| | y
!‘!amburgefontsw

HHHHH

aaaaa

daaaad
mmmmm

b bbbb




Hamburgefontsiv

U uuuu
r rrrr

99999
$2€%9%8

eeeec



Homburgefontsiv
f F£ff
00000
nnnnn
ttttt
$SSSS



Hambu*gefonts V

o f I

Pitnn
VVVVYV



Hamburgefontsiv

Hamburgefontsiv
Hamburgefonts
Hamburge?ontsiv




Abril Fatface

Bitter

Georgia

Kelly Slah

Roboto

Ubuntu

Typeface Exploration

Sam Sialta was deep in a tequila haze, so staggeringly drunk that he would later
say he retained no memory of the crime he was beginning to commit. It was a
few minutes after 2 a.m. on April 13, 2014. Siatta had just forced his way into a
single-story home in Normal, I11., a college town on the prairie about 130 miles
southwest of Chicago. A Marine Corps veteran of the war in Afghanistan, he was
a 24-year-old freshman studying on the G.1. Bill at the university nearby, Illinois
State. He had a record of valor in infantry combat and no criminal past.
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Siatta had been in a deepening funk for months. For more than four years he had been stalked
by memories of civilians his platoon had killed, people whose lives had abruptly ended for a
reason as unforgiving as it was simple — being in the wrong place when the shooting began.
The Department of Veterans Affairs would later say he suffered from depression, alcohol
dependency and PTSD. But until this moment, he had adapted with behaviors allowing him to
pass as less troubled than he was. He avoided crowds. He drank prodigious amounts of
alcohol to dim his heightened alertness and to muffle his sorrows. He socialized rarely, often
only with his mother or brother.

The dining area Siatta had entered gave way to a little kitchen, which opened into a small
living room. In that adjoining room, perhaps 25 feet from Siatta, stood one of the boyfriends,
another young former Marine. In any number of situations, the two men might have become
friends. But they had served in different places and jobs in the corps, and the man in the living
room had no idea he had anything in common with the man in the kitchen. He positioned
himself between his girlfriend and the shattered door.

Paragraph setting attempt 1

SETA
PARAGRAPH
OF TYPE

typeface: U buntu

Sans Serif
font size: 1.0rem

leading: 1.2rem
tracking: 0.03rem
column width: 72%


A loving family -Ran
Paragraph setting attempt 1


Siatta had been in a deepening funk for months. For more than four years he

had been stalked by memories of civilians his platoon had killed, people whose
lives had abruptly ended for a reason as unforgiving as it was simple — being

in the wrong place when the shooting began. The Department of Veterans
Affairs would later say he suffered from depression, alcohol dependency and
PTSD. But until this moment, he had adapted with behaviors allowing him to
pass as less troubled than he was. He avoided crowds. He drank prodigious

amounts of alcohol to dim his heightened alertness and to muffle his sorrows.

He socialized rarely, often only with his mother or brother.

The dining area Siatta had entered gave way to a little kitchen, which opened
into a small living room. In that adjoining room, perhaps 25 feet from Siatta,
stood one of the boyfriends, another young former Marine. In any number of
situations, the two men might have become friends. But they had served in
different places and jobs in the corps, and the man in the living room had no
idea he had anything in common with the man in the kitchen. He positioned
himself between his girlfriend and the shattered door.
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Siatta had been in a deepening funk for months. For more than four years he had
been stalked by memories of civilians his platoon had killed, people whose lives
had abruptly ended for a reason as unforgiving as it was simple — being in the
wrong place when the shooting began. The Department of Veterans Affairs would
later say he suffered from depression, alcohol dependency and PTSD. But until
this moment, he had adapted with behaviors allowing him to pass as less troubled
than he was. He avoided crowds. He drank prodigious amounts of alcohol to dim
his heightened alertness and to muffle his sorrows. He socialized rarely, often only
with his mother or brother.

The dining area Siatta had entered gave way to a little kitchen, which opened into
a small living room. In that adjoining room, perhaps 25 feet from Siatta, stood one
of the boyfriends, another young former Marine. In any number of situations, the
two men might have become friends. But they had served in different places and
jobs in the corps, and the man in the living room had no idea he had anything in
common with the man in the kitchen. He positioned himself between his girlfriend
and the shattered door.
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four years he had been stalked by memories of civilians his
platoon had killed, people whose lives had abruptly ended for
a reason as unforgiving as it was simple — being in the wrong
place when the shooting began. The Department of Veterans
Affairs would later say he suffered from depression, alcohol
dependency and PTSD. But until this moment, he had
adapted with behaviors allowing him to pass as less troubled
than he was. He avoided crowds. He drank prodigious
amounts of alcohol to dim his heightened alertness and to
muffle his sorrows. He socialized rarely, often only with his
mother or brother.

The dining area Siatta had entered gave way to a little kitchen,
which opened into a small living room. In that adjoining room,
perhaps 25 feet from Siatta, stood one of the boyfriends,
another young former Marine. In any number of situations, the
two men might have become friends. But they had served in
different places and jobs in the corps, and the man in the
living room had no idea he had anything in common with the
man in the kitchen. He positioned himself between his
girlfriend and the shattered door.
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