
PROJECT THREE

THREE SYMBOLS
The purpose of  this project is to explore
continuity and style. The design principle 
of continuity is critical to brand identity, 
publication design, typeface design, adn 
icon set design. All of the projects for 
the ret of the semester will build on this 
principle.

The final composition should be one of 
the three Instagram sizes and uploaded 
on the due date (see class website under 
“Projects” for specifications).

This project will also be printed on 12 x 
18 paper and mounted on black matte 
board with a 1” border.

All exercises and iterations must 
be uploaded to the dropbox at the 
beginning of each class.

Students will choose a story from their 
lives that contain a person, a place and a 
thing - which most stories combine. The 
story can be dramatic, funny, inspiring, or 
anti-climactic, for examples. The story will 
be typed out in a word document with 
a brief including descriptive words and 
phrases that clarify mood, setting, voice, 
theme, etc. Students will then create 30 
thumbnail drawings, 10 of each person, 
place and thing, exploring different stylis-
tic approaches such as vector, illustrative, 
painterly, line, sketchy, detailed, realistic, 
cubist, etc. The challenge with this project 
is to render all three elements in the same 
way, using the same tools, colors, shapes, 
lines and any other design components.
A stlye will be chosen from the thumbnails 
in small groups and then each built, iterat-
ed and revised in Adobe Illustrator.

The final layout will include the story and 
all three icons, symbols, images.

Examples:
https://www.pinterest.com/jamesdun-
lap137/stock-illustration/

LAURELTON
STATE VILLAGE

My friend Hayley and I pretty much do 
everything together. It’s gotten to the point 
where our other friends immediately ask 
where one of us is if the other shows up 
alone. One day, we decided to go explore an 
abandoned insane asylum that Hayley knew 
about near her hometown. She had just 
bought a film camera and wanted to take 
some cool pictures there. Storms threatened 
the area, but we didn’t think much of it. 
When we got there, we had to walk along 
this overgrown path for a good 10 minutes 
before we made it to the actual buildings. As 
we walked flies swarmed our heads and all 
that could be heard was the loud chirping of 
bugs from all directions. As we neared the 
buildings, we began seeing remnants of some 
playground equipment intertwined within 
the plant life. CLICK CLICK, Hayley snapped 
photos. Finally, we made it to the clearing.

I was immediately blown away by the sheer 
size of the complex. At least 15 to 20 buildings 
were lined up like a college campus. There 
were even street signs marking the roads 
that connected them. The first building we 
were able to explore was a giant theatre, 
complete with rows and rows of seating and a 
large stage. CLICK CLICK CLICK. We contin-
ued exploring more buildings, and soon we 
found ourselves on the other side of the 
campus. At this point, it began to thunder. 
The wind picked up, the sky suddenly grew 
dark and of course, it began to torrentially 
downpour. The storm had caught us on the 
porch of one of the buildings. There we were, 
terrible service, in a thunderstorm, on oppo-
site end of where we entered this eerie 
asylum, no end to the storm in sight. So, 
being the geniuses we are, we decided to 
make a run for it. As to not ruin her camera, 
Hayley shoved it down her pants, and then we 
ran without looking back.

Within the first 15 seconds of running, we 
were both completely drenched. Eventually, 
we made it back to the first building with 
the theatre. Water poured through the holes 
in the ceiling. We walked around for a little, 
catching our breath, and then decided to 
push on. I kid you not, when we left that 
building the rain had completely stopped. We 
then trudged down the overgrown path back 
to Hayley’s car, knowing had we waited 30 
minutes, we could’ve avoided getting 
absolutely soaked.

LOST GRANDPA
by Leonardo Galliani

When my grandfather started getting older, 
my parents decided it would be best if he left 
Peru and came to Hazleton to live with us. He 
was known for two things, being a chatterbox 
that could get along with just about anyone, 
and being unable to turn down to “a drink or 
two” whenever the chance presented itself. One 
evening, we started setting the table for dinner 
and noticed that he wasn’t home. As you can 

imagine, we got a little worried because he was 
getting older, and should he have gotten lost, it 
would be hard for him to ask somebody for help 
since he only spoke Spanish. In a panic, every-
one split up to look for him, and we made sure 
to look everywhere. The playground, the bar, 
main street, the corner store bodega. He was 
nowhere to be found. My mom had been taking 

turns around the neighborhood when she saw 
a small party of older Dominican guys having 
have a couple laughs and drinks on their front 
porch. Wondering if they had seen him around, 
she went up to them to ask about him, when low 
and behold, there he was, sitting comfortably in 
the center of the group, a half-drunken glass in 
his hand and halfway through a good story. 
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