CEO®

About CEO

CEO captures the modernist fancy of
the characters generated by the last
mechanical typewriter from the 1960s,
Olympia. This monospaced typeface
evokes the visionary ideas and the ex-
ploration of new modular forms that
were characteristic of the era and both
of which were completely detached
from the typography printed in books.

CEO's design is inspired by the type-
face Senatorial #71, which was availa-
ble on some Olympia typewriter models.
Olympia was developed in Berlin un-
der the direction of European General
Electric (AEG). First produced in 1903,
Olympia enjoyed increased success in
the late forties and was eventually
discontinued in 1992.

CEO is based on an almost rectangu-
lar module, which brings a certain au-
thoritativeness and systematic quality to
the project. Carefully drawn, this geo-
metric typeface developed into an unu-
sually smooth and somewhat “organic”
project—especially through its particular
angular curves and slightly rounded
stems and terminals. An emphasis is
placed on punctuation and special
characters, which are reminiscent of
the alphabet drawn for magnetic-
ink character recognition technology.

- Released in 2005

Designed by Francois Rappo

Francois Rappo lives and works in
Lausanne, Switzerland. Rappo studied
graphic design in the early 1980s at

the Ecole cantonale des beaux arts
(ECBA) in Lausanne, where he special-
ized in typography. After years of
graphic design practice in both the
cultural and the corporate fields, he
became active in design education.

Since the mid-1990s, he teaches
editorial and type design at the Ecole
cantonale d'art de Lausanne (ECAL),
where he established the art direction
master’s degree program in 2009,
which became the type design master’s
degree program in 2016. Additionally,
Rappo frequently lectures about his
typographic practice in Europe, Russia,
and the USA.

From 2001 to 2007, he was the presi-
dent of the jury for The Most Beautiful
Swiss Books competition. He was awarded
the prestigious Jan Tschichold Prize in
2013 for his outstanding achievement
in editorial design through his influential
typeface designs.
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CEO®

CEO Regular
242 pt

CEO Light/Italic
108 pt

CEO Regular/Italic
108 pt

CEO Bold/ltalic
108 pt

CEO Bold/ltalic
108 pt

CEO Family
8 Styles

CED Light

LED Light Italic
CED Regular

LED Regular Italic
CEOD Bold

CED Bold Itaolic
CEOD Black

CEOD Blaock Italic
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CEO®

Character Map

Uppercase

Lowercase

Standard Punctuation

Symbols

Standard Ligatures

Proportional Lining Figures

Mathematical Symbols

Currencies

Fractions

Ordinals

Arrows

Accented Uppercases

Accented Lowercases
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Language Support

Albanian, Catalan, Danish, Dutch,
English, Faroese, Finnish, Flemish,
French, German, Icelandic, Indonesian,
Irish, Italian, Malay, Norwegian,
Portuguese, Scottish Gaelic, Spanish,
Swabhili, Swedish, Tagalog.

Version 2.003

© 1998-2022 Optimo Sarl

www.optimo.ch



CEO®

Optimo Basic Latin
Character Set

Adobe 1SO 8859
- Adobe Latin-1

Apple Macintosh
-MacOS Roman (Standard Latin)
-MacOS Iceland

-8859-1 Latin-1 Western European
-8859-15 Latin-9

Microsoft Windows
-MS Windows 1252 Western
(Standard Latin)

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»
[X]1=(4=T7x8)

HE[ ! ()[1{}ecr«m
Hom—e 4mx s =2

All Capital

«O0PTIMO»
[X]=(L4=T7x8)

hEa!| | ()[]{}ecrw»
He—— =Xt ==

= 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.

5x5
A-B-C-D 1-2

=_- <=

5%5
A-B-C—-D 1-2
Ly &3

ﬂ Standard Ligatures [liga]

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

E Fractions [frac]

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

1/2 1/4 3/4
B/@ /0@

ol h S o

Ordinals [ordn]

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.

2a 20

28 2°
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CEO®

CEO Light
60 pt

The car
was a boxy
late mode]l

CEO Light
36 pt

The car was a boxy
late model Ford
sedan, white OVET
black, 1nnocuous
bordering am

CEO Light
24 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, 1nnocuous bor-
dering on 1nvisible, and
very fast. It had been a
sheriff's vehicle origl-
nally bought at an auction

CEO Light
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. 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
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CEO®

CEO Light
12 pt

The car wvas 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 fur-

ther 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

CEO 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 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, 1t'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

CEO Light
8 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
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 of a right
vhale 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 wvere 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.

CEO 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 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.
WI'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, narrov Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcrop-
pings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right
vhale navigating a rocky passage; on the area map,
among blank-faced formations, all like itself

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

vas 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
vider rings. Manhattan is unigue 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
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CEO®

CEO Light Italic
60 pt

The car
vaos ad boxy
l[ji:E7 H7C”j£?l

CEO Light Italic

36 pt

The caor waos o boxy
lote model fFord
sedan, WwWhite OVEeT
black, 1nnocu-
ous bordering on

CEO Light Italic

24 pt

The cor wos o boxy ldte
model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and
very fast. 1t haod been o
sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought ot an auction

CEO Light Italic

14 pt

The cor waos a boxy late model Ford sedan,
white over blaock, innocuous bordering on
invisible, and very fast. It hod been a
sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an
guction 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 1ike the car?!
Perry osked. "It's agll right," I soid, my
eyes ohead. "I've never been much of o Ford
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CEO®

CEO Light Italic
12 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and
very fast. It had been o sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an ouction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Ferry and I listened to
the big engine idle, checked the duagl scoops on the
hood. I hod not seen one of those on the rood since
high school. "You like the car?" Perry aosked. "It's
all right," I said, my eyes ahead. "I've never been
much of o Ford man." FPerry shifted in his bucket,
"Ypgu know something about cars? fFor city cruising,
it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdaole,

CEO Light Italic
10 pt

The car was a boxy late model fFord 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 roaod since high school. "You like

the car?" Perry asked. "It's agll right," I saoid, my eyes ahead.
WI've never been much of o Ford man." Perry shifted in his
bucket, "You know something aobout cars? For city cruising,
it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdaole, New Jersey,
thirty miles north from long, narrow Manhattan Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcroppings, [lat-
lands, like a silhouette of a right whale navigating a rocky

CEO Light Italic
8 pt

The caor was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous border-
ing on invisible, and very fast. It had been o sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an ouction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Ferry and
I listened to the big engine idle, checked the duaol scoops on the hood. I

had not seen one of those on the rood since high school. "You like the car?"
Perry asked. "It's agll right," I soid, my eyes aohead. "I've never been much
of a Ford man." Ferry 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 Manhattaon Island, which sits in the bay,
among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like o silhouette of a right
whale navigaoting o rocky paossagey on the area map, among blank-faced forma-
tions, aoll like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like
a smelt in a pan. In the old days, Riverdaole 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 maoke lumber. But you may never have heard
of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It was a small and ugly town.

CEO Light Italic
6 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and
very fast. It haod 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 duagl scoops
on the hood. I had not seen one of those on the
road since high school. "You like the car?" Perry
osked. “It's agll right," I saoid, my eyes ohead.
UI've never been much of o Ford man." Perry
shifted in his bucket, “You know something about
cars? fFor city cruising, it'll do." I spent my
childhood in Riverdole, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, norrow Manhatton Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcrop-
pings, flatlands, like a silhouette of a right
vhale navigating o rocky paossage; on the area map,

among blank-foced formations, aoll like itself

colored yellowv for density of population, it lies
like o smelt in a pan. In the old daoys, Riverdaole
vas a lumbering town. No one who lived in it

vas out of sound of the big saws in the mill by
the lake. Then one year there were no more logs

to moke lumber. But you may never haove 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 o warm May evening in the noisy and busy New
York, the reverie left in its wake o delicious
sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of
ogctivity, usually a harbor, and settlement concen-
trically grows around this point in increasingly
vider rings. Manhattaon is unique in its shape and
circumstances and in its growth, which resembled

a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Maoin

Street. Bod weather would come in one day when the
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CEO®

CEO Regular
60 pt

The car

was a boxy
late model

CEO Regular
36 pt

The car was a boxy
late model Ford
sedan, white oOver
black, 1nnocu-
Oous bordering on

CEO Regular
24 pt

The car was a boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over black, i1nnocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and
very fast. It had been a
sheriff's vehicle origil-
nally bought at an auction

CEO Regular
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 vehilicle 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
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CEO®

10

CEO 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 mod-
ified 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,
"Ypu know something about cars? For city cruising,
it'1ll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale,

CEO Regular
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 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.
WI'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 silhpuette of a right whale navigating a rocky

CEO Regular
8 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
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, 1t'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
vhale 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.

CEO 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, 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

vas 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 tranguil 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
vider 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
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CEO®

CEO Regular ltalic

60 pt

The car
waos O Ooxy
late model

CEO Regular ltalic

36 pt

The caor was g boxy
laote model Ford
sedan, white over
block, 1nnocu-
ous bordering om

CEO Regular ltalic

24 pt

The car was o boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over bloack, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and
very foast. It hod been o
sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an cuction

CEO Regular ltalic

14 pt

The caor waos g boxy late model Ford sedan,
white over black, innocuous bordering an
invisible, and very faost. It hod been g sher-
iff's vehicle originally bought at an aguc-
tion in Tennessee, and further modified

for speed. Perry and I listened to the big
engine idle, checked the duaol scoops on the
hood. I had not seen one of those on the roaod
since high school. "You like the car?" FPerry
asked. "It's ogll right," I saoid, my eyes
ohead. "I've never been much of o Ford man."
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CEO®

12

CEO Regular ltalic
12 pt

The car was o boxy late model Ford sedan,

white over

block, innocuous bordering on invisible, and very
fost. It hod been o sheriff's vehicle originally
bought at an aguction in Tennessee, and further mod-
ified for speed. Perry and I listened to the big
engine idle, checked the dual scoops on the hood.

I hod not seen one of those on the rood since high
school. "You like the car?" Perry asked. "It's all
right," I saogid, my eyes aghead. "I've never been much
of o Ford man." Perry shifted in his bucket, "You
knowv something aobout caors? For city cruising, it'11
do." I spent my childhood in Riverdale, New Jersey,

CEO Regular Italic
10 pt

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

been o sheriff's vehicle originally bought at an aguction in
Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Ferry and I 1lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the duaol scoops on the
hood. I had not seen one of those on the rood since high
school. "Ypu like the car?" FPerry asked. "It's agll right,"

I soid, my eyes agheaod. "I've never been much of o Ford man."
FPerry shifted in his bucket, "“You knowv something obout

cars? For city cruising, it'll1 do." I spent my childhood in
Riverdole, New Jersey, thirty miles north from long, narrow
Manhattan Island, which sits in the bay, among other islands,
outcroppings, flaotlaonds, like o silhouette of o right whale

CEO Regular ltalic
8 pt

The caor was o boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous border-
ing on invisible, and very faost. It had been g sheriff's vehicle originally
bought ot an ouction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. FPerry and
I listened to the big engine idle, checked the duagl scoops on the hood. I

had not seen one of those on the rood since high school. "You like the car?"
Perry asked. "It's oll right," I saoid, my eyes ohead. "I've never been much
of o Ford man." Perry shifted in his bucket, "You knowv something acbout cars?
For city cruising, it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdaole, New Jersey,
thirty miles north from long, naorrow Maonhaottan Island, which sits in the bay,
among other islands, outcroppings, flatlands, like o silhouette of o right
vhale navigating g rocky passaoge; on the area map, among blank-foced forma-
tions, aoll l1ike itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like

a smelt in a pan. In the old doys, Riverdale was o lumbering town. No one who
lived in it was out of sound of the big sows in the mill by the lake. Then
one year there were no more logs to moke lumber. But you may never have heard
of Riverdale. Nothing happened really there. It waos o small and ugly town.

CEO Regular ltalic
6 pt

The caor 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 ouction in Tennessee,

and further modified for speed. Perry and I lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the duol
scoops on the hood. I had not seen one of those on
the road since high school. "You like the car?"
Perry osked. "It's agll right," I soid, my eyes
ahead. "I've never been much of o Ford man." Perry
shifted in his bucket, "You know something about
cars? For city cruising, it'l11 do." I spent my
childhood in Riverdaole, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, norrow Manhatton Island, which
sits in the bay, omong other islaonds, outcrop-
pings, flatlands, like o silhouette of o right
vhaole novigating o rocky paossage; on the area map,

among blank-foced formotions, oll like itself

colored yellow for density of population, it lies
like a smelt in o pan. In the old days, Riverdaole
vas a lumbering town. No one who lived in it

vas out of sound of the big saws in the mill by
the lake. Then one year there were no more logs

to moke lumber. But you may never have heard of
Riverdaole. 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 o warm May evening in the noisy and busy
New York, the reverie left in its woke o delicious
sense of peace. All cities begin as a point of
agctivity, usually a harbor, aond settlement concen-
trically grows around this point in increasingly
vider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and
circumstances and in its growth, which resembled

a thermometer. Riverdale had no center, just Main

Street. Bod weather would come in one day when the
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CEO®

13

CEO Bold
60 pt

The car

was a boxy
late model

CEO Bold
36 pt

The car was a boxy
late model Ford
sedan, white over
blacky innocu-
ous bordering an

CEO Bold
24 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

CEO Bold
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 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. Y“You like the
car?" Perry asked. "“It's all right," I said,
my eyes ahead. "I've never been much of 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 origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther 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

CEO Bold
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 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'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 passages

CEO Bold
8 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
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 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.

CEO Bold
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 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, 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 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
wvider 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
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- The car
was o boxy
late model

& The car waos o boxy
late model Ford
sedan, white over
black, innocu-
ous bordering on

e The car was o boxy late
model Ford sedan, white
over block, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and
very fast. It haod been o
sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an ouction

gy et The car waos o boxy late model Ford sedan,
white over block, innocuous bordering on
invisible, and very faost. It hod been o sher-
iff's vehicle originally bought at on ouction
in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and I listened to the big engine idle,
checked the duaol scoops on the hood. I haod
not seen one of those on the rood since high
school. "You like the caor?" Perry osked. "It's
agll right," I said, my eyes aghead. "I've
never been much of o Ford man." Perry shift-
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The cor waos o boxy late model Ford sedan, white
over block, innocuous bordering on invisible, and
very faost. It hod been a sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought ot an ouction in Tennessee, and fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry aond I listened to
the big engine idle, checked the duol scoops on the
hood. I hod not seen one of those on the rood since
high school. "You like the car?" Perry osked. "It's
all right," I saoid, my eyes ohead. "I've never been
much of o Ford man." Perry shifted in his bucket,
"Ypu know something obout cors? For city cruis-
ingy, it'l11 do." I spent my childhood in Riverdaole,

CEO Bold ltalic
10 pt

The caor was o boxy laote model Ford sedaon, white over blaock,
innocuous bordering on invisible, and very faost. It hod

been o sheriff's vehicle originally bought ot on guction in
Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry aond I lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the duol scoops on the
hood. I hod not seen one of those on the rood since high
school. "You like the cor?" Perry osked. "It's oll right,"

I soid, my eyes aoheod. "“I've never been much of o Ford man."
Ferry 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, norrow
Manhaottaon Island, which sits in the bay, omong other islands,
outcroppings, flaotlonds, like o silhouette of o right whaole

CEO Bold ltalic
8 pt

The cor waos o boxy lote model Ford sedan, white over block, innocuous border-
ing on invisible, and very faost. It hod been o sheriff's vehicle originally
bought ot on ouction in Tennessee, ond further modified for speed. Perry and
I listened to the big engine idle, checked the duol scoops on the hood. I

haod not seen one of those on the rood since high school. "You like the car?"
Ferry osked. "It's oll right," I soid, my eyes oheod. "I've never been much
of o Ford man." Perry shifted in his bucket, "You know something obout cors?
For city cruising, it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdole, New Jersey,
thirty miles north from long, norrow Manhaotton Islond, which sits in the bay,
among other islands, outcroppings, flotlonds, like o silhouette of o right
whale naovigoting o rocky passoge; on the area maop, among blank-foced formao-
tions, oll like itself colored yellow for density of populotion, it lies like
a smelt in o pan. In the old doys, Riverdole was o lumbering town. No one who

lived in it wos out of sound of the big sows in the mill by the laoke. Then
one year there were no more logs to moke lumber. But you moy never have heord
of Riverdaole. Nothing happened really there. It wos o small aond ugly town.

CEO Bold ltalic
6 pt

The cor was o boxy lote model Ford sedaon, white
over block, innocuous bordering on invisible,

and very faost. It haod been o sheriff's vehicle
originally bought at aon ouction in Tennessee,

and further modified for speed. Perry aond I lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the duaol
scoops on the hood. I hod not seen one of those on
the rood since high school. "You like the car?"
Perry osked. "It's oll right," I soid, my eyes
ohead. "I've never been much of o Ford man." Perry
shifted in his bucket, "“You know something about
cars? For city cruising, it'll do." I spent my
childhood in Riverdole, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, norrow Manhottaon Island, which
sits in the baoy, among other islands, outcrop-
pings, flatlands, like o silhouette of a right
whaole novigoting o rocky possaoge; on the orea maop,

among blank-foced formaotions, oll like itself

colored yellow for density of populotion, it lies
like o smelt in o pan. In the old doys, Riverdole
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 maoke lumber. But you may never have heard of
Riverdale. Nothing haoppened really there. It waos o
small and ugly town. The city haod come baock to me
in o dream. Rising up through the tronguil sleep
of o warm May evening in the noisy and busy New
York, the reverie left in its woke o delicious
sense of peoce. All cities begin as o point of
octivity, usually o harbor, ond settlement concen-
trically grows oround this point in increasingly
wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shaope and
circumstances and in its growth, which resembled
o thermometer. Riverdole hod no center, just Moin

Street. Bod weather would come in one doy when the
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The car
was a boxy

late model

& The car was a boxy
late model Ford
sedany white over
black, innocu-
opus bordering on

2 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

CEO Black
60 pt

o The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan,
white over black, innocuous bordering on
invisible, and very fast. It had been a sher-
iff'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.
WIt's all right," I said, my eyes ahead.
WI've never been much of a Ford man." Perry
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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 fur-
ther 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 heen
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

CEO Black
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 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 heen 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

CEO Black
8 pt

The car was a boxy late model Ford sedan, white over black, innocuous border-
ing on invisibhle, 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 bheen 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 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 towne.

CEO Black
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 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, 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 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
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
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The car
was a boxy
_ late model

& The cor was o boxy
late model Ford
sedan, white over
blaock, innocuous
bordering on in-

2 The cor was o boxy laote
model Ford sedan, white
over blaock, innocuous bor-
dering on invisible, and
very faost. It haod been o
sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought ot an ouction

CEO Black Italic
60 pt

gy oktate The cor waos o boxy lote model Ford sedan,
white over block, innocuous bordering on in-
visible, and very fost. It haod been o sher-
iff's vehicle originally bought ot aon ouction
in Tennessee, and further modified for speed.
Perry and I listened to the big engine idle,
checked the duol scoops on the hood. I hod
not seen one of those on the rood since high
school. "You like the caor?" Perry asked.
UIt's ogll right," I saoid, my eyes ohead.
UT've never been much of o Ford man." Perry
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gﬁm“““C The car waos o boxy lote model Ford sedan, white
over black, innocuous bordering on invisible, and
very fost. It hod been o sheriff's vehicle origi-
nally bought at an auction in Tennessee, aond fur-
ther modified for speed. Perry ond I listened to
the big engine idle, checked the duol scoops on the
hood. I hod not seen one of those on the rood since
high school. "You like the cor?" Perry osked. "It's
all right," I soid, my eyes oghead. "I've never heen
much of a Ford man." Perry shifted in his bucket,
"Ypu know something obout cors? For city cruising,
it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdaole,

:?;mmmmm The cor waos o boxy late model Ford sedan, white over hlock,
innocuous bordering on invisible, and very fost. It haod
been o sheriff's vehicle originally bought ot on ouction in
Tennessee, aond further modified for speed. Perry aond I listened
to the big engine idle, checked the duol scoops on the hood.
I haod not seen one of those on the rood since high school. "You
like the cor?" Perry osked. "It's oll right,"” I saoid, my eyes
ohead. "I've never been much of o Ford man." Perry shifted in
his bucket, "You know something aobout cors? For city cruis-
ing, it'll do." I spent my childhood in Riverdaole, New Jersey,
thirty miles north from long, norrow Maonhatton Islond, which
sits in the boy, among other islonds, outcroppings, flaotlaonds,
like o silhouette of o right whaole novigoting o rocky possogej

CEO Black Italic The car waos o boxy lote model Ford sedon, white over block, innocuous border-

8pt ing on invisible, aond very faost. It haod been o sheriff's vehicle originaolly
bought ot an guction in Tennessee, and further modified for speed. Perry aond
I listened to the big engine idle, checked the duol scoops on the hood. I
hod not seen one of those on the rood since high school. "You like the car?"
Perry osked. "It's oll right," I saoid, my eyes oheaod. "I've never been much
of o Ford man." Perry shifted in his bucket, "You know something obout cors?
For city cruising, it'l1 do." I spent my childhood in Riverdole, New Jersey,
thirty miles north from long, naorrow Manhatton Island, which sits in the baoy,
among other islands, outcroppings, flaotlands, like o silhouette of o right
whale novigoting o rocky possaoge; on the orea mop, omong blank-faoced formao-
tions, oll like itself colored yellow for density of population, it lies like
a smelt in o paon. In the old doys, Riverdole waos o lumbering town. o one who
lived in it wos out of sound of the big sows in the mill by the lake. Then
one year there were no more logs to maoke lumber. But you may never have heard
of Riverdale. Nothing hoppened reaolly there. It waos o small aond ugly town.

CEO Black ltalic The cor waos o boxy late model Ford sedan, white

6 pt

over block, innocuous bordering on invisible,

and very fast. It hod been o sheriff's vehicle
originally bought at on ouction in Tennessee,

and further modified for speed. Perry aond I lis-
tened to the big engine idle, checked the duaol
scoops on the hood. I had not seen one of those on
the road since high school. "You like the car?"
Perry osked. "It's oll right," I soid, my eyes
ohead. "I've never been much of o Ford man." Perry
shifted in his bucket, "You know something about
cars? For city cruising, it'l1 do." I spent my
childhood in Riverdole, New Jersey, thirty miles
north from long, norrow Manhotton Island, which
sits in the bay, among other islands, outcrop-
pings, flotlands, like o silhouette of a right
whale navigoting o rocky possoge; on the area map,

among blank-foced formotions, oll like itself

colored yellowv for density of population, it lies
like o smelt in o pan. In the old doys, Riverdole
was a lumbering town. Wo one who lived in it

was out of sound of the big sows in the mill by
the loke. Then one year there were no more logs

to moke lumber. But you may never have heard of
Riverdale. WNothing happened really there. It wos o
small and ugly town. The city haod come back to me
in o dream. Rising up through the traonquil sleep
of o warm Moy evening in the noisy and busy New
York, the reverie left in its waoke o delicious
sense of peace. All cities begin aos a point of
octivity, usuaolly o haorbor, ond settlement concen-
trically grows around this point in increasingly
wider rings. Manhattan is unique in its shape and
circumstances and in its growth, which resembled
o thermometer. Riverdole hod no center, just Maoin

Street. Bod weather would come in one day when the
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