
I’ve done a few things since last time. Here’s a short list. 
• Made round letters wider. To wit: ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ. 
They are now more like the width of the rest of the capitals. (Behold!) 
• Loosened the spacing. I tried thirty more units, but it seemed like way too 
much, so I only added twenty. Good enough? 
• Flattened the lower serif on d and u, because it looks better. 
• Extended the top left serifs of lowercases and BDPR farther left. This was a 
big problem, and I think it looks quite a lot better because of this change. I 
have no idea how they got so small in the first place. 
 
I acknowledge that that last text sample was pretty anemic. I’ll attempt to give 
plenty this time around. The story behind this story is that, a month or two ago, I 
went to a website called MassFiction, where theoretically any visitor contributes to 
an ongoing, epic story. What really happens is that everyone writes swearwords 
and rants about things like vegetarianism. But I did manage to get a little out of the 
people there when I posted the start of this part—for example, someone there came 
up with the contents of the briefcase. 
 
“You’re late,” he said. 
“I’m sorry,” I said, my voice shaking. 
“Take this,” he said, and held up the briefcase, 
indicating that I should come up to him and 
take it. I did. He pressed it into my arms and 
without a word turned around and walked 
away. I stared at him. As he receded into the 
whiteness I could have sworn I saw him 
vanish.  
 I could feel my fingers shaking as I undid 
the latches and opened the briefcase. Inside 
there were just four things: a two-way radio 
headset, a flask of Jack Daniel’s, an enigmatic 
metal cylinder, and a leather case. The first 
thing I did was take a swig from the flask. I’m 
not a drinking kind of guy, but I had a feeling I 

was going to need more and more drink before 
long.  In the leather case I found a handgun, 
which, I idly thought, would be good for 
keeping wolves away, or something like that. I 
picked up the metal cylinder, but decided to 
put off opening it. I put the flask back in and 
then closed the briefcase and walked off back 
to my car. 
 The snowstorm was still going strong 
during the drive home—in fact, even stronger, 
and a few times I nearly lost control of the car. 
The nerves didn’t help any. I knew exactly 
what was in the cylinder, and I couldn’t keep 
myself from thinking about it for one second. 
It was the person I had to shoot. 

 
I’m leaving out ligatures, even though I’ve made some, because my PDF 
maker doesn’t like them for some reason. 
 Hmm, that still seems kind of short. Do you want something longer? 
 


