Editor®

Fditor

About Editor

Celebrating the glorious industrial past
of the Swiss typewriter brand Hermes,
Editor is inspired by a typeface called
Techno, which was available on Hermes’
portable typewriter, Media.

Media was the successor of the
famous model Hermes Baby. Practical
and cheap—an early laptop in some
ways—Media became one of the most
popular choices among journalists
and reporters in Europe and in the USA.
In 2001, following his purchase of a
typewriter model dating back to 1968 at
a flea market in Lausanne, Philippe
Desarzens embarked on a type design
project that would become Editor.

Its slightly rounded ends lend a certain
softness while its fixed-width heritage
and squarish look give a certain authori-
tativeness and effectiveness to the proj-
ect. Some of Editor’s letters have been
adjusted proportionally for increased leg-
ibility. Desarzens initially created the
typeface in one weight for Birds at
Airports, a 2003 self-published project,
after he finished his studies. Following
the release of that publication, expanded
the Editor family and the typeface was
launched in 2005.

- Released in 2005

Designed by Philippe Desarzens

Originally from Lausanne, Philippe
Desarzens is an independent graphic
designer based in Zirich since 2001.

He studied at the Ecole cantonale d‘art
de Lausanne (ECAL). Desarzens designs
typefaces and produces different print-
based works including posters, books,
and catalogues for various projects

and clients. He previously worked as an
art director for various Swiss magazines.
Since 2007, Desarzens has regularly
taught at the Lucerne School for Graphic
Design and at the F+F School of Art

and Design in Zirich. He has also run
several workshops and lectured interna-
tionally. In 2013, he founded Side Issues,
an independent imprint dedicated to
the publication of projects in the fields of
art, science, and design, a project which
has brought him to attend several book
fairs in San Francisco, Paris, and London.
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Editor Regular/Italic
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Editor Bold/Italic
109 pt
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Editor Family
6 Styles

Editor Light

Editor Light Italic
Editor Regular
Editor Regular Italic
Editor Bold

Editor Bold Italic
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Editor®

Character Map

Uppercase

Lowercase

Standard Punctuation

Symbols

Standard Ligatures

Proportional Lining Figures

Mathematical Symbols

Currencies

Fractions

Ordinals

Accented Uppercases

Accented Lowercases

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
abcdefghijklmnopgrstuvwxyz
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+—tXx+=zzd > 2"°°~A|JJ’Q1T3AHZ«/<>

S¢E¥Efn
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Language Support

Albanian, Asu, Bemba, Bena, Chiga,
Cornish, Dutch, English, Faroese,
French, German,Gusii, Indonesian, Irish,
Italian, Kalenjin, Kinyarwanda,
Portuguese, Scottish Gaelic, Spanish
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Optimo Basic Latin
Character Set

Adobe
- Adobe Latin-1

ISO 8859

-8859-15 Latin-9
Apple Macintosh
-MacOS Roman (Standard Latin)
-MacOS Iceland
(Standard Latin)

-8859-1 Latin-1 Western European

Microsoft Windows
-MS Windows 1252 Western

Encoded Glyphs
- Basic Latin
- Latin-1 Supplement

OpenType Features

OFF

ON

ﬁ All Caps [cpsp]

.- Case Sensitive Forms [case]
LH

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

«Optimo» hi[dxyz.ch
X]=(4-7x8)

HRIO[Hown--—

H+-tx+-m=2<2

ALL CAPITAL

«0OPTIMO» HI[AXYZ.CH
[X]=(4-7x8)

HEIO[1{} o «»--—-

H+-tx+-==2<2>—

Tabular Lining Figures
[tnum-Inum]

Proportional Lining Figures
[pnum-Inum]

This typeface includes lining figures
available in tabular or proportional
spacing formats. Lining figures have
an invariable 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 set-
ting generates numerals suitable for
text; each number has an appropriate
width based on its shape.

HO0123456789
HO0123456789

H0123456789
H0123456789

E 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.

5x5H

A-B-C-D 1-2

9%5
A-B-C-D 1-2

Standard Ligatures [liga]
i

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
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Editor ® OFF

ON

E Fractions [frac] /2 1/4 3/4

All Optimo fonts have at least three
basic pre-built fractions (1/2, 1/4, 3/4).

0/0 0/00

Vo b B Foo

Ordinals [ordn] 2a 20

This feature replaces any letter follow-
ing a numeral with its matching superior
letters. Spanish, Portuguese and Italian
language uses the feminine and mascu-
line ordinal indicators such as ‘a’ for for
1°, 12. Ordinals are designed to match the
weight of the typeface.
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Ihe car was
a boxy late
model Ford

Editor Light -1

ne car was a boxy
late model Ford se-
dan, white over
black, 1nnocuous
bordering on 1nvi-

The car was a boxy late model
Ford sedan, white over black,
1NNocuous bordering on 1nvis-
ible, and very fast. It had been
a sheriff' s vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction 1n
Tennessee, and further modified

o o 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 modi-
fied for speed. Perry and I listened to the big engine
1dle, 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 some-
thing about cars? For city cruising, it'll do.” I spent
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Editor Light
12 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.

I 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.” 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

Editor Light
10 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 origi-

nally 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,” 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.” 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 sil-

houette 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

Editor Light
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. I 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'1l 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, cutcroppings, flatlands, like a silhou-

ette of a right whale navigating 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 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

Editor 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 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,” 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.” 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 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 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 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. 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 fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. I
was sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver

came toward me, covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his

Version 2.002

© 1998-2022 Optimo Sarl

www.optimo.ch



Editor® 8

[he car was

a boxy late
- model rord

he car was a boxy
late model Ford sedan,
white over black,
innocuous border-
ing on invisible, and

he 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 orig-
inally bought at an auction in
lennessee, and further modified

Editor Light Italic
60 pt

Editor Light Italic

o 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 lennessee, and further modified for speed.
FPerry 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,” 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 cruis-
ing, it'1l1 do.” I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New
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Editor Light Italic
12 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 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,” I said, my eyes ahead. "I've
never been much of a Ford man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You
know something about cars? fFor city cruising, it'1l 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

Editor Light Italic
10 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

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,” 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'1l 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 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

Editor 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 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,” 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'1l 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 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 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 increasingly wider rings.

Editor Light Italic
6 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 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,” 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'11 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 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 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. 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 fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our
house. I 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 I was

being shy. It was just that—well, for one, I don't even remember
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The car was

a boxy late
_ model Ford

The car was a boxy
late model Ford se-
dan, white over
black, 1innocuous
bordering on invis-

The car was a boxy late model
Ford sedan, white over black,
innocuous bordering on invis-
ible, and very fast. It had
been a sheriff's vehicle orig-
inally bought at an auction
in Tennessee, and further

Editor Regular
60 pt

e o 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 modi-
fied 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,” I
said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know some-
thing about cars? For city cruising, it'11 do.” I spent
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Editor Regular
12 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,” 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’11 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

Editor Regular
10 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 origi-

nally 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,” 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'11 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 sil-

houette 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

Editor 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 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,” 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.” 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 silhou-

ette of a right whale navigating 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 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

Editor 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 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,” 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.” I spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, nar-
row 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 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 tran-
quil 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 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. 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 fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. I
was sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver

came toward me, covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his
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The car was

a boxy late
model Ford

The car was a boxy
late model Ford

sedan, white over
black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible,

The car was a boxy late model
Ford sedan, white over black,
innocuous bordering on invis-
ible, and very fast. It had been
a sheriff’s vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in
lennessee, and further modified

Editor Regular ltalic
60 pt

e coeriiele 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. I 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'1l do.” I spent my childhood in
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Editor Regular ltalic
12 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 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,” 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.” 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

Editor Regular ltalic
10 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
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,” 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'1ll 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 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

Editor Regular 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. I 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'1l 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 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 concentrically grows around this point
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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 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,” 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.” 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 forma-
tions, all like itself colored yellow for density of population,
it lies like a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdale was a
Iumbering 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 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. 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 fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. I
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 I was
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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 modi-
fied 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,” I
said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know some-
thing about cars? For city cruising, it'11 do.” I spent
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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 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,” 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'11 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
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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 origi-
nally 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,” 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.” 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 sil-
houette 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
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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
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,” 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'l1 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 silhou-
ette of a right whale navigating 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 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
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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 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,”
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.” I 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 tran-
quil 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 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. 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 fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. I
was sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver

came toward me, covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his
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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 modi-
fied 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,” I
said, my eyes ahead. “I've never been much of a Ford
man.” Perry shifted in his bucket, “You know some-
thing about cars? For city cruising, it'11 do.” I spent
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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 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,” 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'11 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
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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 origi-
nally 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,” 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'11 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 sil-
houette 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
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white aver 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. I 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'11 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 silhou-
ette of a right whale navigating 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 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
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The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. But

innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fast. It had you may never have heard of Riverdale. Nothing happened

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,” 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'11 do.” I spent my childhood in
Riverdale, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, nar-
row 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.

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 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. 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 fourteenth year a lorry pulled up outside our house. I
was sitting on the front step rereading a comic. The driver

came toward me, covered in a fine, pale dust, which gave his
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