
In order to make this fair to everyone I had to make some adjustments. I apologize. It looks like we are 
going to have to do more than one spread each but the second spread will be a small body of type in 
relation to the first. So you each have illustrations  to do as well as a dingbat, or border treatment to use 
as an element.
We will decide based on vote whose border treatment or embellishment and grid will be adopted for the 
entire book. That person will receive an extra 25 points tacked on to their final grade. So it is a compe-
tition in that vein. 

When you’re drawing your type layout start by making a grid like below and remember asymmetrical 
layouts are just as interesting as symmetrical ones. Use the story provided  to define the layout.
As an example of what I mean by dingbat and or embellishment would be a common typographical 
glyph such as 

     @  o † §  or something you design yourself.

 

Remember to make it thematic, but use your knowledge to draw upon ele-
ments that might enhance relevance and  historical context. Think in terms 
of Southern Gothic Novels.
Or maybe your theme is something a little different…

this width is the same 
as the body text block
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Inctem inim faccuptatur aboremp oribus essima coressunti 
dolore sectium quam exped molupta comnis que corerchit 
quis volorectur? Qui culparunt lit ea que dollupitis et ilis 
esequo quaesse diciis nones quidis cuptat pe porrovitio 
bere cum ut mil ium qui ad es de natquae nonseque 
velignati simolup tatur, omnis rehenda si nullige ndicit, 
aliquuntibus autectiuntur acerata dentemp orestis ut vene 
cus, quame plautae nonsed minveni ssunditias dolorehent 
velescia et iusaest, vel exerferorro et id qui temperest 
laborendita conseri dolectia con re labores doluptaecus, 
senihit verspelit accaest, tota volo consequassum a con cus 
rempers peruptiam quo volorro cullaccus sus, torem ut aut 
ea vidundu cipitem. Faccae ad que acestia nim andi dolup-
tis a nusapelent erae explitae. Ut a cum dic torest vidus.
Mendi aut eum rae nonsecte net et volupta doluptat 
doluptas quo tem id eatistrum inte pore odisitio. Ehendis 
re escid maximagni quaerferibus et hariatum ad maximus.
Cat aut millaborem cus volor alignatur? Iderum harita 
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By Alphabetical order

Coleen Burell:

	 Lori heard banging pans in the kitchen and knew that the ghost must be cooking again. 
She fell onto her couch to wait, not bothering to turn on the light, and set her bag down 
beside the red whorls of graffiti on the wooden floor. Inside the bag were nine phones that 
she hadn’t managed to sell that day. Across the room, thick clouds of steam hung in the 
kitchen door, obscuring everything but the yellow edge of the linoleum. There was the metal-
lic smack of a skillet hitting the range, then a sizzling noise.
	
Justin Dykes:

	 At her feet, the bag chirped and warbled to itself. The phones—which never were able 
to get signal at her apartment—were checking with each other, each one politely insistent 
that the error might be only with itself. One after another each phone messaged the other 
eight to ask if they were getting reception. One by one, each of the nine apologized that, 
no, they weren’t getting reception either. After that was settled, they started a digital game 
of cards, except for one at half battery who decided to hibernate early.

Caleb Gunnels:

	 Lori checked her watch. It was already eleven thirty. Usually the ghost was done cook-
ing by the time she got home. Then she’d have to straighten up the mess he’d made of the 
kitchen and pick up the living room after the train had come by and shaken her books and 
records off the walls. But the books were still on their shelves, and the ghost was still here. 
She wondered what was going on.
	 There was a final whoosh of steam in the kitchen, and then the fog started to clear. 

Tyler Orsak:

	 Lori got up and sighed. Time to go see what mess he’d left her tonight.
	 She walked into the thinning vapor. Warm droplets beaded on everything, pooling and 
dripping from the light fixture hanging over the card table. Every skillet she had was strewn 
around the counter, along with egg-shell and stray bits of peppers. As usual, he’d left the 
milk out. Her heavy skillet was still smoking on the stove. She waved the smoke out of the 
way and saw that he’d left a little food in the pan. That was a first.

Oscar Rodriguez:

	 She picked up the skillet and a fork and sat down at the table. It was still hazy in here. 
She lifted the tines in the air and was about to dig in when she heard the chink of cutlery 
across from her. Lori looked up and saw that the ghost hadn’t left yet.
	 He was all steam and vapor, a rolling cloud balled into the shape of a big man in a suit. 
A sheet of water covered his side of the table. He ate quickly, balancing a soggy newspa-



By Alphabetical order

Coleen Burell:

	 Lori shrugged. She speared some of the egg mixture and put it in her mouth. She was sur-
prised at how good it was. She watched him while they ate. He fought with the pages of his 
paper. From the living room, there was a chiming as the phones ended their game and said 
good night to each other. 

Justin Dykes:
	 Lori got up to get some of the coffee he’d made, stopping to refill his cup when she did. He 
sat the paper aside and fumbled with his creamers and sweeteners irritably. Well, at least she’d 
tried. As the cabinets behind them began to tremble, the cups dancing on the thin shelves. Lori 
braced herself. The ghost jumped to his feet and added a briefcase and hat to his shape. 

Caleb Gunnels:
	 The rumbling became louder. The boards under her feet started to jump, and books fell to the 
floor in the living room. A train whistle squealed, keening into Lori’s skull and making her dizzy. 
It sounded twice. The ghost exploded in a soft rush of warm air and swept out the window and 
into the night. The train whistled again and roared by, the apartment slowly settling in its wake. 
	
Tyler Orsak:
	 So that was why he was always gone by the time she got in. Lori wondered what part of 
town the train went to and where the ghost took it to so late. She put the pans in the sink and 
opened the window wide so the kitchen could dry out. It was a clear, warm night, with just a 
slice of moon left hanging in the sky. 

Oscar Rodriguez:
	 She walked into the living room and straightened her books, rescuing the ones that had fallen 
to the floor. She settled onto her couch and thought that, someday, she’d catch the train and 
follow him. She pulled a blanket over herself and rolled onto her side. Just not tonight.

Inside Title Spread …”The End” page 
and Cover…I will do and students will assist and Art Direct.


