before you caught him cheating. You can pretend like it doesn’t matter, but you two were together for three years. That’s not nothing.”

      Ben closed his eyes in a slow blink and did his best not to look at Aaron’s face because if he did, he was going to crack. No one in his family liked to talk directly about his failed relationship—or the ways in which Ben was still recovering. He assumed that meant none of them had ever noticed what an asshole Taylor was, but maybe he was wrong.

      Though he didn’t know if that made him feel better or worse, considering none of them ever checked in on him.

      “I want you to see there are decent people out there,” Aaron said quietly.

      “All of these men could be serial killers,” Ben pointed out.

      “I’m not going to argue with that,” Aaron told him flatly, “but mostly because I don’t have time to point out the flaws in your logic. I’m just asking you to give it a shot. I wouldn’t suggest this if I thought there was any real danger.”

      Ben stared at the screen again—at the first date with a guy named…Chaz?

      “Chaz? Seriously?”

      “Don’t judge a book by its cover,” Aaron said.

      Ben rolled his eyes. He’d had four or five of those in classes too, and all of them with frat pins. “Considering I’ve got a front-row seat to the future leaders of the world—and what their parents named them—I’d say if anyone can predict what Chaz is going to be like, it’s me.”

      Aaron scoffed. “Is that a no? You’re turning down my gift?”

      Ben hated himself for what he was about to do, but he took a deep breath, then glanced down at Chaz’s name. If it was one of his students, he was going to throw himself straight into the sun. “If this fails—and I’m pretty sure it will—promise me you won’t ever do this again.”

      Aaron grinned at him triumphantly. “I swear it. Scout’s honor.”

      Ben sighed and tossed his phone back down on his desk, rocking back in his chair as Aaron stood and patted his pockets for his keys and cell like he always did. “Also, if you ever steal my phone again, I’ll come for you. And I’m a historian, Aaron. I have an entire library of ways to get creative of torture.”

      “Love you too,” Aaron said with a smug grin, then showed himself out.

      Ben rubbed at his eyes, then picked up his phone again for the second time, staring at Chaz’s profile. It was pretty bare-bones, but considering it seemed to be more of a blind dating app the way Grindr was for hookups, that was to be expected.

      Chaz was thirty-two, a civil engineer—which was a bit too vague for his liking. He liked dogs and disliked cats, which was a huge red flag in Ben’s book, and he got his degree at NYU. He had the potential to be any Jewish mother’s dream, but part of Ben wanted someone who would rebel against her desires and expectations.

      It was probably why he’d given Taylor the time of day in the first place.

      It was probably why he ignored all those early signs that things were going to get ugly. But he’d been an overworked, overstressed second-year professor the day Taylor sat beside him at the coffee shop and told him he was too pretty to look so sad.

      If he’d known then what he knew now, he would have understood what an ugly attempt at a compliment that had been. But back then, he’d been flattered. It was rare anyone called him good-looking, let alone pretty, and back then, he was so starved for comfort that Taylor seemed like the dream.

      He should have known it was all going to go to shit the first weekend away they took together. Taylor spent the whole time criticizing his driving, and his clothes, and how much he was eating. They fucked, and Taylor criticized his hips, and the way he moved, and how he kissed.

      When Taylor fell asleep, Ben had faced the wall and spent the night crying until he was too exhausted and out of tears to do anything other than fall unconscious.

      Taylor pretended like nothing was wrong the next day, and Ben just…rolled with the punches.

      Like a moron.

      He fully believed he’d see through that kind of bullshit now—three years full of experience and trauma later. But there was a small piece of him that didn’t trust his heart because his brother was right: he was lonely.

      He just wasn’t sure if he hated that or not.

      He scrolled through the list of names, then finally forced himself to get back to work. If he didn’t get those final essays graded and the final study guide done, there would be no dates for Chanukah. There would just be last-minute work, and stress, tears, and far too much wine.

      And he was tired of ending his semester that way.

      He was going to hate being grateful to his brother if this worked out, but also—if he found someone who was willing to love him for who he was—he might be willing to show Aaron a little hint of gratitude.
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      “So, you’ve obviously lost it.”

      Ben sighed and gripped his steering wheel so hard his knuckles began to ache. He hadn’t brought one of the only other professors in his department he could call a friend to the bar for her to criticize him. He wanted her to sympathize and maybe make fun of the situation. Not imply that he was starting to crack under the pressure.

      “It’s not that nuts.”

      “Is going on blind dates for Chanukah some kind of festive thing we Gentiles aren’t taught about?”

      Ben flushed lightly and rolled his eyes toward the roof of his car. “No. This is my brother’s misguided way of being nice to me.”

      “Or,” Selina said with a small grin, “this is that weird arranged marriage thing that your people do. Maybe he’s just hiding it because he knows you’re an atheist.”

      Ben bristled. His parents had been an Orthodox arranged marriage, and while the practice wasn’t for him, he knew her opinion was based on garbage, unresearched TV dramas about shaved heads and teenage brides.

      In reality, his mom had been in law school, and his dad was in his first year of working as a pharmacist. They didn’t date because that wasn’t a thing for them, but they got to know each other for years. His mom said she knew his dad was the one when he tripped and fell, breaking his nose, and spent the entire evening in the ER waiting room making up stories with her about how people had gotten hurt.

      When his dad told a story about a man who’d been stepped on by circus elephants fleeing captivity, she called her own parents and told them she was ready to say yes.

      And she hadn’t regretted it for a moment. Through periods of fertility struggle, two kids, illnesses, lapses in faith, and uprooting their entire life to live on the coast, they’d loved each other through all of it.

      All Ben had to show for his romantic life was a shitty ex and an apartment that was still only half-furnished because he had no reason to make his house feel like a home after Taylor took his things and fled.

      “Earth to Ben.”

      He blinked and realized he’d been sitting outside the bar for too long. “I’m not here to ask for your judgment,” he finally told her. “I’m here because I need you to know where to go if I send an SOS.”

      Selina drummed her fingers on the dashboard as she leaned forward to look at the carved wooden sign hanging above the door. “Well, I’m going to be in Ireland with Ciaran, but I can at least call with a fake emergency. Do you want to use a code?”

      “Yeah,” Ben said, exasperated. “SOS.”

      “No, I mean—” She stopped and shook her head. “Never mind. SOS is fine. So, you send the text, and I put a name on my list of whose ass to kick when I get back into the country?”

      Ben didn’t confirm or deny that because in all reality, he might need her to throw a punch, and she was one of the few friends he had that would be willing. He didn’t actually think he was going to become the subject of a true crime podcast from a handful of app dates, but his luck had been so crappy over the last few years that it wouldn’t have surprised him in the least.

      “Maybe it would be more interesting to go out that way than die some lonely old professor with two fish and a book collection my brother’s just going to put up on eBay.”

      Selina blinked at him. “Uh. Did I just miss half a conversation?”

      “Yes,” Ben said from behind a sigh before backing out of the parking space and pulling out onto the main road. The bar was close to campus—surprisingly close to the staff parking lot—and Aaron had been right. It was two miles from his apartment, which did make him feel better.

      Unless one of the guys turned out to be a stalker, but he’d deal with that if it came up.

      “Did you get a good look at any of the guys you’re meeting?” Selina asked as they breezed past campus and headed for the little taqueria drive-thru they always had on Wednesdays.

      Selina’s brother ran the shop, and being that his current contract paid less than dick, he was always happy to eat on a family discount.

      “I glanced at them,” Ben said. And by glanced at them, he meant stared obsessively at their single profile photo while insomnia took him out at the knees. “For a very, very straight man, Aaron has surprisingly good taste.”

      In reality, none of them were really Ben’s type, but they were all very aesthetically pleasing. All of them were listed as tall, and most of them had light hair and chiseled jawlines and could definitely have fit into any frat alum lineup.

      In short, they were men who wouldn’t normally give someone like Ben the time of day.

      He most definitely wasn’t unattractive, but his glow-up had come much later in life. In fact, it had crept up on him midway through grad school, so he hadn’t even noticed and had been entirely surprised when his first boyfriend gave him the time of day.

      But somewhere in the midst of doing whatever he could to not fall apart with the weight of his PhD looming, Ben had discovered self-care and some semblance of fashion. He distracted himself by learning how to do his hair, and a few of his friends had gone through a skin care phase, which benefitted him because he was always dragged along on shopping trips.

      Now, he could be found most Saturdays with his feet up on a coffee table, a Dead Sea mud mask on his face, a book in his lap, and lotion wraps on his feet.

      But he still wasn’t a heartthrob, and those weren’t the kind of men he preferred dating because they tended to care about things he never would. And more than that, men who fit that description tended to be complete and total assholes to people they considered unworthy.

      So yeah. The guys might have been hot, but he was preparing to take a hefty dose of shaming by total strangers as a gift from his brother.

      Life had been worse, but he was pretty sure, at some point, it had to get better.
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      Back in his office, Ben was attacking a salsa stain on his shirt when there was a soft knock on his door. He looked up to see a shadow hovering near the edge, and he cleared his throat, then sucked at his teeth to make sure there were no lingering cilantro leaves hanging out in the gaps.

      “Come in,” he called.

      He was expecting a student, but it ended up being Micah—the only other professor with any background in ancient history in their department. The university boasted their liberal arts programs while also quietly cutting both staff and funding, so he and Micah had declared themselves the last stand.

      “Busy?” Micah was tragically shy unless he was standing in front of a class, being able to lecture with all the passion he kept deep inside his small chest. And he always looked at Ben like he was preparing to be told off and thrown out of his life for good.

      Ben gestured at the chair across from him—not the shitty one he’d forced his brother to sit in. “Just trying to look like I have my shit together before my next class.”

      Micah laughed. “Tacos?”

      “Did Selina bring you some?”

      Micah nodded, grinning softly and hunching his shoulders. “She invited me and Jake to movie night next Friday with her and her husband. Are you going to be there?”

      Ben shook his head, feeling a sour resentment rising in his chest in the form of carne asada heartburn. “My brother’s first night Chanukah gift is happening on Friday.”

      Micah frowned, confused. “Uh. What? I thought your family didn’t celebrate with gifts.”

      A true statement. He and Micah had compared notes since Micah’s family had been the Chanukah bush and eight nights of gifts kind of family. Ben’s parents had tried that once, when they were briefly living in Kansas City, and he and Aaron had come home from school demanding to know why Santa hated them.

      But his mother had regretted it deeply, and the next year—after they moved—they were promptly put into a Jewish school and forgot all about the big, beardy man who loved cookies and coal or…whatever.

      Ben rolled his eyes and passed a hand down his face. “Yeah. So, Aaron decided he was tired of seeing me wallow in my own misery and decided to set me up on eight blind dates.”

      “That’s…uh. Great?” Micah tried.

      Ben burst into a small, tense laugh. “One word for it, I guess. The others are things I probably shouldn’t say on campus with students nearby.”

      “Guarantee you they’ve said worse. To my face,” he added with a grimace.

      Ben couldn’t deny that. “Anyway, I’m humoring him. It’s probably going to ruin what little self-esteem I’ve managed to get back over the last two years, but hey, isn’t that what we do for family?”

      “I’m so confused,” Micah told him cautiously. “Can’t you just say no?”

      He could, and he hadn’t hesitated to do that in the past. But for some reason, this time, he couldn’t. Maybe the loneliness was getting to him. Maybe he was just getting old and losing his mind.

      Maybe he didn’t want to see forty-five as some pathetic, single loser.

      “Aww. You’ll never be pathetic,” Micah said.

      Ben sat back in horror when he realized he’d said all of that aloud. “Well, anyway,” he said, clapping his hands together, “that’s my life right now. Did you need something?”

      Micah’s eyes widened. “Oh. Yeah, I was hoping you could cover my Greek 101 next Tuesday. Jake’s got a little thing, and I need to be there for him.”

      “A thing?” Ben asked.

      Micah waved him off. “Knee replacement.”

      Ben almost choked on his own tongue. Micah’s husband was nowhere near old enough to need surgery like that. “What the hell? That’s not a little thing. And isn’t he, like, thirty?”

      “It’s a genetic condition. He has no cartilage in his knees, and he can’t take the pain anymore.”

      “That’s not a little thing,” Ben repeated, pinching the bridge of his nose. “Micah, you are my best friend. I’ll cover whatever classes I can so you can be there for your husband while he has his entire knee replaced. And I’ll bring him some soup later, okay? My mom’s chicken and dumplings.”

      Micah looked both mortified and pleased. “You really don’t need to.”

      “Get out of my office,” Ben ordered, waving his hand. “Go call your husband, and the two of you decide realistically what you need so he can recover, and you can be there for him.”

      Micah flushed harder, but he nodded and hopped up. Heading for the door, he paused with his hand on the frame. “Hey. If you need some backup from this whole blind date thing, you can count on me. You know that, right?”

      Ben sat back and looked at his friend. “Yeah. Of course I do.”

      Micah smiled, then tapped the side of the wall before showing himself out, leaving Ben to the rest of his cleanup before he had to stand in front of a
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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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