Basel Grotesk ®

Basel Grotesk

About Basel Grotesk

Conceived of to have a dual program,
Basel is an innovative typeface
designed by Chi-Long Trieu composed
of two variants: Grotesk and Classic.
Rooted in modernist typography, Basel
Grotesk reinterprets key elements

of this aesthetic with a new dynamism.
With the same skeleton and weight
gradation, Basel Classic presents
characters with decisively contrasting
stroke modulations.

Each variant works perfectly individ-
ually or combined, and offers spirited
and contemporary characters with a
foundational versatility adapted to meet
modern needs. Both worldly and refined,
Basel was initiated in 2013 and grew
from a string of usages in various fields,
from publishing to fashion. From the
steadiness of Basel Grotesk to the ele-
gance of Basel Classic, the program
offers an exhaustive tool completed
by a wide range of alternate options
conceived to fulfill any graphic design-
ers’ requirements.

-> Second release in 2023
- Released in 2021

Designed by Chi-Long Trieu

Chi-Long Trieu grew up in Fribourg,
Switzerland. He now lives in Lausanne
and often works with international design
studios. Trieu graduated with a bachelor’s
degree in visual communication from

the Ecole cantonale d'art de Lausanne
(ECAL). With experience at Maximage,
Bureau Mirko Borsche, Gavillet & Cie, and
Optimo, Trieu is an accomplished type
and graphic designer. In 2016, with his
brother Chi-Binh, he co-founded his own
studio, Office for Typography, based in
Switzerland and in Japan, through which
he works on graphic design and type
design projects. Trieu has been teach-
ing at ECAL since 2014 and since 2015, he
has been a lecturer at EPFL+ECAL Lab.
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Basel Grotesk Bold/Italic

110 pt

Aa Aa

Basel Grotesk Black/Itali

110 pt
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Basel Grotesk Super/Ital
110 pt

- Aa Aa

Basel Grotesk Family
18 Styles

Basel Grotesk Hairline

Basel Grotesk Hairline [talic
Basel Grotesk Thin

Basel Grotesk Thin ltalic
Basel Grotesk Light

Basel Grotesk Light [talic
Basel Grotesk Regular

Basel Grotesk [talic

Basel Grotesk Book

Basel Grotesk Book Italic
Basel Grotesk Medium
Basel Grotesk Medium Italic
Basel Grotesk Bold

Basel Grotesk Bold Italic
Basel Grotesk Black

Basel Grotesk Black Italic
Basel Grotesk Super
Basel Grotesk Super Italic
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Character Map

Uppercase

Lowercase

Small Capitals

Standard Punctuation

Symbols

Standard Ligatures

Proportional Lining figures

Oldstyle figures

Slashed Zero

Mathematical Symbols

Currencies

Fractions

Numerators

Denominators

Superscript/Superiors

Subscript/Inferiors

Ordinals

Arrows

Accented Uppercases

Accented Lowercases

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
abcdefghijkimnopqgrstuvwxyz
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Language Support

Afrikaans, Albanian, Asu, Basque,

Bemba, Bena, Breton, Bosnian, Catalan,

Chiga, Colognian, Cornish, Croatian
[Latin], Czech, Danish, Dutch, Embu,
English, Esperanto, Estonian, Faroese,

Filipino, Fijian, Finnish, Flemish, French,

Friulian, Frisian, Galician, Ganda,
German,Gusii, Greenlandic, Hawaiian,
Hungarian, Icelandic, Inari Sami,
Indonesian, Irish, Italian, Jola-Fonyi,
Kabuverdianu, Kalaallisut, Kalenjin,

Kamba, Kikuyu, Kinyardawanda, Latin,

Latvian, Lithuanian, Lower Sorbian, Luo,

Luxembourgish, Luyia, Machame,
Makhuwa-Meetto, Makonde, Malagasy,
Malay, Maltese, Manx, Maori, Meru,
Morisyen, Moldavian, North Ndebele,
Nothern Sami, Norwegian Bokmal,
Norwegian Nynorsk, Nyankole, Oromo,
Portuguese, Polish, Quechua,

Provencal, Rhaeto-Romanic, Romanian,
Romansh, Romany, Rombo, Rundi, Rwa,

Samburu, Sango, Sangu, Sami [Inari],
Sami [Luli], Sdmi [Northern], Sami
[Southern], Samoan, Scottish Gaelic,
Sena, Serbian [Latin], Spanish,
Shambala, Shona, Slovak, Slovenian,
Soga, Somali, Swahili, Swedish, Swiss
German, Taita, Teso, Tagalog, Turkish,
Upper Sorbian, Uzbek, Volapuk,
Vietnamese, Vunjo, Walser, Wallon,
Welsh, Western Frisian, Wolof, Zulu
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Character Map 5

Figures and Pu

Accented Small Capitals

nctuation in Small Capitals

Currencies in Small Capitals

Stylistic alternate a [ss01]

Stylistic alternate g [ss02]

Stylistic alternate | [ss03]

Stylistic alternate t [ss04]

Stylistic alternate u [ss05]

Stylistic alternate y [ss06]

Stylistic alternate G [ss07]

Stylistic alternate G [ss08]

Stylistic alternate | [ss09]

Stylistic alternate J [ss10]

Stylistic alternate R [ss11]

Rounded dots [ss12]

Circled figures [ss14]

Black circled figures [ss15]

Alternate symbols [ss16]

Small Proportional figures [ss18]

Small Tabular figures [ss19]
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Language Support

Afrikaans, Albanian, Asu, Basque,

Bemba, Bena, Breton, Bosnian, Catalan,

Chiga, Colognian, Cornish, Croatian
[Latin], Czech, Danish, Dutch, Embu,
English, Esperanto, Estonian, Faroese,

Filipino, Fijian, Finnish, Flemish, French,

Friulian, Frisian, Galician, Ganda,
German,Gusii, Greenlandic, Hawaiian,
Hungarian, Icelandic, Inari Sami,
Indonesian, Irish, Italian, Jola-Fonyi,
Kabuverdianu, Kalaallisut, Kalenjin,

Kamba, Kikuyu, Kinyardawanda, Latin,

Latvian, Lithuanian, Lower Sorbian, Luo,

Luxembourgish, Luyia, Machame,
Makhuwa-Meetto, Makonde, Malagasy,
Malay, Maltese, Manx, Maori, Meru,
Morisyen, Moldavian, North Ndebele,
Nothern Sami, Norwegian Bokmal,
Norwegian Nynorsk, Nyankole, Oromo,
Portuguese, Polish, Quechua,

Provencal, Rhaeto-Romanic, Romanian,
Romansh, Romany, Rombo, Rundi, Rwa,

Samburu, Sango, Sangu, Sami [Inari],
Sami [Luli], Sdmi [Northern], Sami
[Southern], Samoan, Scottish Gaelic,
Sena, Serbian [Latin], Spanish,
Shambala, Shona, Slovak, Slovenian,
Soga, Somali, Swahili, Swedish, Swiss
German, Taita, Teso, Tagalog, Turkish,
Upper Sorbian, Uzbek, Volapuk,
Vietnamese, Vunjo, Walser, Wallon,
Welsh, Western Frisian, Wolof, Zulu
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Optimo Latin Extended
Character Set

Adobe
- Adobe Latin-1

Apple Macintosh

-MacOS Roman (Standard Latin)
-MacOS Central European Latin
-MacOS Croatian

-MacOS Iceland

-MacOS Romanian

1SO 8859

- 8859-1 Latin-1 Western European
-8859-2 Latin-2 Central European
-8859-3 Latin-3 South European

- 8859-4 Latin-4 North European
-8859-9 Latin-5 Turkish

- 8859-13 Latin-7 Baltic Rim
-8859-15 Latin-9

- 8859-16 Latin-10 South-Eastern

Microsoft Windows

- MS Windows 1250 Central European Latin
- MS Windows 1252 Western (Standard Latin)
- MS Windows 1254 Turkish Latin

-MS Windows 1257 Baltic Latin

Encoded Glyphs
- Basic Latin
- Latin-1 Supplement

- MacOS Turkish European - Latin Extended-A
- Latin Extended-B
- Latin Extended Additional
OpenType Features OFF ON

ﬁ All Caps [cpsp]

v - Case Sensitive Forms [case]
CA

This function formats the text in upper-
case and adjusts spacing between all
capital letters. It also applies the ‘Case
Sensitive Forms' feature which replaces
certain characters with alternates that
are better suited for all capital text, espe-
cially related to punctuation.

All Capital

(278) «Optimo»

hi@xyz.ch

H@[\O[{}¢ 0w -——

HertM 72N

ALL CAPITAL

(278) «OPTIMO»
HI@XYZ.CH

H@|,O[1{}éioen-——-
HERT AN K

Tabular Lining Figures
[tnum-Inum]

Proportional Lining Figures
[pnum-Inum]

Tabular Oldstyle Figures
[tnum-Inum]

Proportional Oldstyle Figures
E [pnum-=Inum]

This typeface includes lining and oldstyle
figures available in tabular or propor-
tional spacing formats. Lining figures
have an invariable height comparatively
to oldstyle figures who have varying
ascenders, descenders and x-height.
For contexts in which numbers need

to line up such as columns or tables,

the tabular setting is perfectly adapted
as all numerals width is uniformized.
Proportional setting generates numerals
suitable for text; each number has an
appropriate width based on its shape.

HO0123456789
HO0123456789
HO0123456789
HO0123456789

H0123456789
HO0123456789
Ho123456789
Ho123456789

= Contextual Alternates [calt]

This feature adapts the position of a
glyph after its surrounding context.
For instance, a dash placed between
two uppercase letters or numbers
will be replaced by an uppercase ver-
sion of the dash, slightly higher. This
feature is usually active by default in
Adobe applications.

A-B-C—-D1-2

A-B-C—D1-2
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OFF

ON 7

ﬂ Standard Ligatures [ligal

Standard ligatures replaces a sequence
of characters with a single ligature glyph,
they are designed to improve kerning
and readability of certain letter pairs.

fifl

fifl

E Fractions [frac]

With this feature, any numbers separated
by a slash will automatically turn into

a fraction. To fit in fraction configuration,
numerals have been designed smaller
and their weights have been adjusted to
suit the typeface.

1/21/32/31/4
3/4.3/8 5/87/8

o V323 Vs
% 385 s

m Slashed Zero [zero]

Originally created to avoid the confu-
sion between the ‘0’ and the 'O’, this
feature substitutes all zeros in a selected
text by a slashed form of the zero.

Oo

Qo

Numerators [numr]
-

This feature substitutes glyphs with their
matching smaller alternates. The numer-
ators are the same glyphs that are used
to create fractions, their vertical position
remains within the capital letters height.
These glyphs are reduced in size and
designed slightly heavier to keep them
consistent with the rest of the font.

H0123456789+—=
Habcdeéfghijklmno
Hpqgrstuvwxyz.,()[]

H0123456789+—=
Habcdeéfghijklmno

Hpqrstuvwxyz.,()[]

Denominators [dnom]

This feature substitutes glyphs with their
matching smaller alternates and low
position glyphs. The denominators are the
same glyphs that are used to create
fractions, their vertical position remains
within the base line. These glyphs are
reduced in size and designed slightly
heavier to keep them consistent with the
rest of the font.

HO123456789+—=
Habcdeéfghijklmno
Hpqgrstuvwxyz.,()[]

Ho123456789+-=
Habcdezfghijkimno

Hpqrstuvwxyz.,()[]

E Superscript/Superiors [sups]

This feature substitutes glyphs with their
matching smaller alternates which are
set slightly above the height of the capi-
tal letters. These glyphs are reduced

in size and designed slightly heavier to
keep them consistent with the rest of
the font.

H0123456789+—=
Habcdeéfghijklmno
Hpqgrstuvwxyz.,()[]

H0123456789+—=
Habcdeéfghijklmno

Hpqrstuvwxyz.,()[]

Subscript/Inferiors [subs]

This feature substitutes glyphs with their
matching smaller alternates which are
set slightly below the baseline. These
glyphs are reduced in size and designed
slightly heavier to keep them consistent
with the rest of the font.

H0123456789+—=
Habcdeéfghijklmno
Hpgrstuvwxyz.,()[]

H0123456789+—=
Habcdeéfghijklmno

Hpqrstuvwxyz.,()[]
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OFF

ON 8

Ordinals [ordn]

This feature replaces any letter follow-

ing a numeral with its matching superior

letters. French language uses the ordi-
nal indicators such as ‘er’ for 1er premier,
while Spanish, Portuguese and ltalian
require the feminine and masculine ordi-
nals ‘a, ‘o’ for 1°, 1°. Ordinals are designed
to match the weight of the typeface.

2a 2o 1er

23 20 1er

E Small Caps [smcp]
m All Small Caps [c2sc]

This feature formats the text from lower-
case or uppercase to small caps. It
uses alternate characters for punctua-
tion which are lowered and adjusted

to small caps. Depending on the soft-
ware used, lowercase may be affected
only when a word starts with a capital.

Small Capital
ALL SMALL CAPS

abcdefghijklmnopqr
stuvwxyz 0123456789
-——(O03ie 7"\ &
$CEYE2PBRSWAB

SMALL CAPITAL
ALL SMALL CAPS

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQR
STUVWXYZ 0123456789
-——Q[1gie 24, A\ |1 &
$CEYESPBRsWAB

N Discretionary Ligatures [dlig]
—+

This feature activates discretionary
ligatures which are specific to the
typeface. It applies all other designed
ligatures that are not classified as
standard ligatures.

-> <=

> <

: Stylistic Set 1 [ss01]
Fll  Alternate a
1

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

Stylistic Set 2 [ss02]
Alternate g

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

Stylistic Set 3 [ss03]
Alternate |

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

Stylistic Set 5 [ss05]
Alternate u

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

Stylistic Set 6 [ss06]
Alternate y

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).
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Stylistic Set 7 [ss07]
Alternate G

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

G GGGG
G GGGG

G GGGG
G GGGG

Stylistic Set 8 [ss08]
Alternate G

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

G GGGG
G GGGG

G GGGG
G GGGG

== Stylistic Set 9 [ss09]
Alternate |

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

N FAAN =
j-
N FnAE R
!l

I ITTTITII]I

FAA I =

== Stylistic Set 10 [ss10]
1|=| Alternate J

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

~

JJ
JJ

J]

~

J]

=y=4 Stylistic Set 11 [ss11]

I I Alternate R

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

7

RRRR
R RRR

R RRR
R RRR

== Stylistic Set 12 [ss12]
FE  Rounded dots
1z

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

AAAACEEEEGGGGG
GIIIIIKLLNOOOGOR
RSTUUUWYY
Zijaadataddcééeégygs
Tikl-l-In60dgrsttiuuiyy
WYYYYZ.:,i...jilg &2,
IIKLLNOOOGRRSTUUYU'W
YYZile2un,

AAAACEEEEGGGGG
GlilTIIKL:LNOOOGOR
RSTOUUWYY
Tikl-[lIn6ooarstiiuuiuy
WYYYYZ.:,;...jilg & 2?77+,
IIKLLNOQOGRRSTUUYW
VYZ“(.;?"“”,,,

== Stylistic Set 14 [ss14]
E Circled figures

== Stylistic Set 15 [ss15]
Black circled figures

This feature replaces glyph(s) with sty-
listic alternate(s). Basel Grotesk includes
figures which are enclosed into an
outlined circle and/or enclosed into a
filled circle.

HO0123456789
HO0123456789

HOO@®®GE®O®®
plol11203145161718 1o/
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OFF

ON 10

Stylistic Set 16 [ss16]
E Alternate symbols

This feature replaces glyph(s) with
stylistic alternate(s).

O®®

©®®

Stylistic Set 17 [ss17]
Lowercase math symbols

This feature activates alternate lowercase
positioning of mathematical symbols.

4-7x8
up+down

4-7x8
up+down

H+tx+—=x#<>-100

Small Proportional Figures
[ss18]

Small Tabular Figures
[ss19]

Basel Grotesk includes a third set of fig-
ures, Small Proportional figures, which
are shorter than Proportional Figures,
and can be beautiful mixed with text.
Tabular small figures are all of equal
width. They are only needed when the
figures must all line up from one line

to the next, as in a table.

HO0123456789
HO0123456789

HO0123456789
H0123456789

Stylistic Set 20 [ss20]
Multiply sign

This feature substitutes the letter “x”
into the multiplication sign.

32x50 cm

32x50 cm
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1

Basel Grotesk Hairline

60 pt

he carwas 3
DOXY late modadel
—Ord sedan

Basel Grotesk Hairline

36 pt

he car was a boxy late
Model Ford sedan, white
over black, Innocuous bor-
dering on invisiodle, and very
fast, It had been a sheriff's

Basel Grotesk Hairline

24 pt

Ihe carwas a boxy late model Ford se-
dan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast, It had
oeen a sheriff's venicle originally bought
af an auction in lennessee, and further
modified for speed, Perry and | listened
fo the big engine Idle, checked the dual

Basel Grotesk Hairline

14 pt

The carwas a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocu-
ous bordering on invisible, and very fast, It had been a sheriff's vehi-
cle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified
for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the
dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road
since high school, "You like the car?" Perry asked. "It's all right)" | said,
my eyes ahead. 'l've never been much of a Ford man." Perry shifted
in his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll
do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north
from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among
other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale
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Basel Grotesk Hairline
12 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous border-
ing on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at
an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to
the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one
of those on the road since high school. "You like the car?" Perry asked. 'It's all
right | said, my eyes ahead. 'I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry shifted
in his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do!" I spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow
Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flat-
lands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area
map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of
population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumber-

Basel Grotesk Hairline
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on
the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. "You like the car?" Perry
asked. "lt's all right," | sald, my eyes ahead. "I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry shifted in
his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do!" I spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay,
among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky
passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for densi-
ty of population, 1t lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No
one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there
were No more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale, Nothing hap-
pened really there. It was a small and ugly town, The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising

Basel Grotesk Hairline
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a
sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the

big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. "You
like the car?" Perry asked. "It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. 'I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry shifted in his
bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do!" I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thir-

ty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like
a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself col-
ored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one
who lived In it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make
lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city
had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New
York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and set-
tlement concentrically grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and circum-
stances and in its growth, which resembled a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would
come In one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six following months. I prayed for my dead dog, but I didn't
pray when Emily died. God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the early summer of my four-

Basel Grotesk Hairline
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally
ought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and

| listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had

not seen one of those on the road since high school. "You like the car?" Perry

asked. 'It's all right' | said, my eyes ahead. 'I've never been much of a Ford
man." Perry shifted in his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat

ing a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all

like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan.
In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was
out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were
no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale.
Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had

come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm

May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a de-

licious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor,
and seltlement concentrically grows around this point in increasingly wider
rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and circumstances and in its growth,
which resembled a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street,
Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was over and would stay
for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when
Emily died. God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In
the early summer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. |
was sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came toward me,
covered in a fing, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look. ‘Cement," he
said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for one, | don't even re-
member the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was able to date
the occasion with complete certainty because that afternoon | had been
sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry Boy, and we had guarreled,
because his new Christmas sled would not go as fast as my old one. Snow
was never heavy in our part of the world, but this Christmas it had been plen
tiful enough almost to cover the tallest spears of dried grass in Mountain

Side Park. The following day, my dog was dying. | brought her water and food
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Ihe car was a boxy late moadel Ford se-
dan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on Invisible, and very fast, It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought
at an auction in lennessee, and further
moditied for speed, Perry and | listened
fo the big engine idle, checked the dual

el Grotesk alrine lall The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocu-
ous bordering on invisible, and very fast, It had been a sheriff's vehi-
cle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modi-
fied for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked
the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the
road since high school, "You like the car?" Perry asked. 'It's all right," |
said, my eyes ahead. 'I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry
shifted in his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city
cruising, It'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty

miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the

bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous border-
Ing on Invisible, and very fast, It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at
an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to
the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one
of those on the road since high school. "You like the car?" Perry asked. "It's all
right” | said, my eyes ahead. 'I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry shifted
in his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." | spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow
Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flat-
lands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area
map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of
population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumber-
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on
the hood. I had not seen one of those on the road since high school, "You like the car?” Perry
asked. 'It's all right" | said, my eyes ahead. "I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in
his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay,
among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky
passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for densi-
ty of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No
one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there
were no more logs to make lumber, But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing hap-
pened really there. It was a small and ugly town, The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been
a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and 1 listened to the
big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. "You
like the car?" Perry asked. ‘It's all right" | said, my eyes ahead. 'I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry shifted in his
bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, itll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thir-

ty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like
a sithouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself col-
ored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one
who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make
lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city
had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New
York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace, All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and set-
tlerment concentrically grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cum-
stances and in its growth, which resembled a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street, Bad weather would
come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but |
didn't pray when Emily died, God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the early summer of my
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor

dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally

bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further mod ‘or speed. Perry and

to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had

not seen one of those on the road since high school. "You like the car?" Perry come in one day when the fall was over and would stay

asked. ‘It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. 'I've never been much of a Ford for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when

man." Perry shi in his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city Emily died. God would make an exception. He wo

cruising, it'll do." I spent my childhood in

Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles

north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-

er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a sithouette of a right v navigat

ing n ced formations, all said. It's not that | was being shy. It w

member the event, It's a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was able to date

In the old days, Riverdale was a lum g town. No one who i was the occasio 1 complete certainty because that aftel 11 had been

y lifel
no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. because his new Christmas sled would not go as fast as my old one. Snow

out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were sledding with long friend and enemy, Perry Boy, and we had quarreled,

t this Christrnas

Nothing happened really there, It was a small and ugly tc The city had was never heavy in our part of the world, £ it had been plen

come back to me in a dream. 9 up throug nquil sleep of a warm tiful enough almo. spears of dried grass in Mountain

May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a de- Side Park. The following day, my dog was dying. | brought her water and food

Version 1.005

© 1998-2023 Optimo Sarl www.optimo.ch



Basel Grotesk ® 15

Basel Grotesk Thin

1he carwas s
pboxy late mod-
el Ford sedan,

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, iInnocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very
fast. [t had been a sheritf's

The carwas a boxy late model Ford se-
dan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought
at an auction in Tennessee, and further
modified for speed. Perry and | listened
fo the big engine idle, checked the dual

ool GrotesicThin The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innoc-
uous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's ve-
hicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modi-
fied for speed. Perry and I listened to the big engine idle, checked
the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the
road since high school. “You like the car?" Perry asked. ‘It's all right,” |
said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry
shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thir-
ty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the
bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of

Version 1.005 © 1998-2023 Optimo Sarl www.optimo.ch



Basel Grotesk ®

16

Basel Grotesk Thin
12 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought
at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened
to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen
one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?" Perry asked. “It's
all right" | said, my eyes ahead. ‘I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry
shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll
do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long,
narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcrop-
pings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage;
on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow
for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on
the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?" Perry
asked. “It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. "I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry shifted in
his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the
bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a
rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for
density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town.
No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year
there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing
happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream.
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been
a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the
big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You
like the car?" Perry asked. “It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. 'I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry shifted in his
bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thir-
ty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands,
like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like it-
self colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town.
No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to
make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town.
The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and
busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a har-
bor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape
and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad
weather would come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my
dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died. God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the ear-
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and
| listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had
not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?" Perry
asked. “It's all right" | said, my eyes ahead. ‘I've never been much of a Ford
man." Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navi-
gating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations,

all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a
pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in

it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year
there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of
Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town, The
city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep

of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its

wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usu-
ally a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point in in-
creasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unigue in its shape and cir-cumstances
and in its growth, which resembled a thermometer. Riverdale had no cen-
ter, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was
over and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog,
but | didn't pray when Emily died. God would make an exception. He would
let her into Heaven. In the early summer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled
up outside our house. | was sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The
driver came toward me, covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a
ghostly look. “Cement," he said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—
well, for one, | don't even remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate,

a black hole. | was able to date the occasion with complete certainty be-
cause that afternoon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy,
Perry Boy, and we had quarreled, because his new Christmas sled would
not go as fast as my old one. Snow was never heavy in our part of the world,
but this Christmas it had been plentiful enough almost to cover the tallest

spears of dried grass in Mountain Side Park. The following day, my dog was
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The car was a boxy late model Ford se-
dan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast, It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought
at an auction in Tennessee, and further
modified for speed. Perry and | listened
fo the big engine idle, checked the dual

ool GrotesicThin falle The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innoc-
uous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's ve-
hicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modi-
fied for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked
the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the
road since high school. "You like the car?" Perry asked. ‘It's all right,”
| said, my eyes ahead. ‘I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry
shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thir-
ty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the
bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle original-

ly bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry
and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. |
had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?”
Perry asked. ‘It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. ‘I've never been much of a
Ford man." Perry shifted in his bucket, "You know something about cars? For
city cruising, it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating

a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself
colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old

Basel Grotesk Thin Italic
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on
the hood. I had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. 'It's all right" | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted

in his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my childhood

in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the
bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a
rocky passage, on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for
density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town.
No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year
there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing
happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream.
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been
a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the
big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. "You
like the car?" Perry asked. “It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. ‘I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his
bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do."| spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thir-
ty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands,
like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage, on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like it-
self colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town.
No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to
make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town.
The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and
busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a har-
bor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape
and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street, Bad
weather would come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my
dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died. God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the ear-
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous erie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of

bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle original-
ly bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry
and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. |
had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?”
Perry asked. "It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of

a Ford man." Perry shifted in his bucket, "You know something about cars?
For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thir-
ty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay,
among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right
whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced
formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like

a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one
who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then
one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have
heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly
town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tran-

quil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the rev-

activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this
point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-
cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a thermometer. Riverdale
had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when
the fall was over and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my
dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died. God would make an exception.
He would let her into Heaven. In the early summer of my fourteenth year

a lorry pulled up outside our house. | was sitting on the front step reread-
ing a comic. The driver came toward me, covered in a fine, pale dust, which
gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement,” he said. It's not that | was being shy.
It was just that—well, for one, | don't even remember the event. It's a blank: a
white slate, a black hole. | was able to date the occasion with complete cer-
tainty because that afternoon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend
and enemy, Perry Boy, and we had quarreled, because his new Christmas
sled would not go as fast as my old one. Snow was never heavy in our part
of the world, but this Christmas it had been plentiful enough almost to cov-

er the tallest spears of dried grass in Mountain Side Park. The following day,

Version 1.005

© 1998-2023 Optimo Sarl

www.optimo.ch



Basel Grotesk ®

19

Basel Grotesk Light
60 pt

The carwas a
boxy late mod-
el Ford sedan,

Basel Grotesk Light
36 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan,
white over black, innoc-
uous bordering on invis-
ible, and very fast. It had
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The car was a boxy late model Ford se-
dan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheritf's vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and
further modified for speed. Perry and |
istened to the big engine idle, checked
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, in-
nocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sher-
iff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those
on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's
all right,” I said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man." Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars?
For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New
Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island,
which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands,
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and
| listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had
not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man." Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat-
ing a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all

like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan.

Basel Grotesk Light
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and
further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops
on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry shift-

ed in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my child-
hood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale
navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself col-
ored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was
a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the
lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of
Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back

Basel Grotesk Light
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man." Perry
shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, out-
croppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-
faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days,
Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then
one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened re-
ally there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep
of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cit-
ies begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point in increasing-
ly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a thermome-
ter. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was over and would
stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died. God would make an ex-

Basel Grotesk Light
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like
the car?" Perry asked. ‘It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. ‘I've never been
much of a Ford man." Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-
ette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of popula-
tion, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering
town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by
the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you
may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was
a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising

up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy

New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities
begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrical-
ly grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique
in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a ther-
mometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would
come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six following
months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died. God
would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the early sum-
mer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. | was sit-
ting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came toward me, cov-
ered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement," he
said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for one, | don't even
remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was able to
date the occasion with complete certainty because that afternoon | had
been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry Boy, and we had
quarreled, because his new Christmas sled would not go as fast as my old
one. Snow was never Black in our part of the world, but this Christmas it

had been plentiful enough almost to cover the tallest spears of dried grass
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Basel Grotesk Light Italic

60 pt

The carwas a
boxy late mod-
el Ford sedan,

Basel Grotesk Light Italic

36 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been

Basel Grotesk Light Italic

24 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford se-
dan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and
further modified for speed. Perry and |
listened to the big engine idle, checked

Basel Grotesk Light Italic

14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, in-
nocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sher-
iff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those
on the road since high school. “*You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's
all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars?
For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New
Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island,
which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands,
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Basel Grotesk Light Italic
12 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and
[ listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had
not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat-
ing a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all

like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan.

Basel Grotesk Light Italic
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and
further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops
on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. ‘I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shift-

ed in his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my child-
hood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale
navigating a rocky passage, on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself col-
ored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was
a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the
lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of
Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back

Basel Grotesk Light Italic
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. ‘I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry
shifted in his bucket, "You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, out-
croppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-
faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days,
Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then
one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened re-
ally there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep
of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cit-
ies begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point in increasing-
ly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a thermome-
ter. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was over and would
stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died. God would make an ex-

Basel Grotesk Light Italic
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like
the car?" Perry asked. ‘It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been
much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-
ette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of popula-
tion, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering
town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by
the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you
may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was
a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising

up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy

New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities
begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrical-
ly grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique
in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a ther-
mometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would
come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six following
months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn’t pray when Emily died. God
would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the early sum-
mer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. | was sit-
ting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came toward me, cov-
ered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement,” he
said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for one, | don't even
remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was able to
date the occasion with complete certainty because that afternoon | had
been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry Boy, and we had
quarreled, because his new Christmas sled would not go as fast as my old
one. Snow was never Black in our part of the world, but this Christmas it

had been plentiful enough almost to cover the tallest spears of dried grass
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The carwas a
boxy late mod-
el Ford sedan,

Basel Grotesk Regular
36 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible,
and very fast. |t had

Basel Grotesk Regular
24 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford
sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast. It
had been a sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and
further modified for speed. Perry and |
listened to the big engine idle,

Basel Grotesk Regular
14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, in-
nocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sher-
iff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of
those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much
of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow
Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, out-
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Basel Grotesk Regular
12 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and
| listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had
not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat-
ing a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all

like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan.

Basel Grotesk Regular
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisi-
ble, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee,
and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual
scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the
car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.”
Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island,
which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right
whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like
itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days,
Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in
the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may nev-
er have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The

Basel Grotesk Regular
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since
high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other is-
lands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old
days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake.
Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing hap-
pened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the
tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of
peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point
in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled
a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was over
and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died. God would

Basel Grotesk Regular
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like
the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been
much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-
ette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of popula-
tion, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering
town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill
by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But
you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there.

It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream.

Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy

and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace.
All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement con-
centrically grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan
is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resem-
bled a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weath-
er would come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the
six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when
Emily died. God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven.
In the early summer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our
house. | was sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came
toward me, covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look.
“Cement," he said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for
one, | don't even remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black
hole. | was able to date the occasion with complete certainty because that
afternoon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry
Boy, and we had quarreled, because his new Christmas sled would not

go as fast as my old one. Snow was never Black in our part of the world,

but this Christmas it had been plentiful enough almost to cover the tall-
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The car was a
boxy late mod-
el Ford sedan,

Basel Grotesk Italic

36 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been

Basel Grotesk Italic

24 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford
sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast. It
had been a sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and
further modified for speed. Perry and |
listened to the big engine idle, checked

Basel Grotesk Italic

14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, in-
nocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sher-
iff’'s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of
those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much
of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow
Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, out-
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Basel Grotesk Italic
12 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and
| listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had
not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat-
ing a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all

like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan.

Basel Grotesk Italic
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisi-
ble, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee,
and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual
scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like

the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” |
spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of
a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all
like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days,
Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in
the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may nev-
er have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The

Basel Grotesk Italic
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since
high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other is-
lands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old
days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake.
Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing hap-
pened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the
tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of
peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point
in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled
a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was over
and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn’t pray when Emily died. God would

Basel Grotesk Italic
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like
the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been
much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do." | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-
ette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of popula-
tion, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering
town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by
the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you
may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was
a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up

through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy

New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities
begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically
grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in
its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a ther-
mometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would
come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six follow-
ing months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn’t pray when Emily died.
God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the ear-
ly summer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. | was
sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came toward me,
covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement,”
he said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for one, | don’t
even remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was
able to date the occasion with complete certainty because that after-
noon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry Boy,
and we had quarreled, because his new Christmas sled would not go as
fast as my old one. Snow was never Black in our part of the world, but this

Christmas it had been plentiful enough almost to cover the tallest spears
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The car was a
boxy late mod-
el Ford sedan,

Basel Grotesk Book
36 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been

Basel Grotesk Book
24 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford se-
dan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff’'s vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and
further modified for speed. Perry and |
listened to the big engine idle, checked

Basel Grotesk Book
14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, in-
nocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sher-
iff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those
on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's
all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about
cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings,
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and
| listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had
not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat-
ing a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all
like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan.

Basel Grotesk Book
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisi-
ble, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee,
and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual
scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the
car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.”
Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island,
which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right
whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like
itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days,
Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in
the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never
have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city

Basel Grotesk Book
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since
high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other is-
lands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old
days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake.
Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing hap-
pened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the
tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of
peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point
in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled
athermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was over
and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died. God would

Basel Grotesk Book
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like
the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right," | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been
much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-
ette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of popula-
tion, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering
town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by
the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you
may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was
a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up

through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy

New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities
begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically
grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in
its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a ther-
mometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would
come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six follow-
ing months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died.
God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the ear-
ly summer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. | was
sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came toward me,
covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement,”
he said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for one, | don't
even remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was
able to date the occasion with complete certainty because that after-
noon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry Boy,
and we had quarreled, because his new Christmas sled would not go as
fast as my old one. Snow was never Black in our part of the world, but this

Christmas it had been plentiful enough almost to cover the tallest spears
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The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been

The carwas a boxy late model Ford se-
dan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff’'s vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and
further modified for speed. Perry and |
listened to the big engine idle, checked

el Grotesk falle The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, in-
nocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sher-
iff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those
on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's
all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about
cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings,
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and
| listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had
not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat-
ing a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all
like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan.

Basel Grotesk Book Italic
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisi-
ble, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee,
and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual
scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the
car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.”
Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island,
which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right
whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like
itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days,
Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the
mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never
have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city

Basel Grotesk Book Italic
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since
high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other is-
lands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old
days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake.
Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing hap-
pened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the
tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of
peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point
in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled
a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was over
and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died. God would

Basel Grotesk Book Italic
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities

bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. I had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like
the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been
much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-
ette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of popula-
tion, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering
town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by
the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you
may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was
asmall and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up

through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy

begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically
grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in
its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a ther-
mometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would
come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six follow-
ing months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn’t pray when Emily died.
God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the ear-
ly summer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. | was
sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came toward me,
covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement,”
he said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for one, | don't
even remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was
able to date the occasion with complete certainty because that after-
noon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry Boy,
and we had quarreled, because his new Christmas sled would not go as
fast as my old one. Snow was never Black in our part of the world, but this

Christmas it had been plentiful enough almost to cover the tallest spears

Version 1.005

© 1998-2023 Optimo Sarl

www.optimo.ch



Basel Grotesk ®

31

Basel Grotesk Medium
60 pt

The car was a
boxy late mod-
el Ford sedan,

Basel Grotesk Medium
36 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been
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The car was a boxy late model Ford se-
dan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering oninvisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff’s vehicle originally

bought at an auctionin Tennessee, and
further modified for speed. Perry and |
listened tothe big engine idle,checked

Basel Grotesk Medium
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, in-
nocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sher-
iff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those
on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's
all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about
cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings,
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an auctionin Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and
| listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had
not seen one of those on the road since high school.“You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat-
ing a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all
like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan.

Basel Grotesk Medium
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisi-
ble, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee,
and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual
scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the
car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.”
Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” |
spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of
aright whale navigating arocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all
like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days,
Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in
the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never
have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city

Basel Grotesk Medium
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since
high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other is-
lands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of aright whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map,among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old
days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake.
Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing hap-
pened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the
tranquil sleep of awarm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of
peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point
in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resem-
bled athermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was
over and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn’t pray when Emily died. God

Basel Grotesk Medium
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous

bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like
the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been
much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something

about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,

New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-
ette of aright whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of popula-
tion, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering
town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by
the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you
may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was
a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up

through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy

New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cit-
ies begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concen-
trically grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is
unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resem-
bled athermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weath-
erwould come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six
following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily
died. God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the
early summer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house.
| was sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came to-
ward me, covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look.
“Cement,” he said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for
one, | don't even remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black
hole.lwas able to date the occasion with complete certainty because that
afternoon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry
Boy, and we had quarreled, because his new Christmas sled would not
go as fast as my old one. Snow was never Black in our part of the world,

but this Christmas it had been plentiful enough almost to cover the tall-
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The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been
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The carwas a boxy late model Ford se-
dan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and
further modified for speed. Perry and |
listened to the big engine idle, checked

Basel Grotesk Medium Italic

14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, in-
nocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sher-
iff’'s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those
on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's
all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about
cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings,
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The carwas a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally
bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and
I listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had
not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry
asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
er islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat-
ing a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all
like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan.

Basel Grotesk Medium Italic
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisi-
ble, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee,
and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual
scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the
car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.”
Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it’ll do.” |
spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of
aright whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all
like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days,
Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the
mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never
have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city

Basel Grotesk Medium lItalic
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since
high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other is-
lands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old
days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake.
Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing hap-
pened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the
tranquil sleep of awarm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of
peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point
inincreasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled
athermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was over
and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn’t pray when Emily died. God would

Basel Grotesk Medium Italic
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities

bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. I had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like
the car?”Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been
much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-

ette of a right whale navigating a rocky r ; on the area map, among

blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of popula-
tion, it lies like a smeltin a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering
town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by
the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you
may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was
asmall and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up

through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy

begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically
grows around this pointin increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in
its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a ther-
mometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would
come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six follow-
ing months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn’t pray when Emily died.
God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the ear-
ly summer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. | was
sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came toward me,
covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement,”
he said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for one, | don’t
even remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was
able to date the occasion with complete certainty because that after-
noon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry Boy,
and we had quarreled, because his new Christmas sled would not go as
fast as my old one. Snow was never Black in our part of the world, but this

Christmas it had been plentiful enough almost to cover the tallest spears

Version 1.005

© 1998-2023 Optimo Sarl

www.optimo.ch



Basel Grotesk ®

35

Basel Grotesk Bold
60 pt

The car was a
boxy late mod-
el Ford sedan,

Basel Grotesk Bold
36 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been

Basel Grotesk Bold
24 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford
sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast.
It had been a sheriff’s vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auctionin
Tennessee, and further modified for
speed. Perry and | listened to the big

Basel Grotesk Bold
14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, in-
nocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a
sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee,
and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big
engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not
seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the
car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've nev-
er been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You
know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from
long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like
the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been
much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-
ette of aright whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of popu-

Basel Grotesk Bold
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on in-
visible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in
Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never
been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars?
For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north
from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcrop-
pings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area
map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population,
it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who
lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were
no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing hap-

Basel Grotesk Bold
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It
had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry
and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road
since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of
a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my
childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay,
among otherislands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of aright whale navigating arocky passage; on the
area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt
in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws
in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of
Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream.
Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie leftin its
wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concen-
trically grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances
and in its growth, which resembled a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would
come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog,

Basel Grotesk Bold
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left

bordering oninvisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle origi-

nally boughtatan ionin T and further modified for speed.

Perry and | listened to the big

gine idle, checked the dual ps on
the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You
like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've nev-
er been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know
something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
flat-
lands, like a silhouette of a right whale igating arocky on

Island, which sits in the bay, g other islands, outcr

the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yel-
low for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days,
Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound
of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no
more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale.
Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city

had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep

in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of ac-
tivity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around
this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape
and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a thermome-
ter. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come
in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six follow-

ing months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn’t pray when Emily died.
God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the ear-
ly summer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. |
was sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came toward
me, covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look.
“Cement,” he said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for
one, | don’t even remember the event. It’s a blank: a white slate, a black

hole. | was able to date the ion with plete certainty b

that afternoon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend and ene-

my, Perry Boy, and we had quarreled, b his new Chri sled

would not go as fast as my old one. Snow was never Black in our part
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The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had been

Basel Grotesk Bold Italic
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The car was a boxy late model Ford
sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast.
It had been a sheriff’s vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in
Tennessee, and further modified for
speed. Perry and |l listened to the big

Basel Grotesk Bold Italic
14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, in-
nocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a
sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee,
and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big
engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. I had not
seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the
car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've nev-
er been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You
know something about cars? For city cruising, it’ll do.” | spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from
long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and |l listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. I had not seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like
the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been
much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale,
New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-
ette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of popu-

Basel Grotesk Bold Italic
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on in-
visible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in
Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and I listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. I had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been
much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For
city cruising, it’ll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from
long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings,
flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map,
among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies
like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it
was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more
logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened real-

Basel Grotesk Bold Italic
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It
had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry
and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road
since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of
a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my
childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay,
among otherislands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the
area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt
in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws
in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of
Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream.
Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its
wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concen-
trically grows around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances
and in its growth, which resembled a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would
come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but

Basel Grotesk Bold Italic
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocu- quil sleep of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the

ous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehi-

cle originally b tion in Te and further modified

ight atan

for speed. Perry and I listi d to the big engine idle, checked the dual

scoops on the hood. I had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes
ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket,
“You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my
childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, nar-

row Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, out-

cr il flatlands, like a silh: of aright whale navigating a rocky
passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself
colored yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In
the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was
out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there
were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard of
Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town.

The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tran-

reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a
point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows
around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its
shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a ther-
mometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would
come in one day when the fall was over and would stay for the six fol-
lowing months. | prayed for my dead dog, but I didn’t pray when Emily
died. God would make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the
early summer of my fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house.
I was sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came to-
ward me, covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look.
“Cement,” he said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well,
for one, | don’t even remember the event. It’s a blank: a white slate, a
black hole. | was able to date the occasion with complete certainty be-
cause that afternoon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend and en-
emy, Perry Boy, and we had quarreled, because his new Christmas sled

would not go as fast as my old one. Snow was never Black in our part
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The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan,
white over black, innoc-
uous bordering on in-
visible, and very fast. It
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The car was a boxy late model Ford
sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast.
It had been a sheriff’s vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auctionin
Tennessee, and further modified for
speed. Perry and | listened to the big

Basel Grotesk Black
14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black,
innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a
sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee,
and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big
engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not
seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the
car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've
never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket,
“You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” |
spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocu-

ous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehi-

cle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified
for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual
scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes
ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his buck-
et, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, nar-
row Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, out-
croppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky
passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like it-

Basel Grotesk Black
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on in-
visible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auctionin
Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've nev-

er been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about
cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty
miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other is-
lands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky pas-
sage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for
density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumber-
ing town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake.
Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard

Basel Grotesk Black
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast.
It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and |l listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those
on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've nev-
er been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising,
it'lldo.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island,
which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat-
ing arocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for den-
sity of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who
lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to
make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and
ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May eve-
ning in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin
as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point in increasingly
wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a ther-
mometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was

Basel Grotesk Black
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innoc-

uous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s ve-

v b T

hicle origi and further modi-

ght atan ionin
fied for speed. Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the
dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since
high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my
eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his
bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” |
spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from
long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other is-
lands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale nav-
igating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced for-
mations, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies
like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town.
No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill

by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber.
But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened real-

ly there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me

in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May eve-
ning in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a de-
licious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a
harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point inin-
creasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cum-

stances and in its growth, whichr bled a ther ter. Riverdale
had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day
when the fall was over and would stay for the six following months. |
prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't pray when Emily died. God would
make an exception. He would let her into Heaven. In the early summer
of my fourteenth year alorry pulled up outside our house. | was sitting
on the front step rereading a comic. The driver came toward me, cov-
ered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement,”
he said. It's not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for one,

1 don’t even remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black
hole. | was able to date the occasion with complete certainty be-
cause that afternoon | had been sledding with my lifelong friend and

enemy, Perry Boy, and we had quarreled, b his new Chri
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The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan,
white over black, innoc-
uous bordering on invis-
ible, and very fast. It had

Basel Grotesk Black Italic
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The car was a boxy late model Ford
sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very fast.
It had been a sheriff’s vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in
Tennessee, and further modified for
speed. Perry and | listened to the big

Basel Grotesk Black Italic

14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black,
innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a
sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee,
and further modified for speed. Perry and I listened to the big
engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not
seen one of those on the road since high school. “You like the
car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've
never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket,
“You know something about cars? For city cruising, it’ll do.” |
spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocu-

ous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehi-

cle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified
for speed. Perry and I listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual
scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes
ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his buck-
et, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it’ll do.” | spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, nar-
row Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, out-
croppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky
passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like it-

Basel Grotesk Black Italic
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on in-
visible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in
Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and I listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” I said, my eyes ahead. “I've nev-

er been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about
cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty
miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other is-
lands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky pas-
sage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for
density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumber-
ing town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake.
Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may never have heard

Basel Grotesk Black Italic
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast.
It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and I listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual ps on the hood. | had not seen one of those
on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've nev-
er been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising,
it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island,
which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigat-
ing a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for den-
sity of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one who
lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to
make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and
ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May eve-
ning in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a
point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point in increasingly wid-
errings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a thermom-
eter. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall was over and

Basel Grotesk Black Italic
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innoc-

uous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s ve-

v b, Te

and further modi-
idle, checked the

hicle origii

ght at an ionin

fied for speed. Perry and | listened to the big

Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May evening in the
noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense
of peace. All cities begin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and

t concentrically grows around this point in increasingly

dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since
high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my
eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his
bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” |
spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from

Ilong, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other is-

Iands, outcr il flatlands, like a silh of a right whale navi-
gating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced forma-
tions, all like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like
a smeltin a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No
one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the
lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you
may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It

was a small and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream.

wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and
Riverdale had no cen-

in its growth, which r bled a ther
ter, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall
was over and would stay for the six following months. I prayed for my
dead dog, but | didn’t pray when Emily died. God would make an ex-
ception. He would let her into Heaven. In the early summer of my four-
teenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. | was sitting on the
front step rereading a comic. The driver came toward me, coveredina
fine, pale dust, which gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement,” he said.
It’s not that | was being shy. It was just that—well, for one, | don’t even
remember the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was able

to date the ion with plete certainty b that afternoon

I had been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry Boy, and

we had quarreled, b his new Chri sled would not go as
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Basel Grotesk Super
60 pt

The carwas a
boxy late
model Ford

Basel Grotesk Super
36 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan,
white over black, innoc-
uous bordering on in-
visible, and very fast. It

Basel Grotesk Super
24 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford
sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very
fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle
originally bought at an auctionin
Tennessee, and further modified
for speed. Perry and | listened to

Basel Grotesk Super
14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black,
innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a
sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in
Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and I lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said,
my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry
shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For
city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New
Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
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Basel Grotesk Super
12 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocu-
ous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehi-
cle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified
for speed. Perry and l listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual
scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes
ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his buck-
et, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long,
narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands,
outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating
arocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all

Basel Grotesk Super
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering

on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auc-
tion in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big en-
gine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road
since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead.
“I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something
about cars? For city cruising, it’'ll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey,
thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among
other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a
rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored
yellow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale
was a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the
mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may

Basel Grotesk Super
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast.
It had been a sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and | listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those
on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've nev-
er been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruis-
ing, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of aright whale
navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow
for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one
who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs
to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small
and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May
evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities be-
gin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point inincreas-
ingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled
a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall

Basel Grotesk Super
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocu- come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep

ous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s ve-

hicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further mod-

of a warm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie

left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point

ified for speed. Perry and | listened to the big idle, checked

the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road

since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It's all right,” |
said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry
shifted in his buck “You know hing about cars? For city

cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thir-
ty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the
d i flatlands, like a silh

bay, g other isl.

of aright whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of
population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was
alumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big
saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs
to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing

happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had

of activity, lly a harbor, and ically grows
around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in
its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a
thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weath-
er would come in one day when the fall was over and would stay

for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn’t
pray when Emily died. God would make an exception. He would let
herinto H In the early of my fourteenth year alorry

pulled up outside our house. | was sitting on the front step reread-
ing a comic. The driver came toward me, covered in a fine, pale dust,
which gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement,” he said. It's not that

1 was being shy. It was just that—well, for one, | don't even remem-
ber the event. It's a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was able to
date the occasion with complete certainty because that afternoon|

had been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry Boy, and
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60 pt

The carwas a
boxy Ilate
model Ford

Basel Grotesk Super ltalic

36 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible,
and very fast. It had

Basel Grotesk Super ltalic

24 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford
sedan, white over black, innocuous
bordering on invisible, and very
fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle
originally bought at an auction in
Tennessee, and further modified for
speed. Perry and Il listened to the

Basel Grotesk Super Italic

14 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black,
innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a
sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in
Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and I lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the
hood. I had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said,
my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry
shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For
city cruising, it’ll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New
Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
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Basel Grotesk Super ltalic
12 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocu-
ous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehi-
cle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified
for speed. Perry and Il listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual
scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes
ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his buck-
et, “You know something about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent
my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long,
narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands,
outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating
arocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all

Basel Grotesk Super ltalic
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on in-
visible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in
Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry and I listened to the big engine idle,
checked the dual scoops on the hood. I had not seen one of those on the road since high
school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've nev-
er been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about
cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thir-

ty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among oth-
erislands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky
passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yel-
Iow for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was
a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill

by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But you may nev-

Basel Grotesk Super ltalic
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast.
It had been a sheriff’s vehicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and I listened to the big engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those
on the road since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” | said, my eyes ahead. “I've nev-
er been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city cruis-
ing, it’ll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan
Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right whale
navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow
for density of population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a lumbering town. No one
who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs
to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small
and ugly town. The city had come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep of a warm May
evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities be-
gin as a point of activity, usually a harbor, and settlement concentrically grows around this point in increas-
ingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled
a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weather would come in one day when the fall

Basel Grotesk Super Italic
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocu-
ous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had been a sheriff’s ve-

hicle originally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and further mod-

come back to me in a dream. Rising up through the tranquil sleep
of awarm May evening in the noisy and busy New York, the reverie

left in its wake a delicious sense of peace. All cities begin as a point

ified for speed. Perry and I listened to the big ine idle, checked
the dual scoops on the hood. | had not seen one of those on the road
since high school. “You like the car?” Perry asked. “It’s all right,” |
said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford man.” Perry
shifted in his bucket, “You know something about cars? For city
cruising, it'll do.” | spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey, thir-
ty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which sits in the

bay, g other isl: outcr

flatlands, like a silhouette
of a right whale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map, among
blank-faced formations, all like itself colored yellow for density of
population, it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was
a lumbering town. No one who lived in it was out of sound of the big
saws in the mill by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs
to make lumber. But you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing

happened really there. It was a small and ugly town. The city had

of activity, lly a harbor, and ([ ically grows

around this point in increasingly wider rings. Manhattan is unique in
its shape and cir-cumstances and in its growth, which resembled a
thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main Street. Bad weath-
erwould come in one day when the fall was over and would stay

for the six following months. | prayed for my dead dog, but | didn't
pray when Emily died. God would make an exception. He would let

herinto H In the early

of my fourteenth year a lorry
pulled up outside our house. | was sitting on the front step reread-
ing a comic. The driver came toward me, covered in a fine, pale dust,
which gave his face a ghostly look. “Cement,” he said. It's not that
Iwas being shy. It was just that—well, for one, | don’t even remem-
ber the event. It’s a blank: a white slate, a black hole. | was able to
date the occasion with complete certainty because that afternoon |

had been sledding with my lifelong friend and enemy, Perry Boy, and
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