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Fitting Predicament

Look, typography never knows unspoiled page again. Print's |
virgin materials gone and got used up. Cut down. Its mythic |
whitespace depleted, typography must be done over. In awkward |

corners and crevices now. No sense reasoning with standardised
surfaces, typography abandons its rectangular entitlements. '
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expression called for. Words: ' A
simple, familiar. Sentence
structures: logical, direct.
Detail and  digression:
avoid. Edit!
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Authors wouldn’t cooperate.
Intent on constituting their
whole language model,
their canon, their collective
corpus, they cared not a bit ]
for paranoid librarians nor
fantasist architects  with
designs on subterranean
marble vaults. Book eruption
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Typeset in Union by Radim Pesko.



Really,

Following the medieval

scribe  prayerbook, the
print factory’s economical Th ey ]
thinking did compress b b oty s

H i - pamnti umimthnnm
mise-en-page: reduced i1k mziomedty e
type size, reduced space 1 et e i
between lines, reduced maiedionieom, i
margins. Newly-literates HEL e Zf“mm%mﬁ;

pushed

demanding spaces between

words,

margins for note-taking; a
justly apportioned page.

The dexterity of human

labour

pressures. Yes, the factory
desired to fit more on less,
but within reason! No way
it would do microscopic
typographics, fiddling little

letters,

between numb thumbs and
swollen fingers.

The Economical Page

the historical page was ever under contradictory
pressures. Pressure to accommodate more text and image: to fit
more content on less surface. And pressure to accommodate

more readers, to make itself accessible and appeal to the market.
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impossible to take

They might've gotten ten thousand titchy miniscules per page but it

would’ve taken forever and nobody would’ve read it and that’s not what Automation came, created unprecedented forms of
backers with capital were after. A reasonable, even-handedness needed typographic labour, and installed the economical page
to prevail. The scribes had already embodied it, their ergonomy of the in enduring machine protocols. An ogre of an English

page measured by grip, by wrist, elbow, shoulder, and eye. With a few

Foreman would coordinate a vast workforce looking down

adjustments this happy medium, this practicable typography, acceptable on the shop floor. Probably at school you saw images of
to printer and public, got metered-out, tooled-up, and learned.

them sat atop their Adobe Paragraph Composer console.
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They would take in a text of a morning, shouting its anticipated specifications down: “Octavo! Long-form, single column, margins at 5 pica!” “Come on you bone-idle, we’ll start this’'un at 10
on 12 point!” And the typesetters would lurch into action, wouldn’t they, with their conversion charts and their compositing sticks, frantically putting down letters and lines and pages and in just
a few moments the Foreman, bellicose, would see it come out at 201 pages, each with 40 lines of type. But that would not do. Redo for reasons of economy and right away. Needs to fit 192
pages, gathered in 16s and no waste. 40 lines: thousands of line breaks across the whole document. In an instant, the Foreman would select the entire text with a keyboard shortcut and change
its type size to 9.85 point — probably that would do it, they reasoned — and the typesetters, the workers, would have to take up the type and melt it down and cut thousands and thousands of
new letters, only for the Foreman, with the overview, to find that it's 194 pages now and scream down again and have all the type taken off again and melted down and recut again, raging now,
recut again at 9.75 point, 193 pages now, and recut again at 9.723 point, and finally it fits. The workers, tormented, communicated these millions of parallel computations like a swarm, each
interdependent taking cues from the slightest movement of the next, only a few ever directly acting on the calls of the Foreman. In the background, the furnace, the engine, the press running hot

and ready for these pages.



Whitespace Sickos

Overtime, over centuries, protagonists and patrons of the page factionalised. Signalling
designerly distaste at the economical page’s pokey packed-in passages, its miserly typography of
impoverishment, a wealthy whitespace kink set itself apart. Gratuitous graphic space sicko fetish
just because. Bo Doni was the prime mover of them, set sweet text blocks in acres of page more
unprinted than printed and had trees cut down for the hell. Bo did personally oversee the clearing of
many a peaceful European valley orchard at sunset, insisting the workers rev their chainsaws harder
and louder. Bo had paper sent from the mill to the print factory carelessly slung on open carts,
unsecured, getting crumpled, taken by the wind, spoiled by the rain.

A sheet which did arrive
presentably to the press
travelled through the
machine’s innards for
nothing, for no reason,
no ink, finally to become
an empty page facing
another almost like it; that
one, though, with two
tiny words printed in black
in its upper left corner.
Two words: the name of
some artist or author of
Bo’s ilk, presented without
qualification.  Half-title.
Then again on the next
page, only a fraction
larger. And perhaps with a
tiny ornamental flourish.
A graphic petal, say.
Bo would proclaim the
quintessential  elegance
of these arrangements
unreservedly.

Plenty more discontented pages followed. Uninked pages. As “front matter”. Opposite images. Between
chapters. Bo would start the next chapter not right there on the adjacent, available recto — “crude,
hurried!” — but on the following one. Even start it half way down that page Bo would, the upper half
remaining empty, or graced with a chapter number, small, refined, delightful: “5”. “Ah, this is chapter five
now”, readers were supposed to say to themselves, feeling reinvigorated and prepared to go on. Bo had
influence, too. Sicko Bo customers mythologised whitespace as metaphorical typographical air.
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A whole subcult got enchanted by airy whitespace Sickos welcomed the advent of neue techniques for letterspace
headspace, venturing higher, up into the mountains, tightening, marvelling immediately at their own word mark: Typo, its
up above the poor masses squinting at their over-inked vy squeezed in under the wing of its T, its p and o almost touching,
newsprint. For those up top, whitespace was a chef’s kiss precision engineered for fit like a first class watch movement. It
of a graphic device. was felt quite the mark of designerly refine to be concerned with
fractions of a square millimetre between letters while reams of
surrounding page went

begging.

Here, for your enjoyment, are a few square Inches of quiet.
Rest your eyes here . . .




Sentence Rearchitects
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Technologised typographers unboxed their new tablets and computer screens, intoxicated by tQ the
polystyrene packaging’s vaporous emanations. Thousand-nit displays shone like beacons, leading variations
these conspirators over dark, deforested plains, toward an awakening: endless page as far as the 1n visual
eye could see. acu1ty
The historical, prosaic
paragraph  of linear
typography did dis-
integrate in their GUIs, Ofthe
its traditional weave human
pulled apart by them, and H L m visual
tumbling out came not E A field
itty bitty metal letters but X N e 1€1d.
words, whole sensible A O
words to be taken up HEXAGONAL m t m
and composed with. A O e e
Sentences, each as X N t S t
special as a snowflake, E A S S
should never again be H L N
brute-forced along S S
indifferent factory lines by S
bean-counting misers, t t
proclaimed these radical ¢ ¢
rearchitects. They m t m
envisioned text organised
from the inside out, for €
the pure stimulation of
human faculties. m
At first, the 120fps page knew no constraints other Graphic scarcity was thought to be at an end. The heavy hardware of
than cognitive. Free to tune itself to the saccades the press, the luggage of the line, the pressure of the pricey paper page,
and fixations of the eye, delivering content to banished from advanced typotalk. Rare earth metals and distant cloud
cortex at optimal informational rates. Sentences compute left unspoken too: out of sight, out of mind. Pages on screen
tried on Semantic Line-breaks, Internal Vertical were windows, viewpoints onto rent-free typographic vistas, where

Justifications, danced the Boustrophedon, the Square-  words were seen animating, stacking, diagramming, branching, and
span, the MuGlyph, all in pursuit of literacy utopia. performing their meanings quite determinedly.




Four figures, each with the

. . ;! Bm same surface area; and each
with their surface area in relative
Type In Proportlon 4&3@ 4 proportion to their denominations.

Pages often privilege images in
their own aspect ratio. Construed
computationally, images can
be equalised by surface area,
in pixels, irrespective of any
rectilinear framing.

The advent of unbound graphic space and novel semantic typographies
exposed deeper, multi-syllabic problems dating way back.
Typographers noticed themselves maintaining uncool practices and it
was time to ask why.

Drilling  down  through

old ways of the page their @
inquisition came to the
bottom of the stack of
customs and inheritances,
arrived at the big question:

“Why, oh forefathers, was o
the size of text determined OI I e ea m I I
by the height of x and not

by the dimensions of actual,
literal, words?” What was
this historic x calculus? Most
words appeared not to
contain any. X formula had 2500px
apparently got lost.

A modernist

psychophysical cult of digital

proportionalists put forward

their counter: the size and

significance of words shall

be a function of the number

of letters they contain. A commendably substantive, erudite, and laudatory word typically has a lot of
letters, at least six, while lowly grunts: ughs, oofs — three, four at most. They ought to be sized accordingly!

In the canonical typographical manuals of previous ages had been formulated precise protocols for how
type size was to be used to categorise text depending on the kind of attention readers were expected to
give it. Most biblical, Jan T’s ‘Ye Nu Typografie’ did command that a text be organised — by divine decree
— into ideally three and not more than five sizes.

This principle of so-called
“typographic hierarchy”
was passed down .
through  generations as
lore and upheld as law.

Proportionalists pitched /| *
instead a typography of
surface area. Digitally native,
it spoke the language of ¢
computation. Did away with | o
inscrutable x and acted
on the size of the words
which the text actually o
meant to say. Two words
could be sized equally by
surface area. Paragraphs|| °
allotted page space by
fractions of the whole.
Page real estate got its °
agents. And. yet’ deSplte The compositional surface area of the two central protagonists compared using a dot planimeter technique.

the computatlonal novelty, By imposing a dot grid and counting the number of dots covered by an irregular shape it is possible to estimate

H H its area. Alternating the count — including the open dots and excluding the closed dots — smooths out the
this Wa$ in fact an elemental calculation, compensating for the curving path of the outline.
and righteous way of

doing things. A painting was dug out from a pile of
rubble which was seen to anticipate the surface area
schemes of the proportionalists. It depicted a group
of typographers seated for their last meal. Heading
the table was cheeky old Jan T, while at the foot sat a
plucky underdog, made to appear criminally inferior,
but given the same graphic significance by an artist of
prophetic compositional guile.
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A similar composition used in

. . . . . . ‘Der Schatzbehalter’ (1491).
Proportional Graphics tools and fonts made with Simon Knebl and Thibeau Kindt. continues on page 33



Lindy Typography

Studio lights began to flicker, serious shortages of page were reported. Print persisted but now paper came packaged with
provisos: “Please print double sided”. Text made its own shameful appeals: “Do you need to print this email?” Typographers
rightly had to get radical and reconsider. Audits were carried out. International bicker. Wasteful Bo’s descendants were low
hanging fruit. Cut it out, sickos.

The gendered tongues
of old Europe were
criticised, seen to be
wasting  space  with
pedantic distinctions
between Leser and
Leserin. Lingua franca
was a talking point too.
Urgent. Could be a
bridge off this cursed
planet. In any case, no
future for polyglot pages.

As if any typographic
superpower could
administer such
directives! For all the
futurist rhetoric of sickos,
sentence rearchitects,
and proportionalists,
historians were justified
in pointing out that pages
looked the same as they

always had. What had actually been achieved in
half a millennium was nothing but faster scribes.

Pages. Filled with lines
of text. Sickos might
glorify whitespace!
Sentence rearchitects
might have located the
resonant frequencies of
human comprehension!
Proportionalists might
have made x redundant!
All talk. When resources
got tight they all pasted
paragraphs into a text
box and got Economical
Pageaas, the same as the
rest of us.

The whole time, for the
entire very factual and
exhaustive history of
typography heretofore
recited, the economical
page had simply been
pressing on. The
economical page was
lindy. A forever chemical
detected in the minds of
all typographers. Too big
to fail.

100 1700 2000

When writing’s whole language model finally came online text went ballistic. So much text was
being generated that it bypassed all typographic scrutiny. Page products went hockey stick.
The economical page was the only option. And without even an amateur desktop publisher to
authenticate, to confer typographic authority, readerly credulity collapsed. Page: exhausted. Reader:
disenchanted. The end of print was cliche. This was the end of reading.



Designer Paragraph

Nobody read whole pages of text again after that.

Not in print: no gullible body looked at ten on fourteen point Bembo and presumed it the product of heartfelt human
experience channeled through writing, refining, iterating, correcting, arbitrated by editorial and institutional actors
and typographical rigour and manifested as a “paperback” and “recommended” by one human to another.

A recap: one day one
human had once carved text
out of stone at one word
per hour, then one human
had written text in ink on
parchment at one thousand
words per hour, then one
human had set text in lines
of metal type, by hand,

And not on screen:
nobody read raw,
unformatted text, in
#A9A9A9 grey, animating,
tumbling, word by word,
into a text frame in a
web browser following
a prompt to a GPT, and
believed themselves to
be making contact with a
noble chain of readers

and printed it at 100,000 across time.
words per hour, and later,
with technical tweaks, at a ANTI'OEDIPUS

trillion. Humans had copied

and pasted text and text had

spawned and respawned

and generated at rates

which were senseless to

describe in terms of words or

hours or minutes or writing

or reading. Data: megaflops

and more, pump-pumping
now,
slopping over, allover all conceivable sessions of human attention. Text not for a
billion Librarians of Babel working in shifts ever to read but for more computerised

Signai bul NOL IS source.

agents to parse and re

e —— A R

compose and repackage into
little portions and parcels
to serve to the paralysed
and overwhelmed and
uncritical. Regurgutating
it all according to
attention budgets and
demographically  inferred
preferences. All text s
“personalised” soon.

There was one last typography to speak of, though. The 512 x 512 pixel
PNG was its preferred page. Fibrous paper texture, mock-up shimmer of
protective polythene wrap, subtle effects of light and shadow on debossed
lettering, crooked corners: once these had been print’'s preserve, the
pleasures of tactility pitted against undesignerly digitality. Now they were
the signatures of “designer paragraphs”. Designer paragraphs were
superpowered text fragments, human-curated, alloyed with valuable add-
ons marking them out as worthy of eyeball. Designer paragraphs were
gangsta bibliographer, Libgen.rs addicted, all blue messages, no green.
Overprinted on a fragment of a rare book. Imbued with something in the
process. Scanned and pre-aged. Screenshotted as if without a care, off-
centre, bits of interface chrome, JPEGed to compression nirvana as if it's
been saved and reposted by, like, A LOT of readers. Friction dreams. Proof
of pulse. There’s this really nice text but it’s printed on the back of the
Declaration of Independence in invisible ink and can only be read with 3D
glasses. This text? Yeh it can only be read on midsummer’s eve under
a crescent moon. Oh you have to check this text: it can only be displayed
when your device’s geotag pings at the following coordinates. No, no,
it blocks VPNs, you really have to go there. This text will self-destruct in
10 seconds. Anything to arouse a reader from slop-stupor. Because
otherwise it would just be, like, raw text. And that’s enough of that.
|
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