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ABOUT THIS TYPEFACE

ABOUT THE DESIGNER

“ Tasman is a sturdy, warm type family that is neither mechanical
nor fragile. It borrows its name from Abel Janszoon Tasman (1603—
1659), a Dutch seafarer, explorer, and merchant who mapped parts
of Australia in 1642, including Van Diemen’s Land (now known as

Tasmania).

‘] Milne first conceived Tasman as a typeface for newspapers. This
influenced the proportions and look of the face considerably: the
goal was to keep the personality as warm and playful as possible
without losing the credible tone required to deliver all kinds of news.

“ Tasman’s primary purpose is an unbiased presentation of in-
formation; it strives for neutrality over elegance. Its characters are
sturdy and unambiguous, sporting strong serifs, punctuation, and
diacritics, as well as generously sized small caps and hybrid fig-
ures. Rationalized letterforms give the face enough robustness to
withstand the stress of screen applications and laser printing. The
figures’ three-quarter x-height makes them considerably larger than
traditional oldstyle numerals, yet they still integrate with the lower-

case much better than lining figures do.

‘] The degree of contrast between Tasman’s thick and thin strokes
varies from weight to weight. The contrast of the Regular weight is
typical of news faces: low enough to remain sturdy, but high enough
to remain inviting for reading and to preserve a connection to the
liveliness of the pen. Tasman’s bold weights maintain the lowish

contrast found in the Regular, tending toward slab-serif proportions.

This provides a degree of playfulness and allows the bold weights to

work well when reversed out of images and solid colors.

“ Although initially intended for newspapers, Tasman’s somewhat
corporate, objective appearance also makes it an excellent candi-
date for digital and print magazines, websites, annual reports, and

corporate identities.

“ As one might expect, Tasman is a suite of feature-rich OpenType
fonts fully equipped to tackle complex, professional typography.
The character set includes small caps, fractions, case-sensitive
forms, bullets, arrows, special quotes, and nine sets of numerals.
Besides standard Latin, its extensive character set supports Central
European, Baltic, and Turkish languages.

9 Dan Milne is a type and graphic designer from Australia. He com-
pleted a Bachelor of Visual Communication at Monash University,
followed by a Masters in Type Design at the Royal Academy of Art
(KABK) in the Netherlands in 2009. Milne has been teaching graph-
ic design, typography, and digital font design at Monash University
since 2006. He currently lives and works in Melbourne.
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FAMILY

SUPPORTED LANGUAGES

Tasman Light

Tasman Light Italic
Tasman Regular
Tasman Italic

Tasman Medium
Tasman Medium Italic
Tasman SemiBold
Tasman SemiBold Italic
Tasman Bold

Tasman Bold Italic
Tasman ExtraBold
Tasman ExtraBold Italic
Tasman Black
Tasman Black Italic

Afar, Afrikaans, Albanian, Azerbaijani, Basque, Belarusian, Bislama, Bosnian,
Breton, Catalan, Chamorro, Chichewa, Comorian, Czech, Danish, Dutch, English,
Esperanto, Estonian, Faroese, Fijian, Filipino | Tagalog, Finnish, Flemish, French,
Gaelic, Gagauz, German, Gikuyu, Gilbertese | Kiribati, Greenlandic, Haitian-Creole,
Hawaiian, Hungarian, Icelandic, Igo | Igbo, Indonesian, Irish, Italian, Javanese,
Kashubian, Kinyarwanda, Kirundi, Latin, Latvian, Lithuanian, Luba | Ciluba | Kasai,
Luxembourgish, Malagasy, Malay, Maltese, Maori, Marquesan, Marshallese,
Moldovan | Moldovian | Romanian, Montenegrin, Nauruan, Ndebele, Norwegian,
Oromo, Palauan | Belauan, Polish, Portuguese, Quechua, Romanian, Romansh, Sami,
Samoan, Sango, Serbia, Sesotho, Setswana | Sitswana | Tswana, Seychellois-Creole,
SiSwati | Swati | Swazi, Silesian, Slovak, Slovenian, Somali, Sorbian, Sotho, Spanish,

Swahili, Swedish, Tahitian, Tetum, Tok-Pisin, Tongan, Tsonga, Tswana, Tuareg | Berber,

Turkish, Turkmen, Tuvaluan, Uzbek | Usbek, Wallisian, Walloon, Welsh.
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OPENTYPE FEATURES

SUPERIOR & INFERIOR FIGURES

0123456789
H Ho123456789

FRACTIONS

1/4 > % 12 > %

ORDINALS

2a > 22 30 > 3¢9

LINING & OLD STYLE FIGURES

00123456789 00123456789

TABULAR FIGURES

00123456789 001234567389

(—¢QUE?) «BETA»

SMALL CAPS

NATO » NATO 0123 > 0123

STANDARD LIGATURES

fi fl ff tb th fj fk ft {fi ffl fib fth ffj fik fit

DISCRETIONAL LIGATURES

titt

DO 000000000

SLASHED ZERO

00 00

“ Tasman has been produced taking full advantage of the capabilities
available through the OpenType format. This format is multi-plat-
form and can store more glyphs than previous ones. It also includes
the possibility of using advanced typographic features such as alter-
native letter designs, small caps, fractions, case forms, superscript,
subscript figures and many other useful options. To take advantage
of these features it is essential to use software with proper OpenType
support, like Adobe InDesign and Adobe Illustrator.
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WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must re-
member the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered
branch of the great Appalachian family, and are seen away
to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and
lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of
season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the
day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes
of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good
wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weath-
er is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple,

LIGHT 14 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the
Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Ap-
palachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up
to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every
change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the
day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these
mountains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near,
as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they are
clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear
evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloud-
less, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which,
in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown
of glory. At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have
descried the light smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-

LIGHT 10 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and
lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every change
of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in the magical
hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good
wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled,
they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear
evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they
will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of
the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot of these
fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up from
a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints
of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little
village of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists,
in the early times of the province, just about the beginning of the government
of the good Peter Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace!) and there were some of
the houses of the original settlers standing within a few years, built of small
yellow bricks brought from Holland, having latticed windows and gable fronts,
surmounted with weather-cocks.
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WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remem-
ber the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch
of the great Appalachian family, and are seen away to the
west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it
over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every
change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces
some change in the magical hues and shapes of these moun-
tains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and
near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and
settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their

LIGHT ITALIC 14 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height,
and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every
change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in
the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all
the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair
and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines
on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is
cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which,
in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.
At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light
smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees,

LIGHT ITALIC 10 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill moun-
tains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are seen
away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the sur-
rounding country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour
of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains,
and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When
the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their
bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape
is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in
the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot
of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up
from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of
the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village
of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early
times of the province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter
Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original
settlers standing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland,
having latticed windows and gable fronts, surmounted with weather-cocks. In that
same village, and in one of these very houses (wWhich, to tell the precise truth, was sadly
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REGULAR 24 PTS

REGULAR 14 PTS

REGULAR 10 PTS

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismem-
bered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are
seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble
height, and lording it over the surrounding country.
Every change of season, every change of weather, in-
deed, every hour of the day, produces some change in
the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and
they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near,

as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the
Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great
Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swell-
ing up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country.
Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour
of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of
these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and
near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they
are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the
clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is
cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits,
which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like

a crown of glory. At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height,

and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every
change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in
the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all
the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair
and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines
on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is
cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which,
in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.
At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light
smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees,
just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the
nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded
by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province, just about
the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant, (may he rest
in peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original settlers standing
within a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland, having
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REGULAR ITALIC 24 PTS

REGULAR ITALIC 14 PTS

REGULAR ITALIC 10 PTS

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dis-
membered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up
to a noble height, and lording it over the surround-
ing country. Every change of season, every change

of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces
some change in the magical hues and shapes of these
mountains, and they are regarded by all the good

wives, far and near, as perfect barometers.

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian fam-
ily, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height,
and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every
change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in
the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by
all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather

is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold
outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the
landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their
summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like
a crown of glory. At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have
descried the light smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill moun-
tains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are seen
away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the sur-
rounding country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour
of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains,
and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When
the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their

bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape
is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the
last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot of
these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up from
a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of the
upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village of
great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times
of the province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyve-
sant, (may he rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original settlers
standing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland, having
latticed windows and gable fronts, surmounted with weather-cocks.

In that same village, and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the precise truth,
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MEDIUM 3273 WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismem-
bered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are
seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble
height, and lording it over the surrounding country.
Every change of season, every change of weather, in-
deed, every hour of the day, produces some change in
the magical hues and shapes of these mountains,
and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and
near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair

MEDIUM 38 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the
Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great
Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swell-
ing up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding coun-
try. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every
hour of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and
shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good
wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather
is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print
their bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when
the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray
vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting
sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot of these

MEDIUM 24 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and
lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every change
of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in the magi-
cal hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good
wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and set-
tled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the
clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless,
they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last
rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light
smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees,
just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the
nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded
by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province, just about
the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant, (may he rest
in peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original settlers standing
within a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland, having
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MEDIUM ITALIC 42 PTS

MEDIUM ITALIC 38 PTS

MEDIUM ITALIC 24 PTS

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismem-
bered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are
seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble
height, and lording it over the surrounding country.
Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed,
every hour of the day, produces some change in the mag-
ical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are
regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect
barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaat-
skill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appala-
chian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a
noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change
of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, pro-
duces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains,
and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect ba-
rometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue
and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but,
sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather
a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the
setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot of
these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and
lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every change
of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in the magical
hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good
wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled,
they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear
evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they
will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of
the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot of these
fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up from
a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints
of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little
village of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in
the early times of the province, just about the beginning of the government of the
good Peter Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses
of the original settlers standing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks
brought from Holland, having latticed windows and gable fronts, surmounted
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SEMI BOLD 42 PTS

SEMI BOLD 38 PTS

SEMI BOLD 24 PTS

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dis-
membered branch of the great Appalachian family, and
are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a
noble height, and lording it over the surrounding coun-
try. Every change of season, every change of weather,
indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in
the magical hues and shapes of these mountains,

and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and
near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the
Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great
Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river,
swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding
country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed,
every hour of the day, produces some change in the magical hues
and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the
good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather
is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print
their bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when
the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of
gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the
setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian fam-
ily, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height,
and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every
change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in
the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by
all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather

is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold
outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the
landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their
summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up

like a crown of glory. At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may
have descried the light smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs
gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of the upland melt away
into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiq-
uity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times
of the province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter
Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses of

the original settlers standing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks
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sasowmucars WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismem-
bered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are
seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble
height, and lording it over the surrounding country.
Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed,
every hour of the day, produces some change in the mag-
ical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are
regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect
barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they

SEMI BOLD ITALIC 38 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the
Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great
Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swell-
ing up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country.
Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour
of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of
these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and
near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they
are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the
clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is
cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits,
which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a
crown of glory. At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may

SEMI BOLD ITALIC 24 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and
lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every change
of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in the magical
hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good
wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and
settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the
clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless,
they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last
rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot of
these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling
up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the
blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape.
It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch
colonists, in the early times of the province, just about the beginning of the
government of the good Peter Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace!) and there
were some of the houses of the original settlers standing within a few years,
built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland, having latticed windows
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On nearer approach he was still
more surprised at the singulari
ty of the stranger’s appearance.
was a short square-built old fell
with thick bushy hair, and a gri;
zled beard. His dress was of the
tique Dutch fashion—a cloth je:
strapped round the waist—seve
al pair of breeches, the outer on
of ample volume, decorated wit
rows of buttons down the sides,
and bunches at the knees. He b«
on his shoulder a stout keg, tha
seemed full of liquor, and made
signs for Rip to approach and ac
him with the load. Though rath
shy and distrustful of this new
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WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dis-
membered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up
to a noble height, and lording it over the surround-
ing country. Every change of season, every change
of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces
some change in the magical hues and shapes of these
mountains, and they are regarded by all the good
wives, far and near, as perfect barometers.

BOLD 38 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the
Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great
Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river,
swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding
country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed,
every hour of the day, produces some change in the magical hues
and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the
good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather
is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print
their bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when
the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of
gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the
setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

BOLD 24 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaat-
skill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian
family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble
height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of
season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces
some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they
are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers.
When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple,
and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes,
when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray
vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will
glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot of these fairy mountains,
the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up from a village,
whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of
the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. Itis a
little village of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch
colonists, in the early times of the province, just about the beginning of
the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace!) and
there were some of the houses of the original settlers standing within a few
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WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dis-
membered branch of the great Appalachian family, and
are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a
noble height, and lording it over the surrounding coun-
try. Every change of season, every change of weather,
indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in
the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and
they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near,
as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and

BOLD ITALIC 38 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the
Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great
Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swell-
ing up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding coun-
try. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every
hour of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and
shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good
wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair
and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold
outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of
the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors
about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will
glow and light up like a crown of glory.

BOLD ITALIC 24 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian fam-
ily, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height,
and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every
change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in
the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by
all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather
is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold
outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the
landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their
summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like
a crown of glory. At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have
descried the light smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam
among the trees, just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the
fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity,
having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of
the province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter
Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses of
the original settlers standing within a few years, built of small yellow
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He bore on his shoulder a stoutl
that seemed full of liquor, and m
signs for Rip to approach and as:
him with the load. Though rathe
shy and distrustful of this new a
quaintance, Rip complied with h
usual alacrity; and mutually reli
Ing one another, they clambered
a narrow gully, apparently the di
bed of a mountain torrent. As th
ascended, Rip every now and the
heard long rolling peals, like dis
tant thunder, that seemed to 1sst
out of a deep ravine, or rather cle
between lofty rocks, toward whi
their rugged path conducted. He
paused for an instant, but suppc
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EXTRA BOLD 42 PTS

EXTRA BOLD 38 PTS

EXTRA BOLD 24 PTS

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dis-
membered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling
up to a noble height, and lording it over the sur-
rounding country. Every change of season, every
change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day,
produces some change in the magical hues and
shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded
by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect ba-

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember
the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of
the great Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of
the river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the
surrounding country. Every change of season, every change of
weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change
in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they
are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect ba-
rometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed
in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear
evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape

is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their
summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaat-
skill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachi-
an family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble
height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of
season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces
some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and
they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barom-
eters. When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and
purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but, some-
times, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood
of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting
sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot of these fairy
mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up
from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where
the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer
landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded by
some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province, just about
the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant, (may he
rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original settlers
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mmrormucers WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a
dismembered branch of the great Appalachian
family, and are seen away to the west of the river,
swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over
the surrounding country. Every change of season,
every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the
day, produces some change in the magical hues and
shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded
by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect ba-

EXTRA BOLD ITALIC 38 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the
Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great
Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river,
swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding
country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed,
every hour of the day, produces some change in the magical hues
and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the
good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weath-
er is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print
their bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when
the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of
gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the
setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

EXTRA BOLD ITALIC 24 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaat-
skill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appala-
chian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a
noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of
season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces
some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they
are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers.
When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple,
and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes,
when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of
gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting
sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot of these fairy
mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up
from avillage, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the
blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer land-
scape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded by some
of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province, just about the
beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant, (may he rest in
peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original settlers standing
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His dress was of the antique

Dutch fashion—a cloth jerkir
strapped round the waist—se
al pair of breeches, the outer
of ample volume, decorated v
rows of buttons down the sid
and bunches at the knees. He
bore on his shoulder a stout |
that seemed full of liquor, an
made signs for Rip to approas
and assist him with the load.
Though rather shy and distrt
ful of this new acquaintance,
complied with his usual alacr
and mutually relieving one ai
other, they clambered up a n:
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WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a
dismembered branch of the great Appalachian
family, and are seen away to the west of the river,
swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over
the surrounding country. Every change of season,
every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the
day, produces some change in the magical hues and
shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded
by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect ba-

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember
the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of
the great Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of
the river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the
surrounding country. Every change of season, every change
of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some
change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains,
and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as
perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they
are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines
on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the
landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors
about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun,

WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaat-
skill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appala-
chian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a
noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change
of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, pro-
duces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains,
and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect ba-
rometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue
and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky, but,
sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather
a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of
the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. At the foot of
these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke
curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees,
just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green

of the nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having
been founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the
province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter
Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses
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ACKITALIC 2 P1S WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dis-
membered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling
up to a noble height, and lording it over the sur-
rounding country. Every change of season, every
change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day,
produces some change in the magical hues and
shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded
by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect

BLACK ITALIC 38 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember
the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of
the great Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of
the river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the
surrounding country. Every change of season, every change of
weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change
in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they
are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect ba-
rometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed
in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear
evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is
cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their
summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow

BLACK ITALIC 24 PTS WHOEVER HAS MADE a voyage up the Hudson must remember the
Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great
Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swell-
ing up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country.
Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour
of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of
these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far
and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and set-
tled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines
on the clear evening sky, but, sometimes, when the rest of the land-
scape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their
summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light
up like a crown of glory. At the foot of these fairy mountains, the
voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up from a village,
whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints
of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape.
It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded by some
of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province, just about
the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant, (may
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On nearer approach he
still more surprised at t
singularity of the strang
er’s appearance. He was
short square-built old f
low, with thick bushy h:e
and a grizzled beard. Hi
dress was of the antique
Dutch fashion—a cloth
jerkin strapped round
the waist—several pair «
breeches, the outer one
ample volume, decorate




