A Venetian oldstyle for screens and other things
by David Jonathan Ross




AR AUHT TN I PIC RV AN 3 IR T
CALL ME ISHMAEL. wuccun /=

Some years ago —nevermind how long precisely — having little or no
money in my purse, and nothing particularly interesting me on shore,
I thought I would sail around a little and see the watery parts of the
world. It is a way I have, of driving off the spleen and regulating the
circulation. Whenever I find myself growing grim about the mouth;
whenever it is a damp, drizzly November in my soul; whenever I find
myself pausing before coffin warehouses, and bringing up the rear of
every funeral I meet; and whenever my hypos get such an upper hand,
that it requires a principle to prevent me from stepping into the street,

and knocking people’s hats off, it is time to get to sea.

Though I cannot tell why it was exactly that
those stage managers, the Fates, put me down
for this shabby part of a whaling voyage, when
others were set down for magnificent parts
in high tragedies, and short and easy parts
in genteel comedies, and jolly parts in farc-
es- though I cannot tell why this was exactly;
yet, now that I recall all the circumstances, I
think I can see a little into the springs and
motives which being cunningly presented to
me under various disguises, induced me to set
about performing the part I did, besides cajol-
ing me into the delusion that it was a choice
resulting from my own unbiased freewill and
discriminating judgment.

Chief among these motives was the idea
of the great whale himself. Such a portentous
and mysterious monster roused all my curiosi-
ty. Then the wild, distant seas where he rolled
his island bulk; the undeliverable, nameless
perils of the whale; these, with all the attend-
ing marvels of a thousand Patagonian sights
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I stuffed a shirt or two into my old carpet-bag,
tucked it under my arm, and started for Cape
Horn and the Pacific. Quitting the good city of
old Manhatto, I duly arrived in New Bedford. It
was a Saturday night in December. Much was I
disappointed upon learning that the little packet
for Nantucket had already sailed, and that no
way of reaching that place would offer, till the
following Monday.

As most young candidates for the pains and
penalties of whaling stop at this same New Bed-
ford, thence to embark on their voyage, it may as
well be related that I, for one, had no idea of so do-
ing. For my mind was made up to sail in no other
than a Nantucket craft, because there was a fine,
boisterous something about everything connect-
ed with that famous old island, which amazingly
pleased me. Besides though New Bedford has of
late been gradually monopolizing the business
of whaling, and though in this matter poor old
Nantucket is now much behind her, yet Nan-
tucket was her great original —the Tyre of this
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BUT HERE IS AN ARTIST. He desires to paint you the dreamiest, shad-
iest, quietest, most enchanting bit of romantic landscape in all the valley
of the Saco. What is the chief element he employs? There stand his trees,
each with a hollow trunk, as if a hermit and a crucifix were within; and
here sleeps his meadow, and there sleep his cattle; and up from yonder
cottage goes a sleepy smoke. Deep into distant woodlands winds a mazy
way, reaching to overlapping spurs of mountains bathed in their hill-side
blue. But though the picture lies thus tranced, and though this pine-tree
shakes down its sighs like leaves upon this shepherd’s head, yet all were
vain, unless the shepherd’s eye were fixed upon the magic stream before
him. Go visit the Prairies in June, when for scores on scores of miles you

wade knee-deep among Tiger-lilies... TEXT 14 / 18

Now having a night, a day, and still another night
following before me in New Bedford, ere I could
embark for my destined port, it became a mat-
ter of concernment where I was to eat and sleep
meanwhile. It was a very dubious-looking, nay,
a very dark and dismal night, bitingly cold and
cheerless. I knew no one in the place. With anx-
ious grapnels I had sounded my pocket, and only
brought up a few pieces of silver,—So, wherever
you go, Ishmael, said I to myself, as I stood in
the middle of a dreary street shouldering my bag,
and comparing the gloom towards the north with
the darkness towards the south—wherever in your
wisdom you may conclude to lodge for the night,
my dear Ishmael, be sure to inquire the price, and
don’t be too particular.

With halting steps I paced the streets, and
passed the sign of “The Crossed Harpoons”—but
it looked too expensive and jolly there. Further on,
from the bright red windows of the “Sword-Fish
Inn,” there came such fervent rays, that it seemed
to have melted the packed snow and ice from be-
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Finally, I always go to sea as a sailor, be-
cause of the wholesome exercise and pure
air of the fore-castle deck. For as in this
world, head winds are far more prevalent
than winds from astern (that is, if you
never violate the Pythagorean maxim), so
for the most part the Commodore on the
quarter-deck gets his atmosphere at second
hand from the sailors on the forecastle. He
thinks he breathes it first; but not so. In
much the same way do the commonalty lead
their leaders in many other things, at the
same time that the leaders little suspect it.

But wherefore it was that after having
repeatedly smelt the sea as a merchant sailor,
I should now take it into my head to go on
a whaling voyage; this the invisible police
officer of the Fates, who has the constant sur-
veillance of me, and secretly dogs me, and
influences me in some unaccountable way—
he can better answer than any one else. And,
doubtless, my going on this whaling voyage,

MICRO 9 /13



NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN

'READERSHIP
BEFRIENDED
ASSESSMENT
EQUESTRIAN
ARITHMETIC
WATERMARK
ANNOUNCER
IDENTIFIERS



NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN

INTERSTELLAR
BREADBOARDS
PERMANENTLY
DRAWBRIDGES
UNCRACKABLE
OVERLOOKING
CATERPILLARS
KITCHENWARE



AN FERN TEXT

CALL ME ISHMAEL. Some years ago — never mind how long pre-
cisely — having little or no money in my purse, and nothing particular
to interest me on shore, I thought I would sail about a little and see
the watery part of the world. It is a way I have of driving off the spleen
and regulating the circulation. Whenever I find myself growing grim
about the mouth; whenever it is a damp, drizzly November in my soul;
whenever I find myself involuntarily pausing before coffin warehous-
es, and bringing up the rear of every funeral I meet; and especially
whenever my hypos get such an upper hand of me, that it requires
a strong moral principle to prevent me from deliberately stepping
into the street, and methodically knocking people’s hats off, then, I
account it high time to get to sea as soon as I can.

This is my substitute for pistol and ball. With a philosophical
flourish Cato throws himself upon his sword; I quietly take to the
ship. There is nothing surprising in this. If they but knew it, almost
all men in their degree, some time or other, cherish very nearly the
same feelings towards the ocean with me. There now is your insu-
lar city of the Manhattoes, belted round by wharves as Indian isles
by coral reefs, commerce surrounds it with her surf. Right and left,
the streets take you waterward. Its extreme downtown is the battery,
where that noble mole is washed by waves, and cooled by breezes,
which a few hours previous were out of sight of land. Look at the
crowds of water-gazers there.

Circumambulate the city of a dreamy Sabbath afternoon. Go
from Corlears Hook to Coenties Slip, and from thence, by Whitehall,
northward. What do you see? — Posted like silent sentinels all around
the town, stand thousands upon thousands of mortal men fixed in
ocean reveries. Some leaning against the spiles; some seated upon
the pier-heads; some looking over the bulwarks of ships from China;

some high aloft in the rigging, as if striving to get a still better seaward
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peep. But these are all landsmen; of week days pent up in lath and
plaster —tied to counters, nailed to benches, clinched to desks. How
then is this? Are the green fields gone? What do they here?

But look! here come more crowds, pacing straight for the wa-
ter, and seemingly bound for a dive. Strange! Nothing will content
them but the extremest limit of the land; loitering under the shady
lee of yonder warehouses will not suffice. No. They must get just as
nigh the water as they possibly can without falling in. And there they
stand —miles of them —leagues. Inlanders all, they come from lanes
and alleys, streets and avenues — north, east, south, and west. Yet here
they all unite. Tell me, does the magnetic virtue of the needles of the

compasses of all those ships attract them thither?

Once more. Say you are in the country; in some high land of
lakes. Take almost any path you please, and ten to one it carries
you down in a dale, and leaves you there by a pool in the stream.
There is magic in it. Let the most absent-minded of men be
plunged in his deepest reveries — stand that man on his legs, set
his feet a-going, and he will infallibly lead you to water, if water
there be in all that region. Should you ever be athirst in the great
American desert, try this experiment, if your caravan happen
to be supplied with a metaphysical professor. Yes, as every one

knows, meditation and water are wedded for ever.

But here is an artist. He desires to paint you the dreamiest, shadiest,
quietest, most enchanting bit of romantic landscape in all the valley of
the Saco. What is the chief element he employs? There stand his trees,
each with a hollow trunk, as if a hermit and a crucifix were within; and
here sleeps his meadow, and there sleep his cattle; and up from yonder
cottage goes a sleepy smoke. Deep into distant woodlands winds a
mazy way, reaching to overlapping spurs of mountains bathed in their
hill-side blue. But though the picture lies thus tranced, and though
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CALL ME ISHMAEL. Some years ago—never mind how long precise-
ly —having little or no money in my purse, and nothing particular to interest
me on shore, I thought I would sail about a little and see the watery part of
the world. It is a way I have of driving off the spleen and regulating the cir-
culation. Whenever I find myself growing grim about the mouth; whenever
it is a damp, drizzly November in my soul; whenever I find myself involun-
tarily pausing before coffin warehouses, and bringing up the rear of every
funeral I meet; and especially whenever my hypos get such an upper hand of
me, that it requires a strong moral principle to prevent me from deliberately
stepping into the street, and methodically knocking people’s hats off, then,
I account it high time to get to sea as soon as I can.

This is my substitute for pistol and ball. With a philosophical flourish
Cato throws himself upon his sword; I quietly take to the ship. There is
nothing surprising in this. If they but knew it, almost all men in their degree,
some time or other, cherish very nearly the same feelings towards the ocean
with me. There now is your insular city of the Manhattoes, belted round by
wharves as Indian isles by coral reefs, commerce surrounds it with her surf.
Right and left, the streets take you waterward. Its extreme downtown is the
battery, where that noble mole is washed by waves, and cooled by breezes,
which a few hours previous were out of sight of land. Look at the crowds of
water-gazers there.

Circumambulate the city of a dreamy Sabbath afternoon. Go from Cor-
lears Hook to Coenties Slip, and from thence, by Whitehall, northward. What
do you see? —Posted like silent sentinels all around the town, stand thou-
sands upon thousands of mortal men fixed in ocean reveries. Some leaning
against the spiles; some seated upon the pier-heads; some looking over the
bulwarks of ships from China; some high aloft in the rigging, as if striving
to get a still better seaward peep. But these are all landsmen; of week days
pent up in lath and plaster —tied to counters, nailed to benches, clinched
to desks. How then is this? Are the green fields gone? What do they here?

But look! here come more crowds, pacing straight for the water, and
seemingly bound for a dive. Strange! Nothing will content them but the ex-
tremest limit of the land; loitering under the shady lee of yonder warehouses
will not suffice. No. They must get just as nigh the water as they possibly can
without falling in. And there they stand —miles of them —leagues. Inlanders
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all, they come from lanes and alleys, streets and avenues —north, east, south,
and west. Yet here they all unite. Tell me, does the magnetic virtue of the
needles of the compasses of all those ships attract them thither?

Once more. Say you are in the country; in some high land of lakes.
Take almost any path you please, and ten to one it carries you down
in a dale, and leaves you there by a pool in the stream. There is magic
in it. Let the most absent-minded of men be plunged in his deepest
reveries — stand that man on his legs, set his feet a-going, and he will
infallibly lead you to water, if water there be in all that region. Should
you ever be athirst in the great American desert, try this experiment,
if your caravan happen to be supplied with a metaphysical professot.

Yes, as every one knows, meditation and water are wedded for ever.

But here is an artist. He desires to paint you the dreamiest, shadiest, quietest,
most enchanting bit of romantic landscape in all the valley of the Saco. What
is the chief element he employs? There stand his trees, each with a hollow
trunk, as if a hermit and a crucifix were within; and here sleeps his meadow,
and there sleep his cattle; and up from yonder cottage goes a sleepy smoke.
Deep into distant woodlands winds a mazy way, reaching to overlapping
spurs of mountains bathed in their hill-side blue. But though the picture
lies thus tranced, and though this pine-tree shakes down its sighs like leaves
upon this shepherd’s head, yet all were vain, unless the shepherd’s eye were
fixed upon the magic stream before him. Go visit the Prairies in June, when
for scores on scores of miles you wade knee-deep among Tiger-lilies- what
is the one charm wanting?- Water- there is not a drop of water there! Were
Niagara but a cataract of sand, would you travel your thousand miles to see
it? Why did the poor poet of Tennessee, upon suddenly receiving two hand-
fuls of silver, deliberate whether to buy him a coat, which he sadly needed,
or invest his money in a pedestrian trip to Rockaway Beach? Why is almost
every robust healthy boy with a robust healthy soul in him, at some time or
other crazy to go to sea? Why upon your first voyage as a passenger, did you
yourself feel such a mystical vibration, when first told that you and your ship
were now out of sight of land? Why did the old Persians hold the sea holy?
Why did the Greeks give it a separate deity, and own brother of Jove? Surely
all this is not without meaning. And still deeper the meaning of that story

of Narcissus, who because he could not grasp the tormenting, mild image he
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NOW, WHEN I SAY THAT I AM IN THE HABIT OF GOING TO SEA
WHENEVER I BEGIN TO GROW HAZY ABOUT THE EYES, AND BE-
GIN TO BE OVER CONSCIOUS OF MY LUNGS, I DO NOT MEAN TO
HAVE IT INFERRED THAT I EVER GO TO SEA AS A PASSENGER. FOR
TO GO AS A PASSENGER YOU MUST NEEDS HAVE A PURSE, AND A
PURSE IS BUT A RAG UNLESS YOU HAVE SOMETHING IN IT. BESIDES,
PASSENGERS GET SEA-SICK- GROW QUARRELSOME- DON’T SLEEP
OF NIGHTS, DO NOT ENJOY THEMSELVES MUCH, AS A GENERAL
THING; NO, I NEVER GO AS A PASSENGER; NOR, THOUGH I AM
SOMETHING OF A SALT, DO I EVER GO TO SEA AS A COMMODORE,
OR A CAPTAIN, OR A COOK. I ABANDON THE GLORY AND DIS-
TINCTION OF SUCH OFFICES TO THOSE WHO LIKE THEM. FOR MY
PART, I ABOMINATE ALL HONORABLE RESPECTABLE TOILS, TRIALS,
AND TRIBULATIONS OF EVERY KIND WHATSOEVER. IT IS QUITE AS
MUCH AS I CAN DO TO TAKE CARE OF MYSELF, WITHOUT TAKING
CARE OF SHIPS, BARQUES, BRIGS, SCHOONERS, AND WHAT NOT.
AND AS FOR GOING AS COOK, THOUGH I CONFESS THERE IS CON-
SIDERABLE GLORY IN THAT, A COOK BEING A SORT OF OFFICER
ON SHIP-BOARD, YET, SOMEHOW, I NEVER FANCIED BROILING
FOWLS; THOUGH ONCE BROILED, JUDICIOUSLY BUTTERED, AND
JUDGMATICALLY SALTED AND PEPPERED, THERE IS NO ONE WHO
WILL SPEAK MORE RESPECTFULLY, NOT TO SAY REVERENTIALLY,
OF A BROILED FOWL THAN I WILL. IT IS OUT OF THE IDOLATROUS
DOTINGS OF THE OLD EGYPTIANS UPON BROILED IBIS AND ROAST-
ED RIVER HORSE, THAT YOU SEE THE MUMMIES OF THOSE CREA-
TURES IN THEIR HUGE BAKEHOUSES THE PYRAMIDS.
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NO, WHEN I GO TO SEA, I go as a simple sailor, right
before the mast, plumb down into the forecastle, aloft there to
the royal mast-head. True, they rather order me about some,
and make me jump from spar to spar, like a grasshopper in

a May meadow. And at first, this sort of thing is unpleasant
enough. It touches one’s sense of honor, particularly if you come
of an old established family in the land, the Van Rensselaers,
or Randolphs, or Hardicanutes. And more than all, if just
previous to putting your hand into the tar-pot, you have been
lording it as a country schoolmaster, making the tallest boys
stand in awe of you. The transition is a keen one, I assure you,
from a schoolmaster to a sailor, and requires a strong decoction
of Seneca and the Stoics to enable you to grin and bear it.

NO, WHEN I GO TO SEA, I go as a simple sailor, right
before the mast, plumb down into the forecastle, aloft
there to the royal mast-head. True, they rather order
me about some, and make me jump from spar to spar,
like a grasshopper in a May meadow. And at first, this
sort of thing is unpleasant enough. It touches one’s
sense of honor, particularly if you come of an old es-
tablished family in the land, the Van Rensselaers, or
Randolphs, or Hardicanutes. And more than all, if just
previous to putting your hand into the tar-pot, you
have been lording it as a country schoolmaster, making
the tallest boys stand in awe of you.But even this wears
off in time.
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CHARACTER SET (TEXT & MICRO)
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FERN OpenType features (Text & Micro)

With halting steps I paced
WITH HALTING STEPS I PACED

The 24 sailors for Bean & Co.
THE 24 SAILORS FOR BEAN & CO.

On October 1, 2018, Bedford
On October 1, 2018, Bedford

On October 1, 2018, Bedford
On October 1, 2018, Bedford

Cite this source2 and that one3
Cite this source? and that one?3

Combine H20 and Na2Cr207
Combine H,O and Na,Cr,0r

1/2 cup butter, 2/3 tsp. salt
1/2 cup butter, 2/3 tsp. salt

Connecticut Casting Raspberries
Connecticut Casting Raspberries

Small caps
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font-variant: small-caps;

ALl small caps

font-variant-caps: all-small-caps;

Lining figures

font-variant-numeric:

Tabular figures

font-variant-numeric:

Superiors

font-variant-position:

Scientific inferiors

font-variant-position:

Fractions

font-variant-numeric:

diagonal-fractions;

lining—-nums;

tabular-nums;

super;

sub;

Discretionary Ligatures
font-variant-Lligatures:

discretionary-Lligatures



FERN Variants

With halting steps I paced
With halting steps I paced

Fern Micro Regular and Italic
Fern Text Regular and Italic

On October 1, 2018, Bedford
On October 1, 2018, Bedford
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Weight
font-weight: 400-800;

Optical Size
font-optical-sizing: auto;
font-variation-settings: 'opsz' 8-12;

Italic (non-interpolating)
font-style: italic;
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Fern is a Venetian oldstyle that is native to the screen. With
exaggerated diagonal stress, Fern’s weight clumps in round strokes
and chunky triangular serifs, giving it a rich texture that sparkles
even at the smallest size. Its ribbonlike forms are modeled after the
Renaissance faces of Nicolas Jenson as well as related twentieth
century revivals such as Centaur and Dante.

Available formats:

Desktop OpenType CFF (OTF)
Web WOFF, WOFF2
App/E-book OpenType TrueType (TTF)

Designer: David Jonathan Ross

DJR draws letters of all shapes and sizes for custom and retail
typeface designs. A native of Los Angeles, he began drawing
typefaces at Hampshire College and joined The Font Bureau

in 2007 where he honed his bézier-wrangling skills. Now he
publishes visually imaginative and technically advanced designs
at his own foundry, including Fit, Manicotti, Input, Gimlet,
and Bungee. You’ll find him in Western Massachusetts with his
partner Emily and their two dogs, Sophie and Lily.

Special thanks to Donny Truong for consulting on the Vietnamese
accents for this project.

Supported Languages include:
Afrikaans, Albanian, Alsatian, Basque,
Bislama, Bosnian (Latin), Breton, Catalan,
Chamorro, Croatian, Czech, Danish, Dutch,
English, Estonian, Faroese, Finnish,
Flemish, Franco-Provengal, French, Frisian,
Friulian, Galician, German, Greenlandic,
Hungarian, Icelandic, Indonesian, Irish,
Italian, Kurdish (Latin), Ladin, Latin,
Latvian, Lithuanian, Luxembourgish, Malay,
Manx Gaelic, Moldovan, Norwegian (Bokmal,
Nynorsk), Occitan, Polish, Portuguese,
Rhaeto-Romance, Romanian, Romansh, Sami
(Inari, Lule, Northern, Skolt, Southern),
Scottish Gaelic, Slovak, Sorbian, Slovenian,
Spanish, Swahili, Swedish, Tagalog, Turkish,
Uzbek (Latin), Vietnamese, Walloon, Welsh.
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