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Idea of Libertad:

This typeface es for small texts, in sizes 6-12, I'm working on the regular style so far.
The idea of this type is to have a lot of alternative letter styles. And maybe a feature
that randomly puts the alternative letters on text. Thanks for the feedback!

Sample text:

Of all the kids in the seventh grade at Camillo Junior High, there was one kid that Mrs. Baker hated with heat whiter
than the sun. Me. And let me tell you, it wasn't for anything I'd done. If it had been Doug Swieteck that Mrs. Baker
hated, it would have made sense. Doug Swieteck once made up a list of 410 ways to get a teacher to hate you. It
began with spray deodorant in all her desk drawers and got worse as it went along. A whole lot worse. | think that
things became illegal around Number 167. You don’t want to know what number 400 was, and you really don't want
to know what Number 410 was. But I'll tell you this much: They were the kinds of things that sent kids to juvenile
detention homes in upstate New York, so far away that you never saw them again.

Doug Swieteck tried Number 6 on Mrs. Sidman last year. It was something about Wrigley gum and the teachers water
fountain which was just outside the teachers lounge and the Polynesian Fruit Blend hair coloring that Mrs. Sidman
used. It worked, and streams of juice the color of mangoes stained her face for the rest of the day, and the next day,
and the next day--until, | suppose, those skin cells wore off. Doug Swieteck was suspended for two whole weeks.
Just before he left, he said that next year he was going to try number 166 to see how much time that would get him.

The day before Doug Swieteck came back, our principal reported during morning announcements that Mrs. Sidman
had accepted voluntary reassignment to the main administrative office. We were all supposed to congratulate her on
the new post. But it was hard to congratulate her because she almost never peeked out of the main administrative
office. Even when she had to be the playground monitor during recess, she mostly kept away from us. If you did get
close, she’d whip out a plastic rain hat and pull it on. It's hard to congratulate someone who's holding a plastic rain
hat over her Polynesian Fruit Blend-colored hair. See? That's the kind of stuff that gets teachers to hate you.



