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was twenty then. What the hell, 1 used to say, take your time, Bandunt.

You got ten years to write a book, so take it easy, get out and learn

aboutli,fl)e, walk the streets. That’s your trouble: your ignopanee of? l'Lfl)e.

Why, my god, man, do you realige you’ve never had any exPerience with
a woman? Oh yes 1 have, oh I've had l’alenty. Oh no you haven’t. You need a
woman, you need a bath, you need a good swifltl‘{ieﬂ, you need money. 'They say
it’s a dollar, they say tt’s two dollars in the swell Plaees, but down on the
PLaza it’s a dollar; swell, only you haven’t got a dollar, and another thing,
you coward, eyen LF you had a dollar you wouldn’t go, because you had a
chance to go once tn Denver and you didrn’t. No, you coward, you were afpaid,
and Hou’Pe still aFPa'Ld, and Hou’ve glad you haven’t gota dollar.

A,‘«‘paid of-‘ a woman! Ha, great writer this! How can he write about women,

when he’s never had a woman? Oh you lousy f’al‘ie, you phony, no wonder you

can’twrite! No wonder there wasn’t a woman tn e Ltle @oy Wed No

wonder it Wwasn’t a Love story, you fool, you dirty Little schoolboy. To write a

love story, [to learn about Li,Fe. money arrived tn the matl. Not a check From

the mighty Hackmuth, not an acceptance from Taez Arsanyic Monruey

or Tz SATURDAY €vening [2osT. Only ten dollars, only a For'tune. My

mother sent it: some dime insurance policies, Arturo, | had them taken up

]ﬁ'or thetr cash value, and this ts your share. But it was ten dollars; one man-

uscP'LIat or another, at least something had been sold.

Put tt tn your I.)oel’iet, Arturo. Wash your ]‘l)aee, comb your hatr, put some
stufF on to make you smell good while you stare into the murror Lool‘iing fov
grey hatrs; because you’r'e worried Arturo, Hou’re worrted, and that bvings
grey hair. But there was none, not a strand. Yeah, but what of that le)‘llt eye?
It Looked discolored. CapefuL, Arturo Bandint: don’t strain your eyesight,
remember what' hal'aloened to Tar*l‘iington, remember what hanl'aened to dames
aoyee. Not bad, standing in the muddle 0]“ the room, taLl‘ii,ng to Hackmuth’s
[aietur*e, not bad, Hackmuth, Hou’LL get a story out of this. How do 1 Look,
Hackmuth? Do you sometimes wonder, Herr Hackmuth, what I Look Like? Do
you sometimes say to 3oupsel,f&’, | wonder vF he’s handsome, that Bandint Fel—

Low, author OF that brilliant ~Z#le @;y WQ

| [slslels]elele]e|r]¥[e] |
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Once un Denver there was another
night Like thi,s, only | was not an
author tn Denver, but | Stood in a
room Ltlke this and made these PLans,
and tt was disastrous because all

the ttme tn that PLaee i thought about
the Beessep Virgin and ace shicle
2ectl correrrect and the hard-

Worl’{ing giPL $hoolk her head sadly
and had to giVe vt up, but that was a
Long tume ago and tonight vt will be
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I climbed out the window and scaled
the tncline to the top o{l’ Bunker Hrull.
A nigh‘t for' my nose, a feast‘ for my
nose, smeu,i,ng the stars, smeLLing
the FloWer, smeLLing the desert, and
the dust asLeeP, across the top of"
Bunker Hill. The eity sIoPead out Like
a Christmas tree, red and green and
blue. Hello, old houses, beautiFuL
hambuvgeps singing in cheaP cafes,
Bin 1 CrosBY singing too. She’ll
treat me genﬂy. Not those girﬁLs of?
my childhood, those gipls OF my boy—
hood, those giml,s o]‘l1 my uniVePsity
days. 'rl'\ey fvightened me, they were
di,ﬂ?(,dent, they Pef«’used me; but not
my Pnincess, because she will under-
stand. She, too, has been scorned. ¥
Bandint, WaLRing aLong, not tall but
solud, PROUD OF HIS musecsges,
S(illaa%lng HIS FIST TO REVESL
INn THE HARD DaLI%HT OF HIS
Biceps, absurdly Fear)[ess Bandt-
nt, ][l)eav'nng noth'Lng but the unknown
in a world of myst‘erious wonder.
Are the dead restored? The books say no,
the night shouts yes. I am twenty, I have
reached the age of reason, I am about to
wander the streets below, seeking a woman.
Is my soul already smirched, should I turn
back, does an angel watch over me, do
the prayers of my mother allay my fears,
do the prayers ofl’ my mother annoy me?
Ten dollars: vt will Pay the rent Fora
two and a hal,fl’ weeks, tt will buy
me three l’aairos of shoes, two Paiv
of pants, or one thousand postage
stamps to send matertal to the edui-

tors; indeed!
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But you haven’t any matertal, your talent is dubtous, your talent us I.)i,tQ:FuL,
you haven’t any talent, and stop Lyi,ng to youvsel{l’ day aFteP day because you
Know Jhe Lttle @% W is no good, and tt wtll aLWays be no good.
So you walk along Bunker Hill, and you shalle your ’?Lst at the sl‘{y, and 1
Rnow Whatyou’lﬂe thi,n]/{i,ng, Bandint. The tl'\oughts 0{7 your Fathep befove you,
lash across your back, hot f‘br’e in your sKull, that you are not to blame:
this is your thought, that you were born poor, son of miseried peasants,
driven because you were poor, fled from your Colorado town because you

were poor, rambling the gutters of Los Angeles because you are poor, hoping

to write a book to getr"nel'\, because those who hated you back there tn Colora-

do will not hate you if you write a book. You are a coward, Bandint, a traitor

to your soul, a fleeble Liar beflore your weeping Christ: This is why you write,

thus ts Why it would be better (,F you died.

Yes, it’s true: but | have seen houses in Bel-Atr with cool lawns and
green swimming IoooLs. I have wanted women whose very shoes are worth all |
have ever Possessed. I have seen gol,fi) clubs on Sixth Street vn the Slual,ding
window that make me hungvy }ustto gPiP them. | have gPieVed for' a neckitie
Like a holy man for' indulgences. | have admired hats in Robinson’s the way
erities gasp at mi,ehel,angelo.

I took the steps down Angels Flight to Hill Street: a hundred and forty
steps, with tight fists, frightened off no man, but scared off the Third Street
Tunnel, scared to walk thr'ough it—eLaustPoIahob'La. Scared OF l'\'Lgh IaLaees
too, and of blood, and of carthquakes;
otherwise, q,ui,te {l’eartLess, exeelating death, exeept the {l’earo P seream
in a crowd, excel.)tthe fealﬂ o)q aIaI.)endicitis, exXeept the Feav of heart trouble,
even that, siﬁ:ing tn his room hoLding the clock and Ppessing his j,ugulav
vetn, counting out his heart-beats, listening to the wetrd purr and whirr OF

his stomach. Otherwise, qui,te FZARLESS.

\#\nz H ne
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Here 1S AN IDEA WITH MONeY: THESE
STZPS, THL CITY BZLOW, THEZ STARS
WITHIR THROWING DISTANEZ: BOY|
mMeeTS GIRS IDEA, GOOD STTUp, Blg
money ID£A. GIRL £IVES IN THAT
GREY APARTMENT HOUSEZ, BOY IS
A wanperRer. Bory—aeg’s me. gmn’s
HUNGRY. Ricu PASADSIIA GIRE HATES
money. DesiBeRrATELY LEFT PASADS—
nA MILLIONS ’CAUSE OF £NNUIL, WEA-
RINESS WITH money. BeauriFus gIRL,
gORgTous. gnsﬁ'r STORY; PATHO-
£LOgICAS CONFLIeT. IRL WITH MOney|
pHOBIA: Freupian seTup. Anorucr
GUY £OVES HEIR, RICH GUY. Pm PpooRr.
! meer rivas. Bear €iim 70 DeATH
WITH CAUSTIC WIT AND ALSO LICK
HIM WITH FISTS. GIRe IMPRESSLD,
FALeS FOR me. OFFERS me missions.
! marry #izR on conpirion sHe'os)
STAY POOR. Agnaas. Bur enping
HAPPY: GIRL TRICKS M WITH HUgE
TRUST FUND DAY W& GZT IMARRIZD.
Pm INDIGNANT BUT 1 FORGIVE HER
‘eause | sove Hen. goon IDEA, BUT
SOMETHING MISSING: Colleer i STORY,

Aswk 7He DusT By dosn Fanre

Yearest ﬁZotheP, thanks ]‘?OP the ten
dollar brull. my agent announces the
sale o’q another éfor*y, thus tume to

a 91”@&17 magaz}ine n f,ODDOD, but tt
seems they do not Pay unttl Publiea—
tion, and so your Little sum will come
n handy or vartous odds and ends.
| went to the buPLescTue show. | had
the best seat Posé‘LbLe, a dollar and
ten cents, Pight under a ¢horus o]q
Foraty ]qrayed bottoms: vez7ze %W 2ll
ajjfbéeefe well be rrecree: | will own a
yaéht and we wtll go on South Sea
Crutses. On warm after*noons they

e on the sun deék.

But mune will be beautuful women,

wull dance fior

seleétrons firom the ecream of so&ety,
ruyals ]Qora the} ys

ofi my Stateroom.

/M” 772¢e, thes cr
WW) méwe/w 2 77Cc2-
Ser7e, these szw'ztﬂﬁcy&/)
%GJWM &';f&\/\/\/\/\/\/\/:).

| lelelolalslala] | ]
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hore Tl Lorntars come oy rlidh-
y lhe 2 satzre sreehe amed the
irag fect, Gola Lsitorn lasbiiscr,
ithering and losting my bocly,
@red where she 22 Wﬂ%, 77?/1/
e and S hated the dirty lor-
brecrr sriree aroccrecd 272e, y
theer Share a%’ 2 S fa/(/ that be-
ZJWKZL see. Y f"? Mamma sold the
Po]iei,es things must be tough ]aor'
the Old Man and I shouldn’t be here.
When | was a kid Iaictupes o]e fola
fl.intons used to come my way, and |
used to get so imloatient with the
slow erawl of time and boyhood,
Longing FOF this Very moment, and
here | am, and I have not changed
nor have the fola fLintons, but i
{l‘ashioned myseLF rich and | am poor-
Main Street after the show, midnight:
neon tubes and a Li,ght )ﬁ'og, honlfiy tonks
and all ni,ght Pictupe houses. Secondhand
stores and Filipino dance halls, cocktatls
15¢, continuous entertainment, but | had
seen them all, so many times, spent so
much Colorado money in them. It left me
loneLy like a tlr\irasty man hoLding a cup,
and | walked toward the IMexican Quarter
with a feeling of sickness without pain.
Here was the Church of Our Ladq,
very old, the adobe bLaoJl‘iened with

age. For sentimental reasons I will

go instde. For sentimental reasons

onl,y.

T

I have not read Lenin, but 1 have
heard him ({uoted, PeLigion vs the
oPium of' the IaeoIaLe. Tal,l‘ii,ng to my-
sel{l’ on the church steps: yeah the
oPLum of the PeoPLe myseLF, I am
an atheist: | have read J%be atrets-

Christ and 1 Pegapd it as a eaPLtaL
Iaieee of’ work. 1 belteve in the trans-
valuation o]‘l1 values, Sir. The Church
must go, tt ts the haven of the boobo-
iste, o{? boobs and bounders and all
bvummagem mountebanks. ¥ 1 PuLLed
the huge door open and tt gave a
Little ery Like Weeloi,ng. Above the al-
tar sIauttePed the blood-red eternal
Light, ilLuminaﬁ,ng in ertmson shad-
ow the ({uiet of almost two thousand
years. It was like death, but I could
remember sePeaming in)‘l)ants at baP—
tism too. | Knelt. This was habit, this
l/{neel,i,ng. | sat down. Better to Kneel,
for? the slr\aPl'a bite at the Knees was
a distraction fvom the aWFuL (Tuiet.
A prayer. Sure, one prayer: ]ﬁ’or sen-

tiumental reasons.

Ask 7He DusT By dosuin Fanre
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ADHII%H‘]‘Y gop, I Am sorny | Aam
NOW AN ATHZIST, BUT HAVE YOU READ
Nierzscue? AH, suecH A Boor! Agp-
MIGHTY %OD, I wiss [PLAY FAIR IN THIS.
I wige manke You s pROpOSITION. INMare
A GREAT WRITER OUT OF Mg, AND I wise
ReTURN 70 THe CHURCH. AnND prease,
DZAR 90D, one MORE FAVOR: MARKE
INY MOTHER HAPPY. | bOR’T eaARE ABOUT
Tz OeD MAan; ae’s GOT HIS WINE AND
HIS HEALTH, BUT MY MOTHEZR WORRIES
so. Amen. J I Qlosed the Weeloi,ng
door and $tood on the él'elos, the fog
Like a huge whtte antmal evepywhepe,
the PLaZ’a Ltke our courthouse badk
home, snowbound tn whtte $tlence. But
all sounds traveled swifit and sure

thpough the heaviness, and the sound
I heard was the

Ask 7He DusT By doan FanTe
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A giPL aIaPeaPed. She wore an old
green coat, her Faee molded in a
green seaPF tied under the éhin. On
the $tairs $tood Bandint.

“m, W)”
she satd, smiling, as though Bandint
were her husband, or her lover. Then
she came to the f‘bpgf &eP and looRed
up at him.

({%/u) @beoct z‘t) W? Wd/nt
e ta shozy ydeWQ”
Bold lover, bold and brazgen Bandint.

({M)” he satd.

o tharh. 7ot tawzgét e
He hurried away, Leaving her looR-
ing a{l‘tev him, §Ioeal‘ii,ng words he Lost
in ]‘l’light. He walked haLF a bloé¢k. He
was Ial,eased. At least she had asked
him. At least she had idenﬁ,’?{,ed him
as a man. He whistled a tune -Fr*om

$heer Pleasure. Man ABouT Town
HAS UNIVERSASL SOCIBSRISIIGS.
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Noted writer tells of night with
woman of’ the $treets. Arturo Bandu-
ni,, fl’amous in,ter, reveals exPeFi—
ence with fos Angeles Ppoéfi,tute.
Crities acélatm book aneéf written.
Bandint (being interviewed PFiOF to
del'aar'tuve {l’orﬁ Sweden): “IMy abvies
TO ALY Young WRITZRS IS qul'r{: sSIim-
pee- ! wouep eaurion THem nevenr
7O EVADE A NEW Siﬂpsﬂlsncﬁ. iWOuI‘,D
URgE THZM TO £IVE £IFE IN THE
RAW, TO GRAPPLEL WITH IT BRAVELY,
TO ATTACK IT WITH NAKED FISTS.”
puelaovterz “IMr. Bandint, how dud you
come to write this book whi¢h won
you the Nobel Award?” Bandintu:
“THe BOOK IS BASED ON A TRUL exepe-
RIZNCE WHICH HAI&I&SHSD TO e one
nigHT In Los Angeees. Every WORD
OF THAT BOOK IS TRUZ. i LIVED THAT
BOOK, i zxpeRIZNELD 1712” €nough.
I saw it all. I turned and walked baék
toward the ¢huréh. The fog was tm-
[)enetvable. The 8'LPL was gone.

—

2
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I walked on: Iaephalos I could cateh up with her. At the corner | saw her again.
She stood tall‘iing to a tall IMextcan. 'They walked, crossed the street and
entered the Ialaza. i FoLLoWed. my god, a Mextcan! Women like that should
draw the color line. I hated him, the SPiel‘i, the gveaserﬁ. 'They walked under
the banana trees in the IaLaza, thetr ]‘l‘eet echoing in the fog. I heard the Mex-
tean Laugh. Then the girl Laughed. 'rhey crossed the street and walked down
an aLLey that was the entrance to Chinatown. The oriental neon signs made
the fog Pinl’{ish. At a Pooming house next door to a choP suey restaurant they
turned and climbed the stairs. fAcross the street uPstaiPs a dance was tn
progress. Along the little street on both stdes yellow cabs were IaaPl‘{ed.
I leaned against the front fender of the cab in front of the rooming house
and waited. I lit a cigaret and waited. Until hell freezes over, I will wait.
Until &od strikes me dead, [ will wait. A half hour passed. There were sounds
on the stePs. The door oPened. The Mextean aI.)PeaPed. He stood tn the Fog, Lut
a eigaret, and yawned. Then he smiled absently, shrugged, and walked away,
the Fog sWoolaing upon him. %o ahead and smile. You stinlﬁing gpeaser—-what
have you got to smile about? You come -FPom a bashed and a busted race, and
just because you went to the room with one o"l’ our white girls, you smile. Do
you think you would have had a chance, had I accelated on the church stePs?
A moment later the steps sounded to the slick of her heels, and the givl
steloloed into the ]Qog. The same gi,r'L, the same green coat, the same sear']‘?. She
saw me and smiled.
“Hello, honey. Wanna have a good time?” £asy now, Bandini.
“Oh,” 1 satd. “Maybe. And maybe not. Whateha got?”
“Come up and see, honey.” Stop sniggering, Arturo. Be suave.
“I might come up,” I said. “And then, | might not.”

“Aw honey, come on.” The thin bones of her face, the odor of sour wine from
her mouth, the awful hypocrisy of| her sweetness, the hunger for money in
her eyes. Bandini speaking:
“What’s the price these days?” She|took my arm, pulled me toward the door,
but gently.
“You come on up, honey. We’ll talk about it up there.”

“Pm PeaLLH not very hot,” satd Bandint. «—i just came Fr*om a wild Imapty.”

L] ol o] |||



7 4 @ ]GuLL O]Q
grace, Waufﬁ,ng up the
Stairs, / cese ¢ go~O
thrao]élgh with tt. I've
got To GET OUT of vt..

. , N A | e
vC| U0 |U|U | U U
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The halls smelLing 0](1’ cockroaches, a yeu,ow' Light at the eeiLing, Hou’lﬂe too
aesthetic FOP all this, the girl holding my arm, there’s something wrong with
you, Arturo Bandint, Hou’re a misanthraoloe, your whole L'l,fl’e ts doomed to cel-
tbacy, you should have been a Pr'iest, Father O’Leary talking that after'noon,
teLLi,ng us the joys of dental, and my own mother’s money too, Oh mavy con-
cetved without sin, Pray ;FOF us who have recourse to thee—until we gotto the
top of the stairs and walked down a dusty dark hall to a room at the end,
where she turned out the Li,ght and we were instde.

A room smaller than mine, carpetless, without pictures, a bed, a table, a

wash-stand. She took oﬂ? her coat. There was a blue Print dress underneath.

She was baPe-Legged. She took othhe scarf. She was not a real blonde. Black

hair grew at the roots. Her nose was crooked slightly. Bandini on the bed,

put himsel{i’ there with an air of casualness, Like a man who Knew how to sit

on a bed. Bandinu:

“Flrce /2,&4@ yeee yazt fere”

My &od i gotto get out of here, this is terrible.

The givl sat bestde me, put her arms around me, Pushed her breasts
agai,nst me, Kissed me, FLecl‘ied my teeth with a cold tongue. 1 }',umIoed to my
{!’eet. Oh think fast, my mind, dear mind of mine please get me out of this and

tt will never hanIaen again. From now on I will return to my Church. Begin-
ning thus day my li,fl’e shall run like sweet water.

smell Lilaes in Conneeﬁ,eut‘, no doubt, l’)e{l’ore I die, and see the clean white

small reticent churches of" my Houth, the pasture bars I broke to run away.
“fLook,” 1 satd. “l want to talk to you.”

She crossed her legs.
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S 2 Wr&t&r » z/Jd&Z

“e/ yaﬂ%e/ﬁmy W&d[/’m 2
bock.”

«e/ Koreers ym were 2 Wﬁa't’m« ? she
raed. “Qr 2 beerereces: 0y 7% of

“ )ma/y)rdi%v See. /Maymmx[
ll Wt%a e a&?y S ke yece.
Socct S want to talh to you, forst.”
Jéed‘dt‘% e%ﬁ/))m’t yeee erey r7ec7e~

ey honey?”

Wloney—bho. Hnd S pulled it sect,

.id‘ﬂzddmmadc%]m blls.

oo 2720~~~ ~O.
“W/édt Lo 7&{& &Mfep»
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vreret VJlarnrrne sils é7 the were-
bect there's merecy, therels W@J

W.

" to absolye me,
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She took the money and éliPIaed ttunder the IaiLLow. She was grate{!’uL and her
smile was di,ﬂ}eraent now. The writer wanted to talk. How were conditions
these days? How did she LiKe this Rind o{!1 Li:Fe? Oh, come on honey, let’s not
talk, let’s get down to business. o, | want to talk to you, this ts imPovtant,
new book, material. I do this oﬁten. How did you ever get into this raéket.
Oh honey, Chrissakes, you going to a$k me that too? But money is no ob}e&,
I tell you. But my time ts valuable, honey. Then here’s a couPLe more buélis.
That makes {!‘Lve, my God, FLV@ budéks and ’'m not out of!1 here yet, how I hate
you, you Fblthy. But Hou’ve 8leaner than me because 3ou’Ve got no mind to
sell, }u&that poor {l’Le§h.

She was overwhelmed, she would do anyﬂ'\ing. I could have it any way
I wanted ity and she tried to I.)ull me to her, but no, let’s watt awhile. I tell you
I want to talk to you, I tell you money s no oloj,e&, here’s three more, that
malkes ei,ght dollars, but it doesn’t matter. You }ué-f Ree[a that eight buéks and
buy youvself somethi,ng ntce.
And then | snapped my fingers like a man remembering something, some-
thing important, an engagement.
“Say!” 1 said. “That reminds me. What time s it?”
Hor &hin was atmy nedk, Stroking it. “Don’t you worry about the time, honey.
You can §tay all night.”
A man of importance, ah yes, now [ remembered, my publisher, he was get-
ting in tonight by plane. Out at Burbank, away out in Burbank. Have to grab
a cab and taxt out there, have to hurry.

%oodbye, goodbye, you l’ieelo that eight buéks, you buy youraself some-

thing nice, goodbye, goodbye, Punning down the $tairs, running away, the

welcome fog in the doopWay below, you Kee[a that eight buéks, oh sweet’ Fog
I see you and P'm eoming, you élean aur, you Wondev{!’uL world, 'm eoming to
you, goodbye, Heu,ing up the $taurs, UL see you again, you Ree[a that ei,ght
dollars and buy your'sel,]‘l’ something ntce.

aight dollars Pouving out of!‘ my eyes, Oh Jesus Kill me dead and éh'LP
my body home, Kill me dead and maKke me die like a pagan Fool wtth no Ioraiest

LT lelstEl )]
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[17991?, DETAIL

In 1996/97 our company was designing the disPLays FOP a hustorteal
museum tn a small town tn southvvestgeramany using the newLy intro-
duced IMrs €aves tyIaeFaces. The suloi,ects reached back to Prehistoraic
and Celtic times, up ‘L‘hrough the Muddle Ages, nalaol,eoni,e times, the
Industrial age, World War II, and ended in the mid-1970s. As the mate-
rial tricKled in, we started work on the f‘uﬂst tol:)'Le, “AJlaria Shereria
w2rnd Facrer e%a/yzﬁ //a% Wﬂa/&ﬁa’z)” using tyPefaces aPPPoPPiately
Peﬂecting those times. Other sub}',ects wncluded the buraning of here-
ties tn the Muddle Ages and the local deveLoPment oF National Soctal-
ism, where we learned that this Palﬂﬁ,eular town also housed one of" the
163 sub—camps o]q the Dachau concentration camp, and was a stte where
Parts FOP the v2-missiles were assembled. J These sub}ects aroused
sertous discusstons at our offitce about Fuptherw use of the chosen ]ﬁ’onts.
For instance, could the tyPeFace we Piel‘ied be constdered an inal'almrao—
Ppiate chotce? Should we matntain tts humantustie Fovms while dealing
with historteal ]Qaets describing such inhuman acts? Should we change
the tylaefl’aee FPOII’I topie to toIJ'Le, or would the ehange o]q Fonts within
the collection be 'LntePI)Peted as a 9Palohic gimmick? 9 We FLnalLy
dectded to alol'aly the IMrs aves fl’onts throughout the entire collection,
as the extensive use of small caps FOP Proper nouns and ttalies ]q’ora
Guotes created a sort ofl’ Llexteal style Ppoviding some distance between
Forﬁm and content. § These discussions about the mean’tng and intrica-
ctes o’q tylaeﬁace design Wwere on my mind when | came across the hand-
Writing on a map of’ a battle that had taken Plaee at Ostrach in south-
west %ermany n 1799. 'T’hough ),%400 men died on that day OF March
the 245%, this “meeting” between the Habsburg Coalition and France was
only a {l’ootnote in war camloaigns that lasted From 1792 through 1805.

PBlopelecree weletse cror ey M‘ﬂ?:o s AT L .., . %fwé,
,@(’4 .@A'riﬂbfrz, (.1!’!:1"!% '/;Z;J .} ﬁ{iﬁ}(!/ﬁj-;m[f/;e/mt eénm-.
/er;" iy vj.’r( J@Zzéyﬁrrwd&} apeletre ror clbrre cférz/ar

orend M.ﬁ*/l?e/rﬂw_,/{ ceemed Felrirt: rﬂe%f;f — atly
terect 7—7r. ﬁéz-‘;‘pzb(fyé‘;‘fewq{{ey , eerere rreile AG, Cro.

Jg'

What struck me, t‘hough, was how the eLegan’U handWP'Lting on the map,
common f’op its time, stood in stark contrast to the hor*rai,f‘bc content.
From a Formal Point ofl’ view, i was imPPessed by the imPePfeetions of’
the handwpiﬁ,ng, which were intensi{‘ced by a Pough Iahotocoloy ci,uality,
as we did not have access to the original map. It was this Photoeopy
that became the source ofl’ 'LnsIm'LPaﬁ,on ﬁol’ the design of) Dalliance. ¥

1 Pr‘e]‘?err‘ed thus poor (iuaL'LtH PePPoduct'Lon over the more common
Perﬁeeted handlel‘tering art of those times, because it allowed more
fpeedom as an insPiPationeL source—a better stapting Point FOP devel-

oloing one’s own tdeas than a well def‘bned existing let‘tering samPLe.

“COHS']"RIIC']"IH%” CURVES

near'[y Four‘ years él][h:er1 diseoVeP'Lng the source, i f‘nnally Found the
time to eomlalete the design of) Dalliance, which took me )qr)om the sum-
mer 0](.’ 2000 to Februar'y 2004. The process o{l’ detecting the conerete
lettepf'orms was quite evoLutionePH, stapting with the construction

of a monoline to describe the baste fl’orm and using this to create the

destred mintmum stroke Weight, then adding the heavier parts.

The outline sketehes (#harrre £re blece) served as bael/{gr‘ound Layer’s
to aIaPPox'Lmate and reveal the f‘bnal shaIaes. Sometimes the f‘unal
character shimmered somewhere between these muLtiIaLe outline
structures. This digital method o]‘l’ inVenting/Pef‘Lning the curves and
character PPoPortions by the ovePLaPPing of di,gitat sRetehes worKed
well as a substitute Fov real paper sketches, which were never created

during the process of designing Dalliance.

Once the baste character shal:)es were determined, the letters were
fbne—tuned by aPPLying diﬂl’epent styListic ideas, mal‘iing some Fovms

more modern or unusual eompared to the OP.LgindL source:
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compsaRison
Roman &

Jw'%l;

%8 IBOIII']"S

Sargyat &
dtr Diggaliny,
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Roman
Smass Caps,

36 IoOIn']‘S

When the design o]‘? Dalliance Serilat was well undePWay, the c{,uestion
was ratsed whether a roman comPanion could be created tn order to
turn Dalltance into a f'uu,y f’unctionaL tyl'aef!’aee f’amiLy.'The attempt to
combine a roman and scPiPt seemed adventurous at ’?LPS‘U, but the font
deVeLoI.)ed (}u.Lte easily and hapmoniously from the ser‘i,f)t model. To
malke the roman a more Legib],e tylaef]aee, some scr‘iI.)t forams could not
be tPans,eemﬁed dimeetly (such as m, n and most of the upper case let-
ters), but many characters could be drawn quite eLosely to the ttalie

model, yieLding a coml'avehensive Look and distinet character.

aAc2 ee

RAIEL |22

Since the fonts were oPtimized For Legibiﬁ,ty at small siges, a serilat

vartant For disPLay siges became necessary. £er=ger= siges are oFL'en set
tighter', but due to the eonneeting Links between seri,lat characters, this
cannot be achieved by tpaelﬁing. To resolye this, the connectors in the
chi[at DisIoLay have been adjusted. ScPiPt PleguLaP and SePiPt Display

share the same PPoPorﬁ,ons and can be mixed.

Tere, exl

To ofFer‘ a means fl‘ov emPhas'Lz.Lng text, such as distinguishi,ng prop-

£R nAmes, the small caps were designed Fvom the roman eaP'LtaL
Letters. Numerals, brackets and some sPeetaL characters were also

ol'at"nmi,zed f'or alignment with the small caps.
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SIBSLQIAL CHARACTERS & FZATURES

ﬁ&m«m
sete

sRatin
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ARE SHIIDIDBD
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FONTS:
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To enhance the vitality and individuality o{l’ both the ScPiI.)L‘ and Roman,
many common and some uncommon ligatures are Provided, as well as

alternate characters:

et Sfpcbial.

ﬂggan &Z,@
Qmm e,

{l@atiné) {hu e«

To Furithera individualize the ,‘l'ont, and -For use on sIaeeiaL occasions,
the w%a'dzw-ed and zy’;ade&'am tnclude decorative vartants 0{1’ charae-
ters and heLP,‘l’ul symbols:

TEE 722 &C &) 7 &2
%9 Op 8 stnd3g

For a broad sPeetPum of? numeral aIaPli,caﬁ,ons, there are {iive sets of

numerals tn Dalliance Seri,l.)t and six sets tn Dalltance Roman:

ﬂining old Style Tabular Sulael’iop inf«’eriov Small CaPs

A288E6 4546 m?

Tabular numerals = Linlnng SuPelﬂioP and in-FePioP numerals

monosPaced numbers {!’on custom f‘lﬂacﬁ/ons or Footnotes

SIB{:QIAD CHARACTERS & FZATURES

VI

Addtitional math symbols can be f‘ound n the J;-m {l’onts.'rheir
vertical Position s adj,usted FOP use with lining and tabular numer-

als. The dotted line can also be set 'FOP maPl‘ﬁng -FLLL—-;,I] SI.)aees:

D=~Ft~X—FF00OY

XICOXMY. ge....®

The additional Hecerirher f'ont* ofFePs a complementary source fi’or'
enPiching texts with ornaments, FLOW@PS, braces and lines. The le{ft‘—-

and Pigh‘l?—-hand elements can be easily set itn vartous combinations.
Most of‘ these characters can be connected to any Dalliance SePiI\)‘L‘

character stavting or ending with a link:
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M\/\/\/\/\/\()
Ww
0 3 &4 8 o33 1 s
— 2 .

* Created with insloir*aﬁ,on f’r'om the 1956 DoveR release “Hand-
book o,‘l’ 3&1*]9 AdVePtising Art, TyPogPaPhieaL Volume”. The {ﬂ.oral
ornaments are based quon the sPeeimens O’F WA% neRrIiscH

Buc#pRruckenrer y ulm, germany 1765——1777, PePPinted tn 1982.
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