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      Dale stood in front of the white building and watched a red bus go past. There were three passengers sitting on the top deck and no one on the bottom. A man in a yellow jacket cycled past. He turned to look at them, but didn’t slow down. There was no other traffic.

      He had been to London before. He knew this wasn’t normal, but news about the outbreak had already spread. People talked and seeing loved one’s turn into cannibals wasn’t something you kept quiet about. The television was calling it a virus, but the internet said they were zombies.

      “Are you ready?”

      He turned to his right. A man in full body armor with three guns stood beside him. Dale nodded.

      “How many civilians?” Dale said.

      “More than you’d think,” said the man. His name was William. He had been an officer before being seconded to the zombie squad. Dale called him ‘Cambridge’ on account of his accent.

      “Do we have a heat map?” he said.

      Cambridge shook his head. “It’s an old building, lead-lined. We can’t see anything inside.”

      Behind them, there were two trucks. One with officers watching live footage and another that had brought them there. Across the road, soldiers guarded the station entrance.

      “They’re in the tunnels,” Cambridge said.

      “What about the civilians?” Dale said.

      “Try not to kill too many.”

      Dale nodded. The outbreak was contained so far. London was worse because it was ground zero, and the population density meant the virus spread more quickly.

      “Let’s get it done then,” Dale said.

      Cambridge nodded, and they set off across the road. Dale checked and re-checked his weapons as they approached the station.

      Their footsteps echoed in the empty street. The shutters were down to stop people from going in or coming out. Dale turned the key. With a mechanical whir, the shutters rose.

      “When we get in, head down,” Cambridge said.

      Dale nodded.

      “There’s about a hundred and fifty people inside.”

      “Why don’t we let them out?” Dale said.

      “We don’t know if they’re contaminated.”

      If they didn’t let them out, Dale thought, they would be soon. “Children?” he asked.

      Cambridge nodded.

      Dale sighed.

      The shutter finished opening with a clang.

      “You ready?” Cambridge said.

      Dale nodded.

      They adjusted each other’s head mounted cameras. Dale heard a crackle of static in his ears and then the muttering of the officers who were watching them. Then there was silence.

      They jumped over the turnstiles. Ahead of them, Dale saw dozens of people standing around. Commuters looking lost and confused. They turned around as he and Cambridge approached.

      A man in a cycling top walked towards them. He was wearing a white helmet and black glasses. His shorts were too tight.

      “What’s going on here?” the man said.

      Dale tried to ignore him. The man stopped in front of them and blocked their way.

      “Why are you keeping us locked up in here?”

      “Stand aside please sir,” Cambridge said. He didn’t look at the man.

      “Not until you tell me what’s going on!” the man said.

      “Sir please–” Dale said.

      Cambridge lifted his gun and pointed it at the man’s head. Dale thought he was going to shoot him.

      “Stand aside, sir,” Cambridge said.

      The man lost his confidence with a gun pointing at his head. He nodded. The people behind him fell silent.

      Dale took the man’s arm and pushed him aside. Cambridge lowered his weapon. They continued towards the escalators.

      “Asshole,” Cambridge muttered as they climbed down.

      Dale said nothing.

      At the bottom of the escalators, someone had turned the lights off. A creeping sense of claustrophobia settled over Dale. He switched his goggles to night vision mode. The rounded walls jumped out of the darkness. It did little to settle his fears.

      They remained silent as they passed from one tunnel to the next. At each turning they stopped, listened and, when they thought it was safe, passed with their guns drawn and ready to fire. The further they went, the greater Dale’s feeling of claustrophobia became.

      They reached the end of the tunnels. The furthest point from the surface without going onto the platform and down onto the track. So far, there was no sign of zombies. The reports had said they were moving towards the surface.

      They walked onto the platform. To his right, a train that had stopped. Trapped passengers pressed their faces against the glass.

      Dale wondered why they hadn’t let the trains leave.

      He followed Cambridge onto the track. The power was off there as well. Dale felt uneasy. They walked towards the entrance of another tunnel. The moans of the undead echoed, though they were still out of sight.

      They stopped and pressed themselves against the wall. Cambridge made a series of hand gestures. Dale nodded, and they continued more slowly than they had before. Cambridge led the way and Dale kept a couple of metres behind him.

      The tunnel opened up a few metres ahead. The single track they had followed from the platform intersected with half a dozen others. There was a maintenance walkway along the side and a door hanging open. It looked tiny against the scale of everything else.

      There were too many zombies to count. A train full, Dale thought. He raised his pistol to shoot, but Cambridge put his hand on the barrel and pushed it down.

      Dale looked at him, and Cambridge shook his head. “Not yet,” he said. “Wait.”

      Dale squeezed the gun but didn’t fire. He watched the swirling mass of bodies moving around. Slowly coming towards him, but unaware he was there.

      They were getting footage for the people that studied these things and attempted to find patterns in the outbreaks. He hadn’t known that was part of their mission, but maybe Cambridge was using his initiative. It was rare to find a group this large in a contained space.

      Minutes passed. The zombies that had been coming towards them moved in other directions. They couldn’t see where they were going, but they were in no rush. Eventually, they would get out by luck.

      Dale turned to Cambridge. “Can we shoot them now?” he said.

      Cambridge nodded and raised his weapon. There was an audible click as they switched off the safety mechanisms.

      “On three,” Cambridge said.

      Dale nodded.

      Cambridge nodded his head; one, two, three.

      He squeezed the trigger and the machine-gun burst to life. The noise was deafening, and each shot put out so much light that he had to switch the night vision off to avoid being blinded.

      The first dozen zombies fell to the ground before the rest had even turned to see what was happening. Their eyes looked like dark holes as they continued coming towards him.

      Dale fired until his gun clicked dry. Then he pulled his second gun up and emptied that one as well. Cambridge did the same. He emptied half of his third gun before the zombies stopped coming.

      He switched back to night vision and looked down. The track was invisible beneath piles of corpses. He turned towards Cambridge.

      “Time for the cleanup crew?” Dale said.

      But Cambridge didn’t look at him and after a moment, Dale turned to see what he was looking at. The tunnel ahead of them was dark, but there was something moving. He watched as more zombies poured out of it towards them.

      There were thousands of them. Too many to count. They moved like water, rushing to fill every available space.

      Dale stepped back.

      “Stand your ground,” Cambridge said.

      “I’m out of ammo,” Dale said.

      “You heard me, Dale.”

      Dale looked along the tunnel towards the train that was out of sight, but still there. He turned back to the zombies who were moving towards them, more quickly than seemed possible. Those at the front had already reached the first of the dropped bodies.

      “There’s too many of them,” Dale said.

      “You have your orders, soldier,” Cambridge said. He hadn’t turned away. He pointed ahead.

      “We need reinforcements,” Dale said. What he thought they needed was a bomb. “They’ll kill us.”

      Cambridge didn’t bother to reply. He fired his gun, took out three zombies with neat head shots.

      Dale watched him for a moment and then decided that two soldiers who were almost out of ammo had no chance. He turned away and ran.

      Cambridge’s gun clicked dry before Dale was out of the tunnel. He turned and watched the zombies pull Cambridge to the ground while more kept coming. His sacrifice hadn’t slowed them at all.

      Ahead of him, the train was still there. The zombies would go for it, and it wasn’t strong enough to protect the people inside. They had nowhere else to go. Even if they got the doors open, the tunnel wasn’t wide enough to climb through.

      Dale glanced behind again. The zombies were still coming.

      The people on the train banged the glass. Dale made a split second decision (there wasn’t time for anything else now). He changed course and ran towards the train.

      The back door was just far enough out of the tunnel to open. He hit the emergency release button, knowing that not everyone would have time to get out and that the zombies would get in. Most of the people inside would die, but they would have died, anyway. At least this way, some of them had a chance.

      People climbed out, but Dale was already running towards the exit. The zombies getting closer as if the sheer number of them was pushing the rest forward more quickly.

      He ran through the dark tunnels. The people he had released from the train following, but when he turned around, he couldn’t distinguish them from the zombies. People were screaming. He carried on running.

      When he got to the escalator, he tried his radio. He pressed the button on the earpiece, but there was no static crackle. He spoke anyway:

      “There’s more than we thought. Hundreds… maybe thousands. I’m coming out. Request immediate backup and evacuation of all civilians.”

      He didn’t know if they heard him.

      Dale reached at the top of the escalator and heard the banging of feet behind him. He didn’t turn around. The group of people who had been there when they’d entered were still there now. He turned towards the exit, but the shutters were down.

      “Everybody back,” he shouted.

      “Where’s the other one?” somebody said.

      “Get back!” Dale shouted. He raised his almost empty gun, and they did as he said. If someone didn’t open the doors soon, he wouldn’t be able to save them, but at least he could keep them alive for a little longer.

      The first people reached the top of the escalators. Dale turned towards them as he continued to move other people out of the way. They had blood and bite marks. Torn clothes the proof of a struggle. The first ones hadn’t turned yet, but it was just a matter of time.

      He lifted his gun again. This time pointed at the people he had released from the train. He moved his aim from one to another and they stopped at the top of the stairs. More people arrived behind them and then the first of the zombies.

      Dale wouldn’t shoot people while they were still people, but everyone was terminal. You didn’t survive a bite. They were going to turn as surely as the sun would rise. His finger hovered over the trigger, but he couldn’t do it. Yet.

      There was noise everywhere. Frantic and disoriented, he swept his gaze across the room, his weapon wavering from one face to another. Amidst the chaos and carnage, he struggled to tell the infected from the blood-splattered survivors.

      Something tugged at his arm. He turned around with his finger poised to pull the trigger and aimed at the face of a teenage girl. Her eyes bulged. She looked terrified. Dale realized that even with a thousand zombies climbing the stairs, at least some of that terror was for the man with the big gun.

      She looked as if she might cry. A moment too late, he lowered the gun.

      “Stand back,” he said.

      “My… my brother…”

      Dale turned away from her. The first victims from the train had turned. Their eyes had become glassy and black. He raised his gun again as they started coming towards him.

      A child screamed.

      Dale turned towards the sound as he felt something grab his arm. Assuming it was the girl again, he tried to shrug her off. Whatever it was, wouldn’t let go.

      He saw the child. A little boy standing at the far escalator. A wet puddle at his feet.

      Dale winced as pain shot up his arm. He turned and found himself face to face with a zombie - one of the newly turned ones. Experience had shown him that the freshly turned zombies were remarkably resilient, almost on a par with living humans in their ability to endure damage. He struck it in the head with the butt of his gun. The blow was forceful enough to stun it, but not enough to kill it outright.

      He ignored the pain in his arm and ran towards the boy. Swept him up moments before an elderly woman with half of her neck missing tried to grab him. Dale had encountered child zombies before and had no wish to put a bullet in another toddler’s head.

      Even though the boy was small, Dale's arm hurt as if he had been stabbed. He held the boy close as he made his way to the exit. Everyone else could fend for themselves or go to hell. He only had a few bullets left, and he didn’t intend to die at Oxford Circus.

      The metal shutter clanged as he hit it. On the other side, there were more people than he remembered. They weren’t zombies, but he thought for a moment they might be.

      “Open up!” he shouted. He banged on the shutter and the whole thing shook. The boy tried to wriggle out of his arms and for a moment Dale considered letting him go.

      Other people joined him. They rattled the shutters and shouted to the people outside. The zombies continued moving towards them, adding each person they met to their number.

      Dale saw vehicles that looked like ambulances. Men and women in white lab coats were walking around. No one was looking at the station.

      People behind him were screaming. Zombies were moaning as they kept coming forwards. More coming up the stairs and filling the space. People were falling down and being crushed.

      A middle-aged woman in a burgundy business suit vanished. He turned and watched her being dragged under the feet of the people gathered behind her. The man in the cycling top came forward to take her place. One after another, like zombies themselves.

      “Your arm,” the boy said.

      Dale ignored the boy. Tried to ignore the dizzy sensation that was coming over him.

      He turned away from the shutter. Whoever was in charge outside seemed content to leave them to die. He shifted the boy to his other arm. A jolt of pain as he moved the limb. He fought the wave of sickness but failed to stop it and vomited down the front of a woman’s blouse. He wiped his mouth on the back of his sleeve and turned to address the people.

      “Listen up,” he shouted.

      No one seemed to hear him.

      He fired into the ceiling. Brick rubble and plaster came down on them like snow. Still, nobody looked at him.

      “What are you doing?” the boy shouted.

      Dale moved away from the exit. The people crowding around him gave way to let him through.

      “Getting you out of here,” Dale said.

      He knew there were other exits. Other soldiers guarding them in case the zombies found their way there. His plan was to convince them to let him and the boy out. He thought it would work.

      Before he’d made it to the other side of the crowd, which was now an even mixture of zombies and humans, he heard the mechanical whine of the shutters opening. Some people were shouting and others screaming. The zombies surged forward with all of them.

      Dale turned. The boy went limp in his arms. For a moment, he thought he was carrying another corpse. He held his gun like a club and pushed people out of the way. His will to live greater than his desire not to hurt innocent people. He wasn’t even sure there were any innocent people left. They were all time bombs that might turn into zombies at any moment.

      Over the heads of other people, he saw soldiers on the street. Their guns raised and aimed at the people coming out. Everything seemed to slow down. Dale saw the fingers on triggers, the slight tilt of the head that said they were listening to something on their headsets. Waiting for orders. Open fire. Civilians are expendable.

      He put his hand in the air and waved his gun. Arms grabbed at him. He felt himself being pulled down by the crowd. If the zombies didn’t get him, then they would trample him to death.

      “Hold your fire,” he shouted. The moaning zombies drowned out his voice. “Hold your fire!”

      Dale pushed forward. The boy in his arms moving again, trying to get free. He was calling a girl’s name, his sister perhaps. Dale ignored him.

      He pulled free of the grabbing hands and pushed himself to the front of the crowd. The boy saw the guns aimed at them and buried his head in Dale’s shoulder. Dale stopped.

      “Don’t shoot,” he said.

      The guns didn’t waver.

      Around him, other people came forwards. He wanted to tell them to stay back, but they wouldn’t get far enough away to be safe from the machine guns.

      Dale waited for the soldiers to receive the kill order.

      The soldiers’ heads snapped upright. Dale waited. He tried to turn the boy away, even though he knew it wouldn’t protect him. At this range, the bullets would go straight through him and into the child.

      The silence felt heavy. This was the last thing he would ever experience. His arm throbbed, and he wondered if it was for the best. It would be impossible for the army to tell who were the infected and who wasn’t. By the time they had run tests, it would be too late. He knew it was the sensible decision and didn’t hold a grudge against the person who made it.

      “Stand aside,” shouted the soldier.

      Dale opened his eyes. No one fired.

      “Move aside, Pope,” the soldier in the middle said.

      Dale didn’t move. The boy tugged on his unhurt arm.

      “Now Pope, now!” the soldier said.

      Dale nodded. He moved away. Others followed.

      He carried the boy away from the station. There were more people in the street. There were white vans and a helicopter.

      A hand touched his arm. Dale turned and saw a red-headed woman in her fifties wearing a black coat.

      “Mr. Pope?” she said. Her voice was calm.

      Dale nodded.

      “May I?” she said. She nodded towards the boy, and Dale handed him over. She put him on the ground. “Can you wait here for me, sweetheart?” she said to the child. “There will be someone along to help you soon.”

      The boy nodded.

      She turned back to Dale. “Follow me please,” she said. “There isn’t much time.”

      Dale was used to following orders, even if his superior officers claimed he wasn’t very good at it. He was glad not to have to think. He nodded and followed the red-headed woman away from the station.

      There was a white van with its back doors open. It might have been an ambulance, but there were no markings to suggest it was. The woman told him to get into the back and Dale obliged.

      A man with shaved black hair sat in the back. He stood up.

      “Onto the bed please, Mr. Pope,” she said. She closed the door behind him and the engine started.

      Dale looked at her. She smiled sweetly.

      “There’s nothing to worry about,” she said.

      He climbed onto the bed. The man pulled the leather straps over him and fastened them. Dale looked at the woman.

      “It’s for your own protection,” she said. “We don’t want you having an accident on the way.”

      “Where are we going?” Dale said.

      The man picked up a small metal tray, and the woman turned to pick up something else.

      “You’ll find out soon enough,” she said. “Until then, there’s no need to concern yourself.”

      She was holding a syringe filled with colorless liquid. She came towards him. He didn’t move.

      “Something for the pain,” she said.

      Dale nodded. The needle went into his arm and the edges of his vision clouded. His body vibrated as the van moved.

      During the journey, he woke only once. A loud explosion still echoing, the ground shaking. He turned and saw the lady. Before he could ask her what had happened, he was asleep again.
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      Dale woke to the sound of beeping. He was laying down and couldn’t move or open his eyes. His body felt heavy and weak. His mouth was dry. He hadn’t dreamed, but now he saw the boy looking at him, an expression of terror on his face.

      Why did you leave me? The boy said.

      Dale tried to answer. He hadn’t felt bad about it. But why had he left the boy to go off with a woman who hadn’t even identified herself?

      He tried to turn away from the child, but everywhere Dale looked, he saw his face. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to.”

      “Are you with us, Mr. Pope?”

      He opened his eyes. Everything was out of focus. He stared at a white ceiling.

      “I’m over here Mr. Pope.”

      Dale turned. He saw the redheaded woman standing in front of a door. Next to that, there was a long window that occupied the rest of the wall. He could see a corridor and more windows outside. Two old men in lab coats walked past.

      She closed the door and locked it. She walked around the room and he watched her. The other walls were white. She sat down in a chair at the end of the bed.

      Dale tried to sit up, but he didn’t have the strength. He watched her past the end of his feet.

      “How does your arm feel?” the woman said.

      Dale moved his arm. He looked and saw that the bite mark had healed. He turned back to the woman. “How long have I been here?” he said.

      The woman smiled. “Don’t you want to know why you aren’t a zombie?” she said. “Or do you already know?”

      “Know what?” Dale said. The beeping sound became quicker.

      “All in good time, Mr. Pope,” she said. He saw she had a clipboard on her lap. She glanced down at it.

      The beeping sound slowed.

      “First, my name is Dr. Beck,” she said. “But you can call me Velma.”

      Dale nodded. The movement made him dizzy.

      Velma stood up. She held out her hand, and Dale raised his enough to shake it. “Good,” she said. “Very good.” She turned around and picked up her clipboard. She wrote something on it that Dale couldn’t see. “You’re making remarkable progress Dale… may I call you Dale?”

      Dale shrugged.

      She put the clipboard back down on the chair and stood by him so he could see her clearly. “How are you feeling?” She took a small torch out of her coat pocket and leaned over him. She shined it into his eyes, one after the other, and he couldn’t raise his hands to stop her.

      “What’s going on?” Dale said. “Where am I?”

      “All in good time, Dale,” Velma said. She retrieved her clipboard from the chair and wrote something on it. “Please answer my question.”

      “Question?” Dale said. He couldn’t remember her asking a question.

      “How are you feeling?” Velma said.

      “Tired,” Dale said.

      “That’s to be expected.” She scribbled a note, then put the clipboard down. She came back to stand beside him, and Dale braced himself for whatever she was going to do next. Velma just stood there. “You have some questions, I’m sure,” she said. “But let me tell you what I can first and then anything you aren’t clear about, we can go over. How does that sound?”

      Dale nodded.

      “Here, let me make you more comfortable.”

      There was a mechanical whir and Dale felt himself being moved forwards. The bed adjusted itself and forced him into a sitting position. Velma smiled at him and then returned to her seat.

      “Now Dale, you are at a research facility run by the army. The Combined Army and Scientific Research Institute. CASRI. I should tell you we still consider you a soldier at this point and under direct orders to assist us in whatever way we need. Do you understand?”

      Dale nodded. He had never heard of CASRI.

      “Good, now then, onto business. You remember the Battle of Oxford Circus?”

      “It already has a name?” he said.

      Velma nodded, but didn’t smile. “Its been a month since the battle Dale. It was necessary to keep you sedated. There have been some changes since you were last awake.”

      “What sort of changes?” Dale said.

      She looked down at her clipboard, but he didn’t think she had the answer there. “We underestimated the potency of the virus,” she said. “We assumed that direct contact with the infected was required. In fact, the virus is blood borne and is remarkably resilient. It remains contagious for weeks.”

      “What are you saying?” Dale said. He felt as if he was sinking into the bed.

      “The zombies have overwhelmed us,” Velma said. “We are one of very few secure institutes left.”

      Dale felt numb.

      “They’re everywhere Dale,” Velma said. She shook her head. “The army can’t cope. If we don’t do something soon, there will be no one left.”

      Dale thought of the little boy and wondered if he had survived. He shouldn’t have left him. He should have made sure the child got to safety. When he looked up again, Velma was watching him.

      “One of them bit me,” Dale said.

      Velma nodded.

      “But I’m not…”

      Velma shook her head.

      “Why?”

      She smiled. “That’s what we need to find out,” she said. “We’ve been doing some tests.”

      “What sort of tests?” Dale said. The beeping became quicker. He wanted to stand up, but the weight of his own body prevented him.

      “There have been some interesting results,” Velma said, as if she hadn’t heard.

      “What sort of tests?” Dale repeated. “What have you found out?”

      “We’re really very lucky to have found you,” Velma said.

      Dale leaned forwards. The beeping was now so quick that it was almost constant.

      “It was common practice to examine soldiers who had been bitten. We learned a lot in a short amount of time. We didn’t expect you to be any different.”

      Velma stood again and walked towards him. She put a hand on his chest. It was only gentle, but enough to push him back down. “Please try to stay calm,” she said. “I will tell you everything you need to know.”

      Dale didn’t have the strength to fight. He leaned back down and waited for his head to stop spinning and the beeping to return to normal. When he opened his eyes again, Velma was standing by the door, holding her clipboard.

      “I think that’s enough for today,” she said. “We don’t want to overtire you.” She unlocked the door and opened it.

      “Wait,” Dale said.

      Velma stopped with the door open and turned back towards him. She said nothing.

      “The boy I was carrying,” he said. “Is he… did he…” He couldn’t bring himself to say it.

      Velma smiled conciliatorily. “I’m afraid you were the only survivor, Dale.”

      He fell back onto the bed and closed his eyes. He heard the door close and lock, but fell unconscious again before he could think about what she had said.
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      Dale recognized the man from the van. He was tall and dark-skinned. His head was neatly shaved. He said his name was Bradley and that he was there to look after Dale.

      Dale didn’t know how much time had passed since Velma had left the room. He was awake again, but he could no longer trust his senses. A little of his strength had returned, but he hadn’t stood up yet. The beeping sound had stopped, but he didn’t think he was dead.

      Bradley was sitting in a chair at the far end of the room. The lights were bright in the room and dark in the corridor. The window reflected them both.

      “Have you worked here long?” Dale said. Bradley had barely said more than his name since Dale had woken and found him sitting in the room.

      “Two months,” Bradley said.

      Dale nodded. “Family?”

      “A wife and two,” Bradley said. “A boy and a girl.”

      “They here as well?”

      Bradley nodded. It felt like talking to a brick wall, but Dale was desperate for news about the world. What had happened in the month he’d spent asleep? How much had changed? Dale wondered how many people were still alive.

      “They look after you?” Dale said.

      “We’d be dead if we weren’t here,” Bradley said.

      “What’s it like out there?” Dale said.

      The door opened before Bradley could answer. They both turned and saw Velma walk in. An old man in a
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

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

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

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

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