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ABSTRACT

This project is about giving in 
to the impulse of ideas.

My mind is a little messy and cluttered, swirling 
with bits of stimuli. The spark of an idea happens 
when the bits collide. I prefer not to initiate 
or control the process so much as keep it fed and 
active. Through graphic design, I bear witness to 
these ideas, giving them form as a series of visible, 
tangible objects. Viewed comprehensively, the 
work establishes an ongoing chronicle of my 
creative life and mind.

stimulus
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design model   example one

the Impetus for ideas

Stimulus enters the mind’s semi-permeable membrane and rattles around 
like a combustible maraca. It can be difficult to predict how or when a spark 

will occur, so just keep putting stuff in and shaking it.
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 “What do you 
want to be when 
you grow up?”
 Adults, etc.

relevant quote   number one
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Introduction   part one

What do you want to be when you grow up?

There is a curious word choice in that famed question, the word be. What 
do you want to be, not what do you want to do. At some point in my life 
I answered: a graphic designer. Though it was not because I wanted to be 
a graphic designer, but because I wanted to do what I thought a graphic 
designer did.

Midway through high school — after receiving the results from a mandatory 
career aptitude test that detailed my strongest interests as Visual, Verbal 
and Communication, which, according to the accompanying list of cross-
referenced careers, meant that I would enjoy working in advertising/graphic 
design — I began spending time in the library looking through back issues 
of Communication Arts magazine. The images contained therein encapsulated 
my aspirations exactly as the test had predicted. Creating visual ideas of 
that caliber was what I wanted to do.

However, after much schooling, training and interning, after landing a real 
job as a graphic designer, I made a paradoxical discovery: the realities of 
business were such that you could be a graphic designer and never actually 
do graphic design. Even after five or so years of working professionally, I’m 
not exactly sure what you’d call the stuff I was doing (the name would likely 
be unpleasant sounding) but it was certainly not what my younger self had 
aspired to.

I was thereby left with a choice. Should I do something new? Or should I 
actually do what I always wanted to do?

Introduction   part two

So, now I ask myself: What is my graphic design creative project actually about?

ac•tu•al•ly (as defined by The American Heritage Dictionary)

adverb, in fact; in reality

The Three Types of Actually (as observed by Alexander W. Egner)

Type 1  The Dismissive
As in: actually it works this way. 
The Dismissive Actually disregards the previous facts.

Type 2  The Mildly Incredulous
As in: holy shit, it actually works! 
The Mildly Incredulous Actually exhibits surprise towards the facts.

Type 3  The Reality Affirming
As in: we know how it actually works. 
The Reality Affirming Actually points to established facts.

However, I would contend that there is actually only one kind of Actually: 
The Dismissive. It seems to be a quality inherent in the word regardless of 
its usage.

I am not interested in the reality found in The American Heritage Dictionary’s 
definition, I am actually interested in reality as I choose to define it. 
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relevant quote   number two

  “not everything 
 is design, but 
 design is about 
 everything.”
 Michael Bierut
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design model   example two
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Sample Stimuli

personal experience

daily life, observations, minutia

current events

politics, world news, pop culture

books/literature

subject matter, narrative, phraseology

science and nature

the world explained, the planet observed

music play list

lyrical content, song structure, mood

Step 1: Gather stimuli and indiscriminately put it in the hopper

the sausage mill

The more you put in, the more that comes out. But quality also counts — 
aspire to be the Boar’s Head of sausages, the Hebrew National of hot dogs.

STEP 2: Mix thoroughly and apply inward pressure until fully integrated

STEP 3: Concepts come out the other side, full-bodied and variegated



12 | The Dismissive Actually | 13The Dismissive Actually

problem statement

What do I actually want to do?1

1	 Now that I am somewhat grown up

justification   

When I initially developed this topic in the Spring of 2008, I took great 
care to neutralize its frivolity, the apparent focus on self-gratification, and 
ascribed its worthiness to the following:

Too often the graphic designer acts solely in service of outside clients — organizing, 
clarifying and visualizing someone else’s message. Practicing exclusively in this 
manner inhibits a designer’s potential for innovation, exploration and growth, 
as these concerns will be restricted by their appropriateness to the client’s 
needs. Certainly client relationships offer many unique and rewarding learning 
opportunities for a graphic designer, however that learning becomes a goal 
secondary to communicating the clients’ messages. Implicitly, the designer’s own 
capacity to create original content is subjugated.
 
This is a trend that, I feel, needs to be changed. The intent of my creative project 
is to bring greater awareness to the benefits of self-producing original design 
content. Practicing graphic design in this independent manner offers freedom from 
outside restraints to explore and innovate. This could raise the status of design 
from a service industry to an industry of intellectual and creative generation, 
offering greater independence and respect. With this freedom would come added 
accountability among designers to accept responsibility for the overall quality of 
our field’s work. Clients will no longer serve as the go-to excuse for inferior content 
and aesthetics, as the results of a self-initiated project are purely the designer’s.

But now, over a year later and mostly drained of my pretense to serve the 
greater good of graphic design, I claim simpler motives:

Often I have ideas and occasionally one impels me to take the next steps and 
turn it into something visible/tangible. The imagined idea wants to be a real 
object. There is satisfaction in beginning a new project and there is satisfaction 
in completing it. In between, for the project’s duration, I get to spend time in the 
alternate world of that idea, like the immersive quality of a novel, a movie or 
a song. Each time I go through the process it adds a new layer of experience and 
richness to my life. 

That is actually what I want to do.
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design model   example three Process and methodology   a mixture of metaphors

The Spark
The moment a design idea occurs to me, when it generates that first spark, 
energy is released. The sensation may be no more than the static tingle of 
shuffling across carpet in wool socks or petting a really fuzzy cat, hardly 
causing notice. Other times, it’s like licking a 9 volt battery — my stasis may 
be roused enough to put pencil to paper, but the motivation quickly peters 
out. However, when the spark is big enough, the energy jolts me into action 
like a cattle prod. The shock is enough to propel the process into a forward 
trajectory toward the finished product.

The Sausage
While the spark provides the necessary initial thrust, the process must 
be continually fed and refueled. I try to maintain an insatiable appetite for 
knowledge and stimulation, all of which goes into my personal sausage 
grinder. As long as I pack loads of stuff into one side of my head, design will 
continue to be extruded from the other side. In the grand scheme, whatever 
that is, I am less concerned with any single project than the greater process 
and body of work. Each project is a link of sausage filled with a mixture of 
stimuli. When it’s done, tie it off and start filling/extruding the next one.

The Path
My graphic design process allows for ongoing exploration and freedom of 
movement, but I always keep one eye focused ahead. So what appears to be a 
straight path from Point A to Point B actually includes many detours and 
stops along the way. A seemingly simple project has underlying complexity.

point a

point b

the designer’s path

Cut a wide swath and consume everything along the way 
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INFLUENCES

The Isms
Primary colors
Geometric Shapes
Design History
Philip B. Meggs

Transition
Helvetica, the movie
Irreverence
Groucho Marx
Po' boy sandwiches

Swatch watches
Memphis design
Wolfgang Weingart
Contrast
Saved by the Bell

Bauhaus
Ideological schism
April Greiman
Smoothies
Image = idea

Postmodernism   poster series

If asked to verbally describe the ethos of postmodern graphic design, 
I probably couldn’t capture it. Not in 50 words, not in 100 words or even 
a couple thousand. But I’ll gladly describe it in a single image. That was my 
goal in each of these three posters: to compress the maximum amount of 
information into the minimum amount of visual space.

groucho (opposite) 
The perfectly modern square and flush-left Helvetica 
bold are befouled by a trope of pop-culture kitsch and 
misaligned italics.
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The postmodernizer (above) 
Primary colors and shapes, referencing the Bauhaus, are 
thrown into a blender for summary reinterpretation.

PO mo boy (right) 
Really just a riff on the name of one of my top five 
favorite sandwiches. But it also affects some PoMo 
stylings and references the split between two distinct, 
yet connected, “isms.”
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design model   example four
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before: Stimuli are dispersive, floating freely and independently after: Applying mental compression creates cohesion and density

Sausage cross section

A good idea encompasses disparate parts and sundry offal and 
unites them into a single digestible entity.
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Hairstory   a memoir

During my senior year of college, at the tender age of 22, I slowly realized 
that I was going bald. The initial signs were easy to ignore or deny: an 
increasing number of hairs found strewn across my pillow, littering the 
collars of my shirts and clogging the shower drain. I tried to assure myself, 
Surely someone as virile as me has hair to burn. And I did… all over my 
shoulders and back. Eventually, after going through all seven stages of grief, 
I gained acceptance and even hope. But not before spending long hours in 
quiet reflection (stage four), reliving the times my hair and I had shared. My 
Hairstory book is the physical manifestation of this reflection.

The design process began once I was able to summarize the story’s narrative 
arc as: You abuse the hair, you lose the hair. I therefore had to document my 
hair’s (mostly ignominious) past to explain away its ultimate fate. It was 
like a visit from the Ghost of Hairstyles Past. While this documentation 
was going to be an attempt at objectivity — pure facts about length, color, 
applied products, etc. — the story was also a personal one, demanding some 
element of subjective contemplation. To achieve this balance I alternated 
between photography (objective) and editorial illustrations (subjective).

The final result is equal parts book and catharsis-as-object.

INFLUENCES

Losing my hair
Technical drawings
Dave Eggers
Multi-page design
Personal narrative

 

The maturation process
Bad haircuts
Conceptual illustrations
Edward Tufte
Family photo albums

 

Layers of information
Objective vs. subjective
Seymour Chwast
School yearbook photos
Pop-culture trends

 

Notions of self-image
David Shrigley
Designing yourself
The haircare industry
Mild catharsis



A Memoir of my Hair

Alex Egner
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In the beginning,
there was the chili bowl.
And it was good.

Front

Rating
0      1      2      3      4      5     6      7      8      9      10

Absolutely perfect. It could be used as the template for a 

bestselling wig. I’d never have hair so good again.

TopSide

Length Color

The Curly Bowl

It all started so well. Locks blonde and 
silky, I was on my way to becoming Thor.

Lent luptat wis nibh eumsandip eu 

feugait ad dolenit vullandit praesen 

ibh eugiamc onullum modolum ut 

adiatem volore modolorperci et incinc 

blan hent lum vel ulputpat, quat 

augait lumsan ut nim ipis ex exerit 

velit dolore te faccum delenismod.

 San utet aliquam, commodo lorp 

eriurem dolore vulla facipisit alis 

nibh exerosto coreet inis adipit nim 

dolessectem illan er si.

 Ut el utat. Susto conullumsan 

venim quipsum dit lam zzrit, quis non 

vercilla corero commodigna feugue 

magnim ver suscincipsum volobortie 

dolortin venit praesto et dolore mod 

te elesectet pratue tinit praesed dui 

blaorper am, quam, sismod molorem.

 Et ad ea cor sent at, quat. Duis 

nummolore con ut augait wisi blant 

adigna facin vulput voloreet, quis 

adignis dolorperos acip etum velit wisl 

ulput prat autpat, vel elit, consenis et 

lobore velent augue commy nim nim 

do commolor sed tatuerostin ullupta 

tueros nonsenim amcortie magna 

faciduipit inci blandigna faccum vel er 

adignis molorerci tem volore delenit.

 Quipit nos accumsa ndipisis nostrud 

dolore dolupta tumsan velesse tem 

dolorperatum nullamet nim velesenim 

et, sequis numsand rercill aoreet 

lumsandreet la conum nulput lobore 

vulla feugiamet, sequis diat acing et.

18 Months

a Fine yet plentiful

 b Tight curls around the 
 bottom perimeter

c Bangs swept devil-may-
 care across the forehead

 d Inspired by Bo Duke? 

 e Possessed a lively bounce 
 enhanced by toddling

 f Hair allowed freedom to 
 dictate its own style

 g The natural look, no 
 fascist hair products

Hair Specs

a

b
c

d

f

g

e

 5

informational spread (opposite top) 
Noteworthy hairstyles throughout my life are mock-
scientifically documented. Pertinent information such 
as length, color and key stylistic attributes are detailed. 

Illustration  (opposite bottom) 
Simple, idea-based illustrations are interspersed to 
contrast with the more objective data and provide an 
additional layer of communication.

photography  (above) 
Full-bleed photographic spreads give a sense of time 
and nostalgia while visually pacing the book. Tight 
croppings make the images more dramatic and focus 
on the hair.

interior spreads  (following pages)
I had no experience doing multi-page design beyond 
simple pamphlets. This project was conceived as a book 
to challenge myself in that regard. Excerpted spreads 
provide some semblance of the narrative structure.
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Front

TopSide

Length Color

Rating
0      1      2      3      4      5     6      7      8      9      10

Unfortunately, it usually wore 

off during recess as I ran away 

from a girl named Alicia who 

always tried to kiss me. So 

while the style was fi nicky, it 

did attract the young ladies. 

We’ll call it a push.

8 Years
If the gel stayed crunchy until evening,
I considered it a successful day.

The Spike

a Getting fuller by the year

 b Straight, proud and tall 

c Bangs upswept, there’s a 
 symmetry in the height of
 my forehead and hair.

 d Billy Idol?

 e When angry or scared, it 
 bristled like a cat’s back 

 f My fi rst bold move away 
 from naturalism

 g The fi rst introduction of 
 gel, slathered by the 
 palms-full

Hair Specs

a

b

c

d

f

g

e

1918

Length Color

Front TopSide

Rating
0      1      2      3      4      5     6      7      8      9      10

Centered part, dual symmetrical waves and gel grooves—

it resembles a contour line drawing of buttocks. Just ghastly.

Quite simply an abomination. 

Lent luptat wis nibh eumsandip eu 

feugait ad dolenit vullandit praesenibh 

eugiamc onullum modolum adiatem 

volore modolorperci et incinci blan 

hent lum vel ulputpat, quat augait 

lumsan ut nim ipis ex exerit velit do-

lore te faccum aliquisim delenismod.

 San utet aliquam, commodo lor-

periurem dolore vulla facipisit alis 

nibh exerosto coreet inis adipit nim 

dolessectem illan er si.

Ut el utat. Susto conullumsan venim 

quipsum dit lam zzrit, quis non 

vercilla corero commodigna feugue 

magnim ver suscincipsum volobortie 

dolortin venit praesto et dolore mod 

te elesectet pratue tinit praesed dui 

blaorper am, quam, sismod molorem.

 Et ad ea cor sent at, quat. Duis num-

molore con ut augait wisi bla adigna 

facin vulput voloreet, quis adignis 

dolorperos acip etum velit wisl ulput 

prat autpat, vel elit, consenis et lobore 

velent augue commy nim nim do com-

molor sed tatuerostin ullupta tueros 

nonsenim amcortie magna faciduipit 

inci blandigna faccum vel er adignis 

molorerci tem volore delenit ver secte 

veliqui. Gait adit adionul laorper 

aliquat volut ipsummy nim eliquat, 

volobore do conulluptat.

 Pis alit eu feugiat. Esequi tio 

eraestrud et iure te ea consectem 

veniam iriure magna feugiatuer ip ex 

er sim nostrud tin erostrud er sequam, 

vulla consecte vel eugue velessequat. 

12 Years

The Butt Cut

a Deceptively thick 

 b Long on top, shaved on 
 the sides

 c I think the eldest son on 
 Home Improvement had 
 this cut

d That’s some tall forehead

 e Baleen? 

 f Early 90’s Ken doll?

 g LA Looks gel: mega hold

Hair Specs
a

b

c

d

f
ge

32
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Length Color

Front TopSide

Rating
0      1      2      3      4      5     6      7      8      9      10

Though not entirely inappropriate for a politician, local news 

anchorman or televangelist, it is far too sculpted for a sixteen 

year-old boy on the prowl.

The Puffwolf

a Turned my head into a 
 fl uffy, inverted triangle  

 b Sparse sideburns

 c Sans part

 d Appears to be absorbent

 e Could be mistaken for a 
 toupee

 f Tall

 g Coated with an even 
 misting of Rave aerosol 
 hairspray

Hair Specs

Front TopSide

Length Color

My brother made fun of the part
in my hair. So I came up with this. 

16 Years

a

b

c d

f

g

e

32
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Front TopSide

Length Color

Rating
0      1      2      3      4      5     6      7      8      9      10

Aesthetic considerations aside, I remember the nervous 

anticipation as the clippers mowed down row after row of hair: 

how much bare skin will there be?

The Buzz

a Sides remain full, the top, 
 not so much

 b Uniform length, #3 guard 
 on the clippers

c Forehead inlets

 d Susceptible to sunburn

 e Nicely rounded scalp

 f Absence of style is the 
 new style

 g Occasional use of pomade 
 to curb puff

Hair Specs

Why fi ght it? I grabbed the clippers
and embraced my skull.

23 Years

a

b

c d

f

g

e

71

Front

TopSide

Length Color

Rating
0      1      2      3      4      5     6      7      8      9      10

I paid $8 for a haircut. At 

home afterwards, I noticed 

that exactly one-fourth of my 

hair was left untouched. From 

that day forth I cut my own 

hair, carefully shaping it to 

maximize bald coverage.

The Self Cut

a Hides a receding hairline

 b Fluff mostly kept in check

c Bangs began curling in 
 their fi nal throes

 d Mini come-over

 e Choppy and irregular 

 f Embraced the natural 
 waviness

 g Moved towards more 
 pliable products like 
 pomade and wax

Hair Specs

20 Years
Strategically designed to conceal the two 
inlets in my hairline.

a

b

c d

f

g

e

11
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Is it just hair?
Or is it more?

Front

Rating
0      1      2      3      4      5     6      7      8      9      10

This is simply how it is. I might as well enjoy it.

TopSide

Length Color

The Peninsula

If this is now, what does the future hold?

Lent luptat wis nibh eumsandip eu 

feugait ad dolenit vullandit praesen 

ibh eugiamc onullum modolum ut 

adiatem volore modolorperci et incinc 

blan hent lum vel ulputpat, quat 

augait lumsan ut nim ipis ex exerit 

velit dolore te faccum delenismod.

 San utet aliquam, commodo lorp 

eriurem dolore vulla facipisit alis 

nibh exerosto coreet inis adipit nim 

dolessectem illan er si.

 Ut el utat. Susto conullumsan 

venim quipsum dit lam zzrit, quis non 

vercilla corero commodigna feugue 

magnim ver suscincipsum volobortie 

te elesectet pratue tinit praesed dui 

blaorper am, quam, sismod molorem.

 Et ad ea cor sent at, quat. Duis 

nummolore con ut augait wisi blant 

adigna facin vulput voloreet, quis 

dolortin venit praesto et dolore mod 

adignis dolorperos acip etum velit wisl 

ulput prat autpat, vel elit, consenis et 

lobore velent augue commy nim nim 

do commolor sed tatuerostin ullupta 

tueros nonsenim amcortie magna 

faciduipit inci blandigna faccum vel er 

adignis molorerci tem volore delenit.

 Quipit nos accumsa ndipisis nostrud 

dolore dolupta tumsan velesse tem 

dolorperatum nullamet nim velesenim 

et, sequis numsand rercill aoreet 

lumsandreet la conum nulput lobore 

vulla feugiamet, sequis diat acing 

et. La con ea faccum dolobor suscilit 

ulputpatin henisi. Uscillamet, conum 

iliquat umsandit wisismo dionsequis 

aliquat nim velesenim.

27 Years

a Trending towards classic 
 horseshoe shape

 b Outlying hairs stranded in 
 desert forehead

c Extreme widow’s peak

 d Florida?

 e Seceding island

 f Zero maintenance

 g Suffering from hair 
 product withdrawal

Hair Specs

a

b

c

d

f

g

e

81

Consumption of:
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Or am I impervious?Did it have power?

Has my identity 
changed?Are people staring?
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Hairstory   an excerpted essay

The Follicle Graphic
A Practical Guide to Grooming the Form 
of A. William Egner

He is a man given to opposite extremes of baldness and hairiness. This is 
nothing to bemoan or celebrate — judgment has no place in a proper grooming 
regimen. It is simply the single most important fact, among many, to bear 
in mind when grooming A. William Egner. Through careful analysis of given 
quantities and arrangements of hair, we may then begin to craft a plan that 
strikes an ideal balance between smart appearance and ease of upkeep.

Let us begin with the most highly visible, or at least most highly scrutinized, 
hair area (hereafter referred to as a hairea): the head. It is important to consider 
the head in both its individual haireas — scalp, beard, ears, nose, eyebrow, neck 
— and the gestalt they exhibit in combination. Improper and/or inconsistent 
grooming of any one of these vital regions can have a damning effect on the 
perception of a man’s visage. (See: Arthur, Chester A.)

Starting with the scalp, we can begin to note the texture, color, density and 
placement of A. William Egner’s hair. Along the scalp’s lower perimeter, nearest 
the ears and base of the neck, the follicles are densely arranged, sprouting 
medium brown hairs, though peppered with the odd blonde, dark brown, 
grey or white strands. The overall effect is best described as taupe. Individual 
hairs are coarse (not quite wiry) and seem strongly inclined towards obstinate 
puffiness. Following the scalp upwards, to its top, we observe a relatively even, 
nicely rounded skull void of major dips, bumps or outgrowths. However, the 
previously observed follicular density begins to wane as we reach the forehead; 
indeed, the scarcity here is breathtaking. Two symmetrical inlets of pure 
hairless and oil-slickened skin — flesh fjords? — dip dramatically into the frontal 
hairline creating a widow’s peak that would make Eddie Munster envious. A 
predictive guess could be made that the inlets will, in the coming years, see 
their ends meet to create an unfortunate outlying island hairea — imagine a 
unicorn’s horn minus the majesty. This would be of less consequence were A. 
William Egner not a relatively youthful 27 years old at the time of this writing. 

Which brings up the important issue of what influence social factors may bear 
on a grooming regimen. The public perception of a bald or balding person 

changes with age. A bald 80 year-old man would be unexceptional whereas 
a bald 5 year-old boy might be assumed to possess a medical condition. The 
receding hairline of a 27 year-old falls awkwardly between these two extremes 
and could be expected to garner mild pity or distaste. 

How might this reaction be minimized?

The simplest and most obvious solution, and in this case the correct one, would 
be to shave the hair, thereby downplaying the contrast between hair and skin. 
It is best to use an electric clipper, oiled liberally, beginning tentatively with 
a 3/8" inch guard. The groomer can continue to work the hair shorter, in 1/8" 
inch intervals, until it has reached the optimum length. While hair does grow 
back, the follicles of A. William Egner have proven sickly, so take special care 
and attention not to remove too much.

Beyond obscuring an undesirable affliction, a shaved head has many other 
attractive qualities. First among them is its low cost, as a shaven head is a do-
it-yourself do. Depending on whether you frequent a low-end chain salon or 
stylist-to-the-stars Jonathan Antin, annual savings could range from $144 to 
$6,000 (tip not included). Pricey hair products are also a thing of the past — 
though sunscreen expenditure will likely increase. Shaved hair simply offers a 
maintenance-free lifestyle that is unparalleled.

Moving downwards from A. William Egner’s freshly shorn scalp, we now 
consider his face. There appears to be enviable beard-growing potential — the 
whiskers are lush, with a clear propensity for rapid replenishment. However, 
the coloration might be labeled calico, as the cheek hair is red-hued compared 
to the upper lip and chin, which are transparent blonde. Medium brown fills the 
remaining gaps. Observing the weakish chin and slight jaw line, one begins to 
formulate a plan. In order to maximize cohesion with the 1/4" (which ultimately 
proved ideal) scalp hair, the same pair of electric clippers could be used to 
trim the beard to approximately three thirty-seconds of an inch. The reasons 
for this are four-fold. First, there is the aforementioned stylistic consistency 
between scalp and face. Second, a stubble beard will lend A. William Egner 
the appearance of a few added years of age, which thereby makes his receding 
hairline less ignominious. Third, the problem chin and jaw line are given added 
heft by an illusory stubble shadow. And last, the day-to-day maintenance of 
razor shaving is avoided in favor of twice-weekly trims. Once again a solution 
has been devised to meet visual and functional demands.

While remaining on the head, we can make brief mention of ear, nose, eyebrow 
and neck hair. Ear and nose hair of any sort should always be removed with 
extreme prejudice. Though a busy lifestyle may be blamed for an oversight in 
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grooming these problem spots, any visible ear and nose haireas are simply 
inexcusable. As for eyebrows, this is less of a concern for A. William Egner as 
his are a more or less invisible shade of blonde. Therefore, certain liberties may 
be taken but occasional trimming and separating is encouraged. Clear or not, 
eyebrows can become surprisingly unruly. Finally, a well-trimmed neckline is 
a sign of a successful man. Even though Mr. Egner has not yet proven himself 
in this regard, it is good practice to trim the neck on a bi-weekly basis.

We can now move to the upper torso, a region all but unseen by the general 
public except during the balmy summer months when A. William Egner dips 
into his collection of novelty tank tops. Society’s attitude toward male chest, 
stomach shoulder and back hair historically has been laissez faire in nature. 
In more recent years, however, gentlemen have been proactively shaping, 
trimming or removing this body hair in an act colloquially referred to as man-
scaping. Should any of these techniques be employed in our particular case 
study? Let’s discuss.

Cursory analysis of A. William Egner’s chest shows a woolen thicket of light 
brown hair densely arranged about the pectorals and (strangely tiny) nipples 
while gradually thinning upwards towards the neckline and shoulders. Delving 
closer, you will note that while the fur does become less intimidating near the 
deltoids it doesn’t dissipate entirely. The hair merely becomes finer in texture, 
lighter in color and less fulsome. Observation over the course of several years 
has revealed a disquieting trend towards hair sprawl. One hypothesis predicts 
that A. William Egner’s shoulders will be indistinguishable from a beaver’s pelt 
within ten years’ time. The stomach, with congregation particularly focused 
near the bellybutton, has also been unable to stave off this influx.
	
We are now left with a simple question with complex consequences: should 
nature be allowed to run its ravaging course or should intervening measures 
be employed? The best approach seems to be one of gentle management and 
hair guidance. Radical actions such as waxing or razor shaving are problematic 
for myriad reasons. Chief among them are cost and time investments, not 
to mention the social implications. A man who waxes his chest becomes a 
member, unwittingly or not, in a club with all fellow chest waxers. This is 
not a fraternity A. William Egner wishes to join at this time. Moderate and 
naturalistic trimming with electric clippers is the ideal alternative and will 
make bathing suit season more pleasurable for all involved.

While ultimately not of great import, it bears mentioning that shaving A. 
William Egner’s armpit hair is dissuaded. Prior experience has uncovered the 
surprising revelation that the hair creates desirable friction between arm and 

ribcage. When walking, a smooth armpit allows his arms to swing too freely 
and in an overly jaunty manner.

It is feasible that one might also want to in some way alter the miles upon miles 
of bushy blonde forest covering A. William Egner’s arms and legs. The bizarrely 
long hair on his knuckles and big toes could also prove a tempting medium for 
experimentation. Yet, teeny-tiny dreadlocks, while possible, are also creepy. 
Simply leave it be and keep sticky foods outside of a reasonable perimeter.

This concludes our study of A. William Egner’s hirsute form. A plan has 
been developed to maximize aesthetic potential while minimizing excessive 
maintenance requirements. The resultant grooming regimen may now be 
implemented with the utmost confidence that A. William Egner will rarely, if 
ever, be the victim of hair-based castigation.
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The Little Utz Girl   an unbound biographical book

Over the Summer of 2007 I moved to Richmond, Virginia, living outside of 
Texas for the first time in my life. Inevitably my new environment became 
a daily study in comparison and contrast. As a result, I found myself playing 
amateur anthropologist and thinking about regional cultures of America. 
I observed that Texas, while geographically further south, is not in fact a 
part of The South in the same cultural since that Virginia is. And there is 
the additional difference between Western and Eastern states, which might 
have something to do with migration versus stagnation. Et cetera. Even 
my wife, who is legally bound to feign interest in the observations I make, 
openly ignores me when I riff on this subject, so I will leave it at that.

The point (and I assure you one exists) is that for reasons that can only be 
explained by my gut, The Little Utz Girl became symbolic of these regional 
differences. I grew up smack in the land of Frito-Lay, they of the most pulse-
poundingly extreme snack chip flavors on earth (i.e. Doritos Collisions). 
The Little Utz Girl — oversized hair bow, rosy cheeks and all — was decidedly 
quaint by comparison. She was a holdover from the past, representing a 
simpler time and place.

Therefore, it made sense that she should be my spirit guide in processing the 
sadness I feel towards certain aspects of 20th century America — including 
the rise and fall of industrial cities. As someone raised amongst the polished 
glass and blinding concrete of Dallas, seeing the abandoned factories and 
dilapidated mansions that can be found in Richmond dredged up feelings of 
nostalgia for the East Coast’s industrial prime, for a time when snack foods 
need not be an adrenaline shot to the heart.

So I chose to tell The Little Utz Girl’s story and, through her life’s path, 
explore my sentimentality for America’s past. 
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FRIENDS & FOES of The Little Utz Girl
A PRACTICAL TAXONOMY OF ADVERTISING MASCOTS

  BREAKFAST FOODS
  General Mills Cereals
 15 Boo Berry Boo Berry
 16 Buzzbee Honey Nut Cheerios
 17 Count Chocula Count Chocula
 18 Crazy Cow Crazy Cow
 19 Franken Berry Franken Berry
 20 Fruit Brute Fruit Brute 
 21 Lucky the Leprechaun Lucky Charms
 22 Cookie Jarvis Cookie Crisp
 23 Sir Grapefellow Sir Grapefellow
 24 Sonny the Cuckoo Bird Cocoa Puffs
 25 Trix Rabbit Trix
 26 Wendell Cinn. Toast Crunch 
 27 Yummy Mummy Yummy Mummy

  Kellogg’s Cereals
 28 Cornelius Rooster Corn Flakes
 29 Dig’Em Frog Honey Smack
 30 Snap, Crackle & Pop Rice Krispies 
 31 Sugar Pops Pete Sugar Pops
 32 Sunny Raisin Bran
 33 Tony the Tiger Frosted Flakes
 34 Toucan Sam Froot Loops

  Nabisco Cereals
 35 Rastus Cream of Wheat

  Other
 36 Aunt Jemima Aunt Jemima
 37 Mrs. Butterworth Mrs. Butterworth’s

  Post Cereals
 38 Corny Cornelius Sugar Coated Flakes
 39 Cracko Bird Corn Crackos
 40 Fred Flinstone Cocoa Krispies
 41 Linus the Lionhearted Crispy Critters
 42 So Hi Rice Krinkles
 43 Sugar Bear Golden Crisp

  Quaker
 44 Cap’n Crunch Cap’n Crunch
 45 King Vitaman King Vitaman
 46 Quaker Quaker Oats

  MEALS & MEATS
 47 Campbell Soup Kids Campbell’s Soup
 48 Charlie Tuna Starkist Tuna
 49 Chef Boyardee Chef Boyardee
 50 Gorton’s Fisherman Gorton’s
 51 Helping Hand Hamburger Hand
 52 Mermaid Chicken of the Sea
 53 The Noid Domino’s Pizza
 54 Red Baron Red Baron
 55 Tony Tony’s Pizza

  PRODUCE
  Fruit
 56 California Raisins Ca. Raisin Board
 57 Lorraine Peterson Sun-Maid Raisins
 58 Miss Chiquita Chiquita Bananas

  Vegetable
 59 Jolly Green Giant Green Giant
 60 The Stork Vlasic Pickles
 61 Unknown Contadina

  SNACK FOODS
  Salty Snacks
 62 Chester Cheetah Cheetos
 63 Frito Bandito Fritos 
 64 Julius Pringles Pringles
 65 The Little Utz Girl Utz
 66 Mr. Peanut Planter’s Peanuts
 67 Mister Salty Mister Salty
 68 Orville Redenbacher Orville Redenbacher’s

  Sweet Snacks
 69 Little Debbie Little Debbie
 70 Ernie Keebler 
 71 Sailor Jack and Bingo Cracker Jack
 72 Unknown Blue Bird Bakeries

  OTHER
 73 Elmer Elmer’s Glue
 74 Indian Maiden Land O’Lakes
 75 Morris the Cat 9 Lives
 76 Morton Salt Girl Morton Salt

  BEVERAGES
 1 Elsie Borden
 2 Juan Valdez Colombian Coffee
 3 Kool-Aid Man Kool-Aid
 4 Punchy Hawaiian Punch
 5 Quicky Nesquik
 6 Slush Puppie Slush Puppie
 7 Spot 7up
 8 Spuds MacKenzie Bud Light
 9 Unknown Icee 

  BREAD & GRAIN
 10 Betty Crocker Betty Crocker 
 11 Poppin’ Fresh Pillsbury
 12 Little Miss Sunbeam Sunbeam Bread
 13 Uncle Ben Uncle Ben
 14 Unknown Bunny Bread

 38

15

 39

 22

16

 28

 40

23

 17

 29

 41

 24

18

 31

 30 33

3

8

53

60

66

69

 44

 42

 25

 19  20

 32

 45

 13

 43

26 27

21

 34

 1  5 71

 46

 35

 36 37

 10

 74

 11

64

13.2%
CREATED BY LEO BURNETT ADVERTISING

THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM
Where Seventh Day Adventists broke down the 
separation of church and cereal.

First opening on September 5, 1866 The Battle Creek 
Sanitarium taught dietary reform based on the health 
principles advocated by the Seventh-day Adventist 
Church. It was operated by John Harvey Kellogg, creator 
of the Kellogg’s food company. CW Post, a patient of the 
sanitarium, was inspired by what he learned and went on 
to create his own breakfast cereal company.

THE MASCOT KING
Leo Burnett was an advertising executive famous for 
creating some of the world’s most memorable icons.

In 1935, he created his own agency in downtown Chicago, 
following the philosophy of creating an image around 
the product. Until his time, advertising centered on long 
text descriptions of the product, with detailed arguments 
explaining why it was better than competing products. 
Burnett concentrated on style, creating icons as a symbol 
of the product. He stressed that the creator of an ad 
needed to somehow capture and refl ect what he called the 
“inherent drama” of the product.

18.4%
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LIFE & TIMES
of The Little Utz Girl

1921  A pose. A smile. A picture. How easy is that? 
I give them my face once, they give me a cut of the 
scratch for the rest of my life. It’s the windfall of an 
advertising mascot: what could be easier?

1939 The depression was great but the demand for 
potato chips was greater. Utz built a new 13,167 square 
foot facility to keep up with the demand my face helped 
create. The future looked bright and there was no better 
place to witness its forthcoming than the 1939 New York 
World’s Fair, aptly titled The World of Tomorrow. I kissed 
Mr. Peanut goodbye and hopped a train.

That big white orb seemed to almost fl oat beside that 
triangular spire jutting 700 feet up above Flushing 
Meadows. Perisphere. Trylon. The otherworldly names 
spoke of a mechanized future that knew no bounds to the 
tonnage of snack chips that man might one day consume. 
If just for that moment, Queens New York was overfl owing 
with optimism and hope. Glimpsing the World of Tomorrow, 
I felt it simply wasn’t coming soon enough. So I went 
driving after it as fast as my new Chrysler could take me, 
driving in direction where American dreams are always 
found: West.

1940   Soon enough I was back on the road and 
found myself on the famed Route 66. Famous for what, 
other than wily tourist bait and fl y-by-night towns trying 
to turn a quick dime, I haven’t a clue. For a mascot 
of real quality and integrity, it was a insult to see the 
crudely rendered batch of retards these towns sported 
on their signs and billboards. It takes more than a little 
neon and fi berglass to get the Little Utz Girl to pull off 
the mother road.

1945   War fueled demand and a concerted 
national effort was made to meet supply. Perhaps 
capitalism was the greatest machine of the Machine 
Age. In those few years during World War II, Pittsburgh 
alone produced 95 million tons of steel. But that kind of 
production couldn’t be maintained. When the war ended, 
so did the American steel industry, taking the steel 
cities with it.

1947 Picking up where those enema-toting health
mongers left off, Rice Krispies pedlars and (unbeknownst
to me at the time) religious gurus, Snap, Crackle and 
Pop were still turning people on to lives of abstinence 
and bland cereal according to the Seventh Day Adventist 
principles of yore. They were like the holy trinity, but 
tiny and mildly creepy. Speaking mainly in a mysterious 
burble—the gift of tongues?—that caused me to lean 
my ear in close, the three little men soon counted me 
among their fl ock of adherants. What can I say? I was 
young and impressionable.

1960  Then one day we caught word of an up and 
coming little mascot girl down in Tennessee named 
Debbie. She sort of reminded me of myself at that 
age and paying a visit to welcome her into the mascot 
community seemed the Christian thing to do.

1964  The 1964 New York City World’s fair revived 
the site in Flushing Meadows for a rehash, trying to 
recapture the optimism of 1939. After Tony, I had similar 
goals for myself and returned to the place that had 
inspired me so profoundly in my youth. But the Trylon 
had looked much bigger before.

Every pavilion—General Motors, IBM, DuPont and the 
rest—had a dream to sell, all centered around their 
products. I happen to know a little something about 
that. Mascots are nothing more than little portraits of 
aspiration. There was something about seeing acre after 
acre of the idealized American dream as depicted through 
saleable goods, so slick and shiny I could see my refl ection 
in them. Their forecast of the great technological future 
sounded like a cacophony of lies. It made me wonder, am 
I just a shill?

1967  Complete and utter disappointment. I 
thought Burnett in the 1960s would be like Paris in 
the 1920s. Instead, it was just a bunch of cynics with 
shiny hair churning out schlock. Nearly every product 
they touched received a mascot. Leo, already retired, 
was himself reduced to a brand name. Do I amount to 
nothing more than a silly formula?

1987  In eummolor sismodo lortisim autpat ing 
euguer senissecte tisl ulla facin ea faccum zzrit lum 
erat aut prat praessi bla feugiat nullums andrerit, 
sumsan velenisim quipissi. Exerit am, vel iuscipisi eu 
feugait illut aciduis senibh ercidunt luptatum aliquat 
el irilisci et alis dolobore tem del do odolortio odolor 
adignit, commolenibh essecte facin hent.

Then the riots broke out. The 1968 Democratic National 
Convention in Chicago came on the heels of the tragic 
assassinations of Martin Luther King, Jr and Robert 
F. Kennedy and right in the thick of the Vietnam War. 
There were plenty of reasons to be angry, so protests 
abounded and clashes with police soon broke out. I 
wondered, as a mascot, where I stood on the issues. 
Who knows—just smile and keeping eating those 
godforsaken potato chips.

Put adiam, quis ad tet, quisciduis dunt do odio dolortionse 
tat iriustrud magna feu faccum quatumsandio dolenim 
dolobore feuguer sectem quam ing erit delit autpat lut 
wis nulla facing eniam, conse velis dolum vel ut aut at 
alit wisisim quatueraesto dolum ipis augait, seniating 
essequisit dipit, vel diat, conse core tat lor si essim velit 
augait exerit veniamcore corer sum dolor sed tincipisim 
eugiam, corperit eu feummy nonsequate vel dunt lorem 
doluptatie feu faccumsan veliquissis et iliquat.

Patuer atio diatem quamconse velit at. Em vulputatuer 
sectet lore faccumsan ute molobortin verit in et lore feu 
faci blandio exero eum eum quatuer iliquamet init exerit 
vent ing elisl diamconulla feum el ute dolum vel dolut no.

1970   Maybe the suburbs hadn’t been so bad 
after all. At least they never threw me into an existential 
crisis. And in the same way that a suburb is lost 
somewhere between urban and rural, I decided Texas to 
be lost somewhere between the East and West coasts. 
It’s also not the North or the South or the Southwest 
or the Midwest or the Northwest or the Plains or the 
Rockies. It’s just Texas (formerly the independent 
Republic of). I moved to Plano, it being respectably 
distant from both Dallas and Oklahoma, with the plan of 
living out my days in dull placidity.

Exero core feugiam in vullan velis alit nulla alis dolorperos 
nos ad tat. On hendre commy nulla feugue dolesto odit 
alit ut ad tis nit, volorperat, conulputpat dolore dolobore 
tat. Magnim zzrillan henim velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue faccums andreet, vullum 
euis eliquatem aliquamcommy nonsectem quat exer augue 
exercil iquipit, sustrud min eugiating enim inci bla commy 
nos nibh ea facing enibh ex elit, quipit eui et, conullaor.

Magnim zzrillan henim velendiam, sequat aliquatem volor 
sum delit lortin ex eugue faccums andreet, vullum euis 
eliquatem aliquamcommy nonsectem quat exer augue 
exercil iquipit, sustrud min eugiating enim inci bla commy 
nos nibh ea facing enibh ex elit, quipit eui et, conullaor.

SPUDS MACKENZIE
Magnim zzrillan henim velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue faccums andreet, vullum 
euis eliquatem aliquamcommy nonsectem quat exer 
bla commy nos nibh ea facing enibh ex elit, quipit eui 
et, conullaor. Exerit am, vel iuscipisi eu feugait illut 
et alis dolobore tem del do odolortio odolor adignit, 
commolenibh essecte facin hent.

More and more I struggled with my mascot heritage. 
We seemed to be nothing more than a menagerie of 
eye-catching weirdos. Just a bunch of co-opted misfi ts 
in the spirit of circus freak shows. What makes us such 
compelling spokespeople? Do you really want to buy what 
we’re selling? Who decided this was a good idea? I knew of 
only one man to ask.

1965  I decided to drop out of the rat race and tag 
along for the Pranksters’ return trip back West. Once 
again I found myself on Route 66. And once again time 
had ravaged a memory from my youth. As resentful as 
I fi rst felt towards the kitsch that had acquired, like 
plaque, along the main east-west artery of America, I 
mourned its loss thirty years later. They were little towns 
built on hope. Moving westward was empowering—it 
was a choice for a better future. And these adobe 
motels, fi berglass teepees, stucco dinosaurs and neon 
gas stations fed our collective mythology. I watched 
their abandoned, broken-down forms through the blur of 
our passing bus.

It was near the end of the road when we passed through 
Fullerton on the outer sprawl of Los Angeles. Kool-Aid Man 
said he had to stop off to address a point of contention 
with a pugnacious little mascot who was endorsing his 
fruity beverage through brute force. Kool-Aid was a pacifi st 
and didn’t much care for Punchy’s strong-arming tactics 
on behalf of Hawaiian Punch. Besides, Hawaiian Punch 
wasn’t even in Hawaii.

Always evangelizing about how great the role of God has
been in the success of snack food items, Tony set about 
saving Little Debbie’s soul. She was a sweet girl (a little
too sweet frankly) and asked Tony if Seventh-Day Adventists
practiced the laying on of hands. She said he could lay 
his big, strong hands on her anytime he wanted. Said he 
brought out the tiger in her.

So much for abstinence. The philandering I might have 
forgiven, but The Little Utz Girl doesn’t tolerate a hypocrite. 
Needless to say, that was the end of Tony and me.

1952   Then there was Tony the Tiger. So 
uncharacteristically strong and confi dent for a mascot. 
He had genuine faith, rather than mere dependency. 
He was deeply theological and taught me innumerable 
lessons on intestinal health and God. We found ourselves
spending more and more time together, until the day 
Tony asked me to join him in matrimony. Snap, Crackle 
and Pop gave us their blessing so long as, among our 
other vows, we promised to maintain our regimen of diet 
and chastity.

Since romance wasn’t really a priority for our honeymoon, 
Tony and I picked Minneapolis, Minnesota as our 
destination. Outside of Battle Creek, there’s no bigger 
hotbed of animated cereal hawkers. Being surrounded by 
fellow mascots meant we didn’t have to be alone. And with 
a maw full of grain you don’t have to converse either.

Tony thought we should leave Battle Creek to spread 
the good word and proselytize so we opted to return 
to my home state of Pennsylvania. But Wilkes-Barre, 
Pittsburgh, Scranton, Philadelphia, Allentown, Erie and 
all the other cities were experiencing an exodus as heavy 
manufacturing and jobs disappeared. So we relocated to 

the up-and-coming little community of Levittown, 22 miles 
outside of Philly’s Center City. For a number of years we 
existed a quiet life, rarely venturing outside of our little 
Cape Cod wonderland. It was very convenient and livable. 
Time passes more quickly when you remain still.

With my obligation over, I decided to leave the smoke and 
soot of Pittsburgh for a pilgrimage to Battle Creek, MI. 
No foodstuff has launched the careers of more mascots 
than breakfast cereal, and no city has launched more 
breakfast cereals than Battle Creek and it’s infamous 
health sanitarium. Operated by the Seventh Day Adventist 
church to promote their health principles, the sanitarium 
boasts cereal moguls John Harvey Kellogg and C.W. Post 
among its alumni.

After swinging up north a few hours I had to drop in on a 
personal idol of mine: Loraine Collett, better known as the 
Sun-Maid Raisin Girl. She’d been in the mascot business 
since 1915 and if anyone was going to help me fi nd 
whatever it is I was looking for, it was her. But, bonnet or 
no, the hot California sun was as unkind to her skin as it 
was the grapes’. The shriveled old leathery hag sat around 
all day baking in the fi elds, staring, like Narcissus, at her 
own fading image on a raisin box.

I was disquieted by the sight of Loraine. But before I could 
give it another thought, Mr. Peanut called me back home, 
imploring me to join the war effort and work in his steel 
mill in Pittsburgh. My silly little vagabond girl dreams 
could wait, he told me. We had a nation to arm.

But the stories of advertising mascots are seldom as 
pretty as our veneers. In fact, we tend to be a sordid bunch 
of losers and miscreants rivaled only by the Dana Platos 
and Danny Bonaduces of the child actor world. A walk 
down our collective memory lane—a greasy dark alley, 
really—is riddled with bug-eyed addicts, crumpled-up 
freaks and lard-bloated corpses all tossed-aside in heaps. 
That’s where Mr. Peanut comes in.

MR. PEANUT
A true Horatio Alger story, Mr. Peanut was conceived by 
a school boy in Virginia as a part of a contest held by 
Planters Nuts. Beating the odds and winning the contest, 
he become the face (and top-hat, cane and monocle) 
of the nation’s greatest snack nut manufacturer. His 
time with Planters landed Mr. Peanut in Wilkes-Barre, 
Pennsylvania, in the heart of anthracite coal country, 
where he was able to invest his mascot pension into 
a small mining operation. His strong-armed business 
tactics combined with rampant pillaging of the land’s 
resources eventually earned Mr. Peanut the dual titles 
of Robber Baron and Captain of Industry.

IT ALL STARTED IN HANOVER, PA, later known as the Snack Capitol of the World. An 
enterprising young couple named Bill and Sallie Utz began producing Utz Hanover Home 
Brand potato chips in their summer kitchen. Batch after batch, at 50 pounds of potatoes 
an hour, they laid the groundwork for what became the United States’ largest privately 
owned snack brand. What makes Utz potato chips so special, so unique? Nothing. They’re 
just potatoes, grease and salt—like every other potato chip out there. It’s not the chips 
that are special, it’s me: The Little Utz Girl. These rosy cheeks could sell anything.
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The region’s population was booming as immigrant 
laborers poured in looking for jobs. Coal supplies were 
depleting as demand increased. The mountains were full 
of holes. The rivers were full of poisonous run-off. And 
the air was turning greyer by the day. Mr. Peanut stood at 
the helm of this doomed ship, selling it all just before it 
ran aground and burned like the ghost town of Centralia. 
Everything else in the region went down with it—the 
population, the economy and the barren land. Mr. Peanut 
made out like a bandit.

But as when coal hardens it becomes a diamond, a heart 
can also become so hard it magically transforms. Mr. 
Peanut took a shine to a cute little mascot with blushing 
cheeks and a lifetime of potential. So he brought me 
under his wing and tried to protect the sweet Little Utz Girl 
from the pitfalls of young fame. He became a benevolent 
adoptive uncle fi gure for me, albeit a handsy one at times. 
Never mind that. Thanks to Mr. Peanut—the formal title 
was always insisted upon, always—I had a roof over my 
head and some much needed discipline. While passing through 

Columbus, Ohio, I decided 
to pay a visit and welcome a 
couple of new mascots into 
the fraternity. Elsie Cow and 
Elmer Bull represented a sort 
of interesting alpha and omega 
of the dairy life cycle on behalf 
of the Borden Company: the 
nourishing teat of new life 
versus its sticky grave. They 
made it work and seemed a 
happy enough couple. We spent 
the afternoon drinking chocolate 
milk and doing arts & crafts.

General Mills began as a conglomerate of roughly 27 Midwestern grain mills. 
While over the years it grew to include many other food items and thus food 
mascots, including the Jolly Green Giant, Betty Crocker and the Pillsbury 
Doughboy, the bulk of the Big G crew dealt in cereal. The Cheerios bee, Lucky 
the Leprechaun, the Trix Rabbit and the rest were a nice enough bunch, if 
occasionally creepy.

As I sat on the faux 
cobblestone streets of a faux 
European village in Queens, 
eating a Belgian waffl e and 
contemplating my life’s purpose, 
an 8 foot tall anthropomorphic 
pitcher of smiling fruit punch 
caught my eye. He introduced 
himself as Kool-Aid Man. We 
got to talking—mostly I think 
he just wanted a bite of my 
waffl e—and I learned that he’d 
been in the mascot biz for 10 
years himself. Disillusioned, he 
hopped a bus out of Chicago, 
not realizing it was owned 
by the Merry Pranksters, who 
welcomed him as a divine 
apparition.

Leo Burnett could be considered the patron saint of 
advertising mascots. Or a complete hack, whichever. The 
point is, many a mascot has been birthed from his fertile 
loins. His creations read like a veritable A-list of mascot 
celebrities. The Jolly Green Giant. The Marlboro Man. The 
Keebler Elves. Charlie Tuna. Toucan Sam. The Pillsbury 
Doughboy. Morris the Cat. Even my worthless piece of 
trash ex-husband Tony. It was time I visited Leo—he is 
mascot mecca.

Exero core feugiam in vullan 
velis alit nulla alis dolorperos 
nos ad tat. On hendre commy 
nulla feugue dolesto odit 
alit ut ad tis nit, volorperat, 
conulputpat dolore dolobore 
tat. Magnim zzrillan henim 
velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue 
faccums andreet, vullum euis 
eliquatem aliquamcommy 
nonsectem.

Exero core feugiam in vullan 
velis alit nulla alis dolorperos 
nos ad tat. On hendre commy 
nulla feugue dolesto odit 
alit ut ad tis nit, volorperat, 
conulputpat dolore dolobore 
tat. Magnim zzrillan henim 
velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue 
faccums andreet, vullum euis 
eliquatem aliquamcommy 
nonsectem. Acil dipisi blan vel 
etueratue modipsusto er sisim 
vel ulput vut.

Exero core feugiam in vullan 
velis alit nulla alis dolorperos 
nos ad tat. On hendre commy 
nulla feugue dolesto odit 
alit ut ad tis nit, volorperat, 
conulputpat dolore dolobore 
tat. Magnim zzrillan henim 
velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue 
faccums andreet, vullum euis 
eliquatem aliquamcommy 
nonsectem. Acil dipisi blan vel 
etueratue modipsusto er sisim 
vel ulput vut.
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Exero core feugiam in vullan 
velis alit nulla alis dolorperos 
nos ad tat. On hendre commy 
nulla feugue dolesto odit 
alit ut ad tis nit, volorperat, 
conulputpat dolore dolobore 
tat. Magnim zzrillan henim 
velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue.

JIM-CROW ADVERTISING
Leaving southern California we wound our way up the 
coast to San Francisco. Across the bay in Oakland, a few 
mascots speaking out as members of the newly formed 
Black Panther Party. Uncle Ben, Aunt Jemima and Rastus 
fought against the gross stereotyping they’d endured as 
demeaning Jim Crow-style advertising mascots. It’s true: 
racism never made me hungry for pancakes.
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Met a nice Italian fellow named 
Ettore Boiardi, calls himself 
Chef Boyardee, who started 
making a name for himself 
canning meatballs and noodles 
over in Milton. He says he’s 
thinking of selling the biz and 
joining the mascot circuit. I say 
if he wants to be a cartoonish 
parody of himself, don’t let me 
stand in the way.

Substance abuse seamed the 
biggest commonality—it’s 
easy to get hooked on your 
own product. But the church’s 
stringent rules created a shelter 
from temptation. Before Seventh 
Day Adventism, Toucan Sam 
had a three box-a-day habit, 
his life falling prey to the 
whims of his sniffl ing nose. 
The frenetic Dig’ Em Frog, 
trigger-happy Sugar Pops Pete 
and crooning Sugar Bear were 
no better. Conversely there 
were the quiet ones, Cornelius 
Rooster and Sunny the Sun. 
You might not know it to look 
at them, but under the cheerful 
facades lurked a roiling mess 
of demons. I gave them each 
a wide berth, lest I get caught 
in the fallout of their inevitable 
meltdowns.

I felt right at home amongst the congregation of fellow 
mascots. Each of us had our own reasons for joining, 
though they were rarely religious in nature. The church was 
more like a support group offering guaranteed acceptance 
and, as such, became a collective of characters who 
couldn’t fi nd entry into any other social network.
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T HE UNTIED STATES RUST BELT

The Manufacturing Belt, sometimes called the Rust Belt, 
is an area in parts of the Northeastern United States, Mid-
Atlantic States, and portions of the Upper Midwest. 

Economic activity in the Manufacturing Belt forms a 
signifi cant part of the heavy industry and manufacturing 
sectors of the American economy. Contraction of 
manufacturing jobs has left many cities in this region 
economically depressed. Because the area’s economy is 
often defi ned by the collapse of the steel industry and 
other heavy manufacturing, and the fact that iron is the 
key component in steel, Minnesota, with its massive iron 
mining operations and subsequent economic decline, is 
often considered to be “where the Rust Belt begins.”
Although manufacturing exists nationwide, the region 
is roughly defi ned as comprising the northern sections 
of Indiana and Ohio; the Lower Peninsula of Michigan; 
New York, especially around Buffalo; New York City and 
Northern New Jersey; most of Pennsylvania; eastern and 

T HE MOTHER ROAD

The 1930s Dust Bowl saw many farming families heading 
west for agricultural jobs in California. Route 66 became 
the main road of travel for these people. During the Great 
Depression, it also gave some relief to communities 
located on the highway, creating the rise of mom-and-pop 
businesses (mainly as service stations, restaurants, and 

motor courts) up and down the route. During World War 
II, more migration west occurred because of war-related 
industries in California. And in the 1950s, Route 66 
became the main highway for vacationers heading to Los 
Angeles. For these reasons, Route 66 is directly tied to the 
allure of The West and hopes of a better future.

OUR NATION’S ARTERIES

The Dwight D. Eisenhower National System of Interstate 
and Defense Highways, is a network of highways in the 
United States that is named for the president who was 
in offi ce and championed its creation as a necessary 
component of a national defense system. In addition to 
facilitating private and commercial transportation, it 

would provide key ground transport routes for military 
supplies and troop deployments in an emergency. The 
system serves nearly all major U.S. cities, with many 
Interstates passing through downtown areas. The 
distribution of virtually all goods and services involves 
Interstate highways at some point. Residents of American 

cities commonly use urban Interstates to travel to their 
places of work. The vast majority of long-distance travel, 
whether for vacation or business, uses the national 
road network; of these trips, about one-third utilize the 
Interstate system.

northern Minnesota; and the northern part of West Virginia, 
particularly the Northern Panhandle. Saint Louis, Missouri 
may also be considered a manufacturing center, although 
the surrounding parts of Missouri and Illinois aren’t part 
of the region.

The area emerged as a primary center of manufacturing 
and industry in part from of access to resources and its 
location to navigable waterways. Ready sources of coal 
just to the south in West Virginia, Tennessee, and Kentucky 
as well as in western and northeastern Pennsylvania; 
an immigration-driven population boom in the late 19th 
century; and easy access to shipping on the Great Lakes, 
and to the East Coast via canals, and later railroads. 
The region was one of the fi rst in the United States to 
see railroad service (i.e. the Allegheny Portage Railroad). 
Coal, iron ore and other raw materials were shipped in 
from surrounding regions to cities such as Pittsburgh 
and Gary, which became centers of the steel industry. 
Duluth, Chicago, Cleveland, Buffalo, Detroit, and Toledo 
emerged as major ports on the Great Lakes and served 
as transportation hubs for the region with a proximity to 
major railroad lines.

Outsourcing of manufacturing jobs is a hotly debated topic 
in the region. One popular culprit has been globalization 
and the expansion of worldwide free trade agreements. 
Anti-globalization opponents argue that trade with 
developing countries has resulted in stiff competition 
from countries with much lower prevailing wages, forcing 
domestic wages to drift downward to compete. Another 
likely—but less commonly discussed—cause has been 
the increased transportation integration and migratory 
patterns within the United States, as proximity to energy 
sources has become less important and access to the 
booming populations and lower-wage labor markets 
of the Sunbelt has shifted a large share of new US 
manufacturing investment to these locations.

A centuries-old trend to replace expensive labor with 
cheap technology has reduced the number of unskilled 
workers necessary to manufacture goods. Much of 
the manufacturing once done by workers is now done 
more effi ciently by robots, reducing the total number of 
manufacturing jobs needed for a given level of output.
In recent years, many inner city populations in the region 
have declined, moving outwards to neighboring suburbs.

POPULATION 1931 1989 PERCENT CHANGE

United States 123,000,000 249,000,000 102%
Chicago, IL 3,376,438 2,783,726 -18%

Detroit, MI 1,568,662 1,027,974 -35%

East St. Louis, IL 74,397 40,921 -45%

Las Angeles, CA 1,238,048 3,485,398 182%
Levittown, PA 0 53,966 N/A%
Minneapolis, MN 464,356 368,383 -21%

Philadelphia, PA 1,950,961 1,585,877 -19%

Pittsburgh, PA 669,817 369,879 -45%

Plano, TX 2,248 128,713 5,626%
San Francisco, CA 634,394 723,959 14%
St. Louis, MO 821,960 396,685 -52%

Wilkes-Barre, PA 80,654 47,523 -41%

ROUTE 66

Established 1926 Decommissioned 1985

Starting Point Chicago, Il Ending Point Las Angeles, CA

Total Length 2,448 miles

LEGEND

Mascot Birthplace Mascot Workplace Life Event

Route 66 Leo Burnett Seventh Day Adventist

33 33 6

12

13  

47

3768

NATIONAL HIGHWAY SYSTEM

Total Length 160,000 miles

Includes Interstate System, Strategic Highway Network, 
Major Strategic Highway Network Connectors, Intermodal 
Connectors and Other Principal Arterials.

NATIONAL INTERSTATE SYSTEM

Established 1956

Total Length 46,837 miles

Largest public works program in world history

STRATEGIC HIGHWAY NETWORK

Total Length 61,044 miles

A network of highways which are important to the United 
States’ strategic defense policy, providing defense access, 
continuity and emergency capabilities for defense purposes.

Urban Prairie is a term coined to characterize vacant city lots containing grass 
and other voluntary plant life. These so called areas are not the same as a 
real prairie. Within major cities grass and plants grow on lots cleared by the 

The National Highway System consists mostly of existing two-lane roads. About 
98% of all roads in NHS have been built. The 160,000 miles of NHS include only 
4% of the nation’s roads, but they carry more than 40% of all highway traffi c, 

Suburban sprawl is the spreading of a city and its suburbs over rural land at 
the fringe of an urban area. Some urban areas have expanded geographically 
even while losing population. Residents of sprawling neighborhoods tend to live 

demolition of condemned buildings in depopulated or abandoned neighborhoods. 
In waning urban areas, often the victims of white-fl ight, large swaths of 
buildings may be torn down or neglected when the property value becomes too 

75% of heavy truck traffi c, and 90% of tourist traffi c. About 90% of America’s 
population lives within 5 miles of an NHS road. All urban areas with a population 
of more than 50,000 and 93% with a population of between 5,000 and 50,000 

in single-family homes and commute by automobile to work. They tend to emit 
more pollution per person and suffer more traffi c fatalities. Sprawl is also linked 
with increased obesity since walking and bicycling are not viable commuting 

low to provide fi nancial incentive for its owners to maintain and upkeep their 
buildings. Such areas become nothing more than fi elds of over-grown vegetation.

are within 5 miles of an NHS road. Counties that contain NHS highways also host 
99% of all jobs in the nation, including 99% of manufacturing jobs, 97% of 
mining jobs, and 93% of agricultural jobs.

options. Sprawl negatively impacts land and water quantity and quality and may 
be linked to a decline in social capital. Suburban sprawl generally has negative 
connotations due to the health and environmental issues that sprawl creates. 

Taxonomy (opposite top) 
A diagram of 76 food advertising mascots, many of 
whom play a role in the Little Utz Girl's life story. 
Includes numerous facts, both relevant and irrelevant, 
to the packaged foods industry.

life map  (opposite bottom) 
This map of the United States traces Little Utz Girl's 
journey and documents the birthplaces of her cohorts. 
Pertinent information on Route 66, the Eisenhower 
System of Interstate and Defense Highways, suburban 
sprawl, the American Rust Belt and urban prairie is 
also included.

time line  (above) 
Written as an autobiography, the time line describes the 
Little Utz Girl's life story and how it interweaves with 
20th century American history. A numerical system is 
used throughout to cross-reference the other two posters.

further details  (following pages)
Close-ups of the posters give a taste of the story.



LIFE & TIMES
of The Little Utz Girl

1921  A pose. A smile. A picture. How easy is that? 
I give them my face once, they give me a cut of the 
scratch for the rest of my life. It’s the windfall of an 
advertising mascot: what could be easier?

1939 The depression was great but the demand for 
potato chips was greater. Utz built a new 13,167 square 
foot facility to keep up with the demand my face helped 
create. The future looked bright and there was no better 
place to witness its forthcoming than the 1939 New York 
World’s Fair, aptly titled The World of Tomorrow. I kissed 
Mr. Peanut goodbye and hopped a train.

That big white orb seemed to almost fl oat beside that 
triangular spire jutting 700 feet up above Flushing 
Meadows. Perisphere. Trylon. The otherworldly names 
spoke of a mechanized future that knew no bounds to the 
tonnage of snack chips that man might one day consume. 
If just for that moment, Queens New York was overfl owing 
with optimism and hope. Glimpsing the World of Tomorrow, 
I felt it simply wasn’t coming soon enough. So I went 
driving after it as fast as my new Chrysler could take me, 
driving in direction where American dreams are always 
found: West.

1940   Soon enough I was back on the road and 
found myself on the famed Route 66. Famous for what, 
other than wily tourist bait and fl y-by-night towns trying 
to turn a quick dime, I haven’t a clue. For a mascot 
of real quality and integrity, it was a insult to see the 
crudely rendered batch of retards these towns sported 
on their signs and billboards. It takes more than a little 
neon and fi berglass to get the Little Utz Girl to pull off 
the mother road.

1945   War fueled demand and a concerted 
national effort was made to meet supply. Perhaps 
capitalism was the greatest machine of the Machine 
Age. In those few years during World War II, Pittsburgh 
alone produced 95 million tons of steel. But that kind of 
production couldn’t be maintained. When the war ended, 
so did the American steel industry, taking the steel 
cities with it.

1947 Picking up where those enema-toting health
mongers left off, Rice Krispies pedlars and (unbeknownst
to me at the time) religious gurus, Snap, Crackle and 
Pop were still turning people on to lives of abstinence 
and bland cereal according to the Seventh Day Adventist 
principles of yore. They were like the holy trinity, but 
tiny and mildly creepy. Speaking mainly in a mysterious 
burble—the gift of tongues?—that caused me to lean 
my ear in close, the three little men soon counted me 
among their fl ock of adherants. What can I say? I was 
young and impressionable.

1960  Then one day we caught word of an up and 
coming little mascot girl down in Tennessee named 
Debbie. She sort of reminded me of myself at that 
age and paying a visit to welcome her into the mascot 
community seemed the Christian thing to do.

1964  The 1964 New York City World’s fair revived 
the site in Flushing Meadows for a rehash, trying to 
recapture the optimism of 1939. After Tony, I had similar 
goals for myself and returned to the place that had 
inspired me so profoundly in my youth. But the Trylon 
had looked much bigger before.

Every pavilion—General Motors, IBM, DuPont and the 
rest—had a dream to sell, all centered around their 
products. I happen to know a little something about 
that. Mascots are nothing more than little portraits of 
aspiration. There was something about seeing acre after 
acre of the idealized American dream as depicted through 
saleable goods, so slick and shiny I could see my refl ection 
in them. Their forecast of the great technological future 
sounded like a cacophony of lies. It made me wonder, am 
I just a shill?

1967  Complete and utter disappointment. I 
thought Burnett in the 1960s would be like Paris in 
the 1920s. Instead, it was just a bunch of cynics with 
shiny hair churning out schlock. Nearly every product 
they touched received a mascot. Leo, already retired, 
was himself reduced to a brand name. Do I amount to 
nothing more than a silly formula?

1987  In eummolor sismodo lortisim autpat ing 
euguer senissecte tisl ulla facin ea faccum zzrit lum 
erat aut prat praessi bla feugiat nullums andrerit, 
sumsan velenisim quipissi. Exerit am, vel iuscipisi eu 
feugait illut aciduis senibh ercidunt luptatum aliquat 
el irilisci et alis dolobore tem del do odolortio odolor 
adignit, commolenibh essecte facin hent.

Then the riots broke out. The 1968 Democratic National 
Convention in Chicago came on the heels of the tragic 
assassinations of Martin Luther King, Jr and Robert 
F. Kennedy and right in the thick of the Vietnam War. 
There were plenty of reasons to be angry, so protests 
abounded and clashes with police soon broke out. I 
wondered, as a mascot, where I stood on the issues. 
Who knows—just smile and keeping eating those 
godforsaken potato chips.

Put adiam, quis ad tet, quisciduis dunt do odio dolortionse 
tat iriustrud magna feu faccum quatumsandio dolenim 
dolobore feuguer sectem quam ing erit delit autpat lut 
wis nulla facing eniam, conse velis dolum vel ut aut at 
alit wisisim quatueraesto dolum ipis augait, seniating 
essequisit dipit, vel diat, conse core tat lor si essim velit 
augait exerit veniamcore corer sum dolor sed tincipisim 
eugiam, corperit eu feummy nonsequate vel dunt lorem 
doluptatie feu faccumsan veliquissis et iliquat.

Patuer atio diatem quamconse velit at. Em vulputatuer 
sectet lore faccumsan ute molobortin verit in et lore feu 
faci blandio exero eum eum quatuer iliquamet init exerit 
vent ing elisl diamconulla feum el ute dolum vel dolut no.

1970   Maybe the suburbs hadn’t been so bad 
after all. At least they never threw me into an existential 
crisis. And in the same way that a suburb is lost 
somewhere between urban and rural, I decided Texas to 
be lost somewhere between the East and West coasts. 
It’s also not the North or the South or the Southwest 
or the Midwest or the Northwest or the Plains or the 
Rockies. It’s just Texas (formerly the independent 
Republic of). I moved to Plano, it being respectably 
distant from both Dallas and Oklahoma, with the plan of 
living out my days in dull placidity.

Exero core feugiam in vullan velis alit nulla alis dolorperos 
nos ad tat. On hendre commy nulla feugue dolesto odit 
alit ut ad tis nit, volorperat, conulputpat dolore dolobore 
tat. Magnim zzrillan henim velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue faccums andreet, vullum 
euis eliquatem aliquamcommy nonsectem quat exer augue 
exercil iquipit, sustrud min eugiating enim inci bla commy 
nos nibh ea facing enibh ex elit, quipit eui et, conullaor.

Magnim zzrillan henim velendiam, sequat aliquatem volor 
sum delit lortin ex eugue faccums andreet, vullum euis 
eliquatem aliquamcommy nonsectem quat exer augue 
exercil iquipit, sustrud min eugiating enim inci bla commy 
nos nibh ea facing enibh ex elit, quipit eui et, conullaor.

SPUDS MACKENZIE
Magnim zzrillan henim velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue faccums andreet, vullum 
euis eliquatem aliquamcommy nonsectem quat exer 
bla commy nos nibh ea facing enibh ex elit, quipit eui 
et, conullaor. Exerit am, vel iuscipisi eu feugait illut 
et alis dolobore tem del do odolortio odolor adignit, 
commolenibh essecte facin hent.

More and more I struggled with my mascot heritage. 
We seemed to be nothing more than a menagerie of 
eye-catching weirdos. Just a bunch of co-opted misfi ts 
in the spirit of circus freak shows. What makes us such 
compelling spokespeople? Do you really want to buy what 
we’re selling? Who decided this was a good idea? I knew of 
only one man to ask.

1965  I decided to drop out of the rat race and tag 
along for the Pranksters’ return trip back West. Once 
again I found myself on Route 66. And once again time 
had ravaged a memory from my youth. As resentful as 
I fi rst felt towards the kitsch that had acquired, like 
plaque, along the main east-west artery of America, I 
mourned its loss thirty years later. They were little towns 
built on hope. Moving westward was empowering—it 
was a choice for a better future. And these adobe 
motels, fi berglass teepees, stucco dinosaurs and neon 
gas stations fed our collective mythology. I watched 
their abandoned, broken-down forms through the blur of 
our passing bus.

It was near the end of the road when we passed through 
Fullerton on the outer sprawl of Los Angeles. Kool-Aid Man 
said he had to stop off to address a point of contention 
with a pugnacious little mascot who was endorsing his 
fruity beverage through brute force. Kool-Aid was a pacifi st 
and didn’t much care for Punchy’s strong-arming tactics 
on behalf of Hawaiian Punch. Besides, Hawaiian Punch 
wasn’t even in Hawaii.

Always evangelizing about how great the role of God has
been in the success of snack food items, Tony set about 
saving Little Debbie’s soul. She was a sweet girl (a little
too sweet frankly) and asked Tony if Seventh-Day Adventists
practiced the laying on of hands. She said he could lay 
his big, strong hands on her anytime he wanted. Said he 
brought out the tiger in her.

So much for abstinence. The philandering I might have 
forgiven, but The Little Utz Girl doesn’t tolerate a hypocrite. 
Needless to say, that was the end of Tony and me.

1952   Then there was Tony the Tiger. So 
uncharacteristically strong and confi dent for a mascot. 
He had genuine faith, rather than mere dependency. 
He was deeply theological and taught me innumerable 
lessons on intestinal health and God. We found ourselves
spending more and more time together, until the day 
Tony asked me to join him in matrimony. Snap, Crackle 
and Pop gave us their blessing so long as, among our 
other vows, we promised to maintain our regimen of diet 
and chastity.

Since romance wasn’t really a priority for our honeymoon, 
Tony and I picked Minneapolis, Minnesota as our 
destination. Outside of Battle Creek, there’s no bigger 
hotbed of animated cereal hawkers. Being surrounded by 
fellow mascots meant we didn’t have to be alone. And with 
a maw full of grain you don’t have to converse either.

Tony thought we should leave Battle Creek to spread 
the good word and proselytize so we opted to return 
to my home state of Pennsylvania. But Wilkes-Barre, 
Pittsburgh, Scranton, Philadelphia, Allentown, Erie and 
all the other cities were experiencing an exodus as heavy 
manufacturing and jobs disappeared. So we relocated to 

the up-and-coming little community of Levittown, 22 miles 
outside of Philly’s Center City. For a number of years we 
existed a quiet life, rarely venturing outside of our little 
Cape Cod wonderland. It was very convenient and livable. 
Time passes more quickly when you remain still.

With my obligation over, I decided to leave the smoke and 
soot of Pittsburgh for a pilgrimage to Battle Creek, MI. 
No foodstuff has launched the careers of more mascots 
than breakfast cereal, and no city has launched more 
breakfast cereals than Battle Creek and it’s infamous 
health sanitarium. Operated by the Seventh Day Adventist 
church to promote their health principles, the sanitarium 
boasts cereal moguls John Harvey Kellogg and C.W. Post 
among its alumni.

After swinging up north a few hours I had to drop in on a 
personal idol of mine: Loraine Collett, better known as the 
Sun-Maid Raisin Girl. She’d been in the mascot business 
since 1915 and if anyone was going to help me fi nd 
whatever it is I was looking for, it was her. But, bonnet or 
no, the hot California sun was as unkind to her skin as it 
was the grapes’. The shriveled old leathery hag sat around 
all day baking in the fi elds, staring, like Narcissus, at her 
own fading image on a raisin box.

I was disquieted by the sight of Loraine. But before I could 
give it another thought, Mr. Peanut called me back home, 
imploring me to join the war effort and work in his steel 
mill in Pittsburgh. My silly little vagabond girl dreams 
could wait, he told me. We had a nation to arm.

But the stories of advertising mascots are seldom as 
pretty as our veneers. In fact, we tend to be a sordid bunch 
of losers and miscreants rivaled only by the Dana Platos 
and Danny Bonaduces of the child actor world. A walk 
down our collective memory lane—a greasy dark alley, 
really—is riddled with bug-eyed addicts, crumpled-up 
freaks and lard-bloated corpses all tossed-aside in heaps. 
That’s where Mr. Peanut comes in.

MR. PEANUT
A true Horatio Alger story, Mr. Peanut was conceived by 
a school boy in Virginia as a part of a contest held by 
Planters Nuts. Beating the odds and winning the contest, 
he become the face (and top-hat, cane and monocle) 
of the nation’s greatest snack nut manufacturer. His 
time with Planters landed Mr. Peanut in Wilkes-Barre, 
Pennsylvania, in the heart of anthracite coal country, 
where he was able to invest his mascot pension into 
a small mining operation. His strong-armed business 
tactics combined with rampant pillaging of the land’s 
resources eventually earned Mr. Peanut the dual titles 
of Robber Baron and Captain of Industry.

IT ALL STARTED IN HANOVER, PA, later known as the Snack Capitol of the World. An 
enterprising young couple named Bill and Sallie Utz began producing Utz Hanover Home 
Brand potato chips in their summer kitchen. Batch after batch, at 50 pounds of potatoes 
an hour, they laid the groundwork for what became the United States’ largest privately 
owned snack brand. What makes Utz potato chips so special, so unique? Nothing. They’re 
just potatoes, grease and salt—like every other potato chip out there. It’s not the chips 
that are special, it’s me: The Little Utz Girl. These rosy cheeks could sell anything.
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The region’s population was booming as immigrant 
laborers poured in looking for jobs. Coal supplies were 
depleting as demand increased. The mountains were full 
of holes. The rivers were full of poisonous run-off. And 
the air was turning greyer by the day. Mr. Peanut stood at 
the helm of this doomed ship, selling it all just before it 
ran aground and burned like the ghost town of Centralia. 
Everything else in the region went down with it—the 
population, the economy and the barren land. Mr. Peanut 
made out like a bandit.

But as when coal hardens it becomes a diamond, a heart 
can also become so hard it magically transforms. Mr. 
Peanut took a shine to a cute little mascot with blushing 
cheeks and a lifetime of potential. So he brought me 
under his wing and tried to protect the sweet Little Utz Girl 
from the pitfalls of young fame. He became a benevolent 
adoptive uncle fi gure for me, albeit a handsy one at times. 
Never mind that. Thanks to Mr. Peanut—the formal title 
was always insisted upon, always—I had a roof over my 
head and some much needed discipline. While passing through 

Columbus, Ohio, I decided 
to pay a visit and welcome a 
couple of new mascots into 
the fraternity. Elsie Cow and 
Elmer Bull represented a sort 
of interesting alpha and omega 
of the dairy life cycle on behalf 
of the Borden Company: the 
nourishing teat of new life 
versus its sticky grave. They 
made it work and seemed a 
happy enough couple. We spent 
the afternoon drinking chocolate 
milk and doing arts & crafts.

General Mills began as a conglomerate of roughly 27 Midwestern grain mills. 
While over the years it grew to include many other food items and thus food 
mascots, including the Jolly Green Giant, Betty Crocker and the Pillsbury 
Doughboy, the bulk of the Big G crew dealt in cereal. The Cheerios bee, Lucky 
the Leprechaun, the Trix Rabbit and the rest were a nice enough bunch, if 
occasionally creepy.

As I sat on the faux 
cobblestone streets of a faux 
European village in Queens, 
eating a Belgian waffl e and 
contemplating my life’s purpose, 
an 8 foot tall anthropomorphic 
pitcher of smiling fruit punch 
caught my eye. He introduced 
himself as Kool-Aid Man. We 
got to talking—mostly I think 
he just wanted a bite of my 
waffl e—and I learned that he’d 
been in the mascot biz for 10 
years himself. Disillusioned, he 
hopped a bus out of Chicago, 
not realizing it was owned 
by the Merry Pranksters, who 
welcomed him as a divine 
apparition.

Leo Burnett could be considered the patron saint of 
advertising mascots. Or a complete hack, whichever. The 
point is, many a mascot has been birthed from his fertile 
loins. His creations read like a veritable A-list of mascot 
celebrities. The Jolly Green Giant. The Marlboro Man. The 
Keebler Elves. Charlie Tuna. Toucan Sam. The Pillsbury 
Doughboy. Morris the Cat. Even my worthless piece of 
trash ex-husband Tony. It was time I visited Leo—he is 
mascot mecca.

Exero core feugiam in vullan 
velis alit nulla alis dolorperos 
nos ad tat. On hendre commy 
nulla feugue dolesto odit 
alit ut ad tis nit, volorperat, 
conulputpat dolore dolobore 
tat. Magnim zzrillan henim 
velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue 
faccums andreet, vullum euis 
eliquatem aliquamcommy 
nonsectem.

Exero core feugiam in vullan 
velis alit nulla alis dolorperos 
nos ad tat. On hendre commy 
nulla feugue dolesto odit 
alit ut ad tis nit, volorperat, 
conulputpat dolore dolobore 
tat. Magnim zzrillan henim 
velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue 
faccums andreet, vullum euis 
eliquatem aliquamcommy 
nonsectem. Acil dipisi blan vel 
etueratue modipsusto er sisim 
vel ulput vut.

Exero core feugiam in vullan 
velis alit nulla alis dolorperos 
nos ad tat. On hendre commy 
nulla feugue dolesto odit 
alit ut ad tis nit, volorperat, 
conulputpat dolore dolobore 
tat. Magnim zzrillan henim 
velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue 
faccums andreet, vullum euis 
eliquatem aliquamcommy 
nonsectem. Acil dipisi blan vel 
etueratue modipsusto er sisim 
vel ulput vut.
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Exero core feugiam in vullan 
velis alit nulla alis dolorperos 
nos ad tat. On hendre commy 
nulla feugue dolesto odit 
alit ut ad tis nit, volorperat, 
conulputpat dolore dolobore 
tat. Magnim zzrillan henim 
velendiam, sequat aliquatem 
volor sum delit lortin ex eugue.

JIM-CROW ADVERTISING
Leaving southern California we wound our way up the 
coast to San Francisco. Across the bay in Oakland, a few 
mascots speaking out as members of the newly formed 
Black Panther Party. Uncle Ben, Aunt Jemima and Rastus 
fought against the gross stereotyping they’d endured as 
demeaning Jim Crow-style advertising mascots. It’s true: 
racism never made me hungry for pancakes.
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Met a nice Italian fellow named 
Ettore Boiardi, calls himself 
Chef Boyardee, who started 
making a name for himself 
canning meatballs and noodles 
over in Milton. He says he’s 
thinking of selling the biz and 
joining the mascot circuit. I say 
if he wants to be a cartoonish 
parody of himself, don’t let me 
stand in the way.

Substance abuse seamed the 
biggest commonality—it’s 
easy to get hooked on your 
own product. But the church’s 
stringent rules created a shelter 
from temptation. Before Seventh 
Day Adventism, Toucan Sam 
had a three box-a-day habit, 
his life falling prey to the 
whims of his sniffl ing nose. 
The frenetic Dig’ Em Frog, 
trigger-happy Sugar Pops Pete 
and crooning Sugar Bear were 
no better. Conversely there 
were the quiet ones, Cornelius 
Rooster and Sunny the Sun. 
You might not know it to look 
at them, but under the cheerful 
facades lurked a roiling mess 
of demons. I gave them each 
a wide berth, lest I get caught 
in the fallout of their inevitable 
meltdowns.

I felt right at home amongst the congregation of fellow 
mascots. Each of us had our own reasons for joining, 
though they were rarely religious in nature. The church was 
more like a support group offering guaranteed acceptance 
and, as such, became a collective of characters who 
couldn’t fi nd entry into any other social network.



FRIENDS & FOES of The Little Utz Girl
A PRACTICAL TAXONOMY OF ADVERTISING MASCOTS

  BREAKFAST FOODS
  General Mills Cereals
 15 Boo Berry Boo Berry
 16 Buzzbee Honey Nut Cheerios
 17 Count Chocula Count Chocula
 18 Crazy Cow Crazy Cow
 19 Franken Berry Franken Berry
 20 Fruit Brute Fruit Brute 
 21 Lucky the Leprechaun Lucky Charms
 22 Cookie Jarvis Cookie Crisp
 23 Sir Grapefellow Sir Grapefellow
 24 Sonny the Cuckoo Bird Cocoa Puffs
 25 Trix Rabbit Trix
 26 Wendell Cinn. Toast Crunch 
 27 Yummy Mummy Yummy Mummy

  Kellogg’s Cereals
 28 Cornelius Rooster Corn Flakes
 29 Dig’Em Frog Honey Smack
 30 Snap, Crackle & Pop Rice Krispies 
 31 Sugar Pops Pete Sugar Pops
 32 Sunny Raisin Bran
 33 Tony the Tiger Frosted Flakes
 34 Toucan Sam Froot Loops

  Nabisco Cereals
 35 Rastus Cream of Wheat

  Other
 36 Aunt Jemima Aunt Jemima
 37 Mrs. Butterworth Mrs. Butterworth’s

  Post Cereals
 38 Corny Cornelius Sugar Coated Flakes
 39 Cracko Bird Corn Crackos
 40 Fred Flinstone Cocoa Krispies
 41 Linus the Lionhearted Crispy Critters
 42 So Hi Rice Krinkles
 43 Sugar Bear Golden Crisp

  Quaker
 44 Cap’n Crunch Cap’n Crunch
 45 King Vitaman King Vitaman
 46 Quaker Quaker Oats

  MEALS & MEATS
 47 Campbell Soup Kids Campbell’s Soup
 48 Charlie Tuna Starkist Tuna
 49 Chef Boyardee Chef Boyardee
 50 Gorton’s Fisherman Gorton’s
 51 Helping Hand Hamburger Hand
 52 Mermaid Chicken of the Sea
 53 The Noid Domino’s Pizza
 54 Red Baron Red Baron
 55 Tony Tony’s Pizza

  PRODUCE
  Fruit
 56 California Raisins Ca. Raisin Board
 57 Lorraine Peterson Sun-Maid Raisins
 58 Miss Chiquita Chiquita Bananas

  Vegetable
 59 Jolly Green Giant Green Giant
 60 The Stork Vlasic Pickles
 61 Unknown Contadina

  SNACK FOODS
  Salty Snacks
 62 Chester Cheetah Cheetos
 63 Frito Bandito Fritos 
 64 Julius Pringles Pringles
 65 The Little Utz Girl Utz
 66 Mr. Peanut Planter’s Peanuts
 67 Mister Salty Mister Salty
 68 Orville Redenbacher Orville Redenbacher’s

  Sweet Snacks
 69 Little Debbie Little Debbie
 70 Ernie Keebler 
 71 Sailor Jack and Bingo Cracker Jack
 72 Unknown Blue Bird Bakeries

  OTHER
 73 Elmer Elmer’s Glue
 74 Indian Maiden Land O’Lakes
 75 Morris the Cat 9 Lives
 76 Morton Salt Girl Morton Salt

  BEVERAGES
 1 Elsie Borden
 2 Juan Valdez Colombian Coffee
 3 Kool-Aid Man Kool-Aid
 4 Punchy Hawaiian Punch
 5 Quicky Nesquik
 6 Slush Puppie Slush Puppie
 7 Spot 7up
 8 Spuds MacKenzie Bud Light
 9 Unknown Icee 

  BREAD & GRAIN
 10 Betty Crocker Betty Crocker 
 11 Poppin’ Fresh Pillsbury
 12 Little Miss Sunbeam Sunbeam Bread
 13 Uncle Ben Uncle Ben
 14 Unknown Bunny Bread
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13.2%
CREATED BY LEO BURNETT ADVERTISING

THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM
Where Seventh Day Adventists broke down the 
separation of church and cereal.

First opening on September 5, 1866 The Battle Creek 
Sanitarium taught dietary reform based on the health 
principles advocated by the Seventh-day Adventist 
Church. It was operated by John Harvey Kellogg, creator 
of the Kellogg’s food company. CW Post, a patient of the 
sanitarium, was inspired by what he learned and went on 
to create his own breakfast cereal company.

THE MASCOT KING
Leo Burnett was an advertising executive famous for 
creating some of the world’s most memorable icons.

In 1935, he created his own agency in downtown Chicago, 
following the philosophy of creating an image around 
the product. Until his time, advertising centered on long 
text descriptions of the product, with detailed arguments 
explaining why it was better than competing products. 
Burnett concentrated on style, creating icons as a symbol 
of the product. He stressed that the creator of an ad 
needed to somehow capture and refl ect what he called the 
“inherent drama” of the product.

18.4%
HAVE SEVENTH DAY ADVENTIST AFFILIATIONS
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30 Humans (19 Male, 11 Female)  |  10 Mythical 
Creatures  |  10 Inanimate Objects  | 6 Birds  |
4 Felines | 3 Cows | 3 Rabbits | 2 Bears | 2 Dogs |
1 Bee  |  1 Fish  |  1 Frog  |  1 Prairie Dog

3 African American  |  3 Latin American  |
2 Italian | 1 Asian | 1 Irish | 1 Native American

7 Chef Hats  |  3 Sailor Hats  |  4 Wide-brimmed/
Sombrero  |  3 Derbies  |  2 Berets  |  2 Crowns  |
2 Aviator Caps   |   12 Other

8 Mustaches  |  2 Beards
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Mustache
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T HE UNTIED STATES RUST BELT

The Manufacturing Belt, sometimes called the Rust Belt, 
is an area in parts of the Northeastern United States, Mid-
Atlantic States, and portions of the Upper Midwest. 

Economic activity in the Manufacturing Belt forms a 
signifi cant part of the heavy industry and manufacturing 
sectors of the American economy. Contraction of 
manufacturing jobs has left many cities in this region 
economically depressed. Because the area’s economy is 
often defi ned by the collapse of the steel industry and 
other heavy manufacturing, and the fact that iron is the 
key component in steel, Minnesota, with its massive iron 
mining operations and subsequent economic decline, is 
often considered to be “where the Rust Belt begins.”
Although manufacturing exists nationwide, the region 
is roughly defi ned as comprising the northern sections 
of Indiana and Ohio; the Lower Peninsula of Michigan; 
New York, especially around Buffalo; New York City and 
Northern New Jersey; most of Pennsylvania; eastern and 

T HE MOTHER ROAD

The 1930s Dust Bowl saw many farming families heading 
west for agricultural jobs in California. Route 66 became 
the main road of travel for these people. During the Great 
Depression, it also gave some relief to communities 
located on the highway, creating the rise of mom-and-pop 
businesses (mainly as service stations, restaurants, and 

motor courts) up and down the route. During World War 
II, more migration west occurred because of war-related 
industries in California. And in the 1950s, Route 66 
became the main highway for vacationers heading to Los 
Angeles. For these reasons, Route 66 is directly tied to the 
allure of The West and hopes of a better future.

OUR NATION’S ARTERIES

The Dwight D. Eisenhower National System of Interstate 
and Defense Highways, is a network of highways in the 
United States that is named for the president who was 
in offi ce and championed its creation as a necessary 
component of a national defense system. In addition to 
facilitating private and commercial transportation, it 

would provide key ground transport routes for military 
supplies and troop deployments in an emergency. The 
system serves nearly all major U.S. cities, with many 
Interstates passing through downtown areas. The 
distribution of virtually all goods and services involves 
Interstate highways at some point. Residents of American 

cities commonly use urban Interstates to travel to their 
places of work. The vast majority of long-distance travel, 
whether for vacation or business, uses the national 
road network; of these trips, about one-third utilize the 
Interstate system.

northern Minnesota; and the northern part of West Virginia, 
particularly the Northern Panhandle. Saint Louis, Missouri 
may also be considered a manufacturing center, although 
the surrounding parts of Missouri and Illinois aren’t part 
of the region.

The area emerged as a primary center of manufacturing 
and industry in part from of access to resources and its 
location to navigable waterways. Ready sources of coal 
just to the south in West Virginia, Tennessee, and Kentucky 
as well as in western and northeastern Pennsylvania; 
an immigration-driven population boom in the late 19th 
century; and easy access to shipping on the Great Lakes, 
and to the East Coast via canals, and later railroads. 
The region was one of the fi rst in the United States to 
see railroad service (i.e. the Allegheny Portage Railroad). 
Coal, iron ore and other raw materials were shipped in 
from surrounding regions to cities such as Pittsburgh 
and Gary, which became centers of the steel industry. 
Duluth, Chicago, Cleveland, Buffalo, Detroit, and Toledo 
emerged as major ports on the Great Lakes and served 
as transportation hubs for the region with a proximity to 
major railroad lines.

Outsourcing of manufacturing jobs is a hotly debated topic 
in the region. One popular culprit has been globalization 
and the expansion of worldwide free trade agreements. 
Anti-globalization opponents argue that trade with 
developing countries has resulted in stiff competition 
from countries with much lower prevailing wages, forcing 
domestic wages to drift downward to compete. Another 
likely—but less commonly discussed—cause has been 
the increased transportation integration and migratory 
patterns within the United States, as proximity to energy 
sources has become less important and access to the 
booming populations and lower-wage labor markets 
of the Sunbelt has shifted a large share of new US 
manufacturing investment to these locations.

A centuries-old trend to replace expensive labor with 
cheap technology has reduced the number of unskilled 
workers necessary to manufacture goods. Much of 
the manufacturing once done by workers is now done 
more effi ciently by robots, reducing the total number of 
manufacturing jobs needed for a given level of output.
In recent years, many inner city populations in the region 
have declined, moving outwards to neighboring suburbs.

POPULATION 1931 1989 PERCENT CHANGE

United States 123,000,000 249,000,000 102%
Chicago, IL 3,376,438 2,783,726 -18%

Detroit, MI 1,568,662 1,027,974 -35%

East St. Louis, IL 74,397 40,921 -45%

Las Angeles, CA 1,238,048 3,485,398 182%
Levittown, PA 0 53,966 N/A%
Minneapolis, MN 464,356 368,383 -21%

Philadelphia, PA 1,950,961 1,585,877 -19%

Pittsburgh, PA 669,817 369,879 -45%

Plano, TX 2,248 128,713 5,626%
San Francisco, CA 634,394 723,959 14%
St. Louis, MO 821,960 396,685 -52%

Wilkes-Barre, PA 80,654 47,523 -41%

ROUTE 66

Established 1926 Decommissioned 1985

Starting Point Chicago, Il Ending Point Las Angeles, CA

Total Length 2,448 miles

LEGEND

Mascot Birthplace Mascot Workplace Life Event

Route 66 Leo Burnett Seventh Day Adventist
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NATIONAL HIGHWAY SYSTEM

Total Length 160,000 miles

Includes Interstate System, Strategic Highway Network, 
Major Strategic Highway Network Connectors, Intermodal 
Connectors and Other Principal Arterials.

NATIONAL INTERSTATE SYSTEM

Established 1956

Total Length 46,837 miles

Largest public works program in world history

STRATEGIC HIGHWAY NETWORK

Total Length 61,044 miles

A network of highways which are important to the United 
States’ strategic defense policy, providing defense access, 
continuity and emergency capabilities for defense purposes.

Urban Prairie is a term coined to characterize vacant city lots containing grass 
and other voluntary plant life. These so called areas are not the same as a 
real prairie. Within major cities grass and plants grow on lots cleared by the 

The National Highway System consists mostly of existing two-lane roads. About 
98% of all roads in NHS have been built. The 160,000 miles of NHS include only 
4% of the nation’s roads, but they carry more than 40% of all highway traffi c, 

Suburban sprawl is the spreading of a city and its suburbs over rural land at 
the fringe of an urban area. Some urban areas have expanded geographically 
even while losing population. Residents of sprawling neighborhoods tend to live 

demolition of condemned buildings in depopulated or abandoned neighborhoods. 
In waning urban areas, often the victims of white-fl ight, large swaths of 
buildings may be torn down or neglected when the property value becomes too 

75% of heavy truck traffi c, and 90% of tourist traffi c. About 90% of America’s 
population lives within 5 miles of an NHS road. All urban areas with a population 
of more than 50,000 and 93% with a population of between 5,000 and 50,000 

in single-family homes and commute by automobile to work. They tend to emit 
more pollution per person and suffer more traffi c fatalities. Sprawl is also linked 
with increased obesity since walking and bicycling are not viable commuting 

low to provide fi nancial incentive for its owners to maintain and upkeep their 
buildings. Such areas become nothing more than fi elds of over-grown vegetation.

are within 5 miles of an NHS road. Counties that contain NHS highways also host 
99% of all jobs in the nation, including 99% of manufacturing jobs, 97% of 
mining jobs, and 93% of agricultural jobs.

options. Sprawl negatively impacts land and water quantity and quality and may 
be linked to a decline in social capital. Suburban sprawl generally has negative 
connotations due to the health and environmental issues that sprawl creates. 
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Little Utz Girl
INFLATABLE ORIGAMI BALLOON
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origami balloon (above) 
Included in the book is a 34" x 34" poster that folds into 
a (somewhat) 3-d portrait of the Little Utz Girl.

Detail Shot (opposite) 
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design model   example five
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path 2: Dense and twisty, like wrinkles on the brain of a genius

path 1: Underdeveloped path is puny and one-note

comparison of paths

There are actually many paths between Point A and Point B. The route you 
travel is your unique voice as a designer. That route can be dull or interesting 

— the choice is up to you.
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Escapist Fantasy Tourism Board   pamphlet and poster campaign

My relationship with the news and current events has always been a cyclical 
one, typified by revolving phases of interest, burn-out, avoidance and guilt. 
In the Fall of 2008, with the United States facing a historic presidential 
election, two arduous wars and a desperate financial crisis, that cycle was 
sent into hyper drive. From minute-to-minute I couldn’t decide whether to 
be a concerned and educated citizen or an apathetic and distracted one. 
Enter the Escapist Fantasy Tourism Board, a fictitious organization I created 
that specializes in dissociative mental leisure excursions.

The EFTB and its supporting advertising materials allowed me to satirize 
my own impulse to flee the complex reality of this world for a more idyllic, 
if imaginary, one. Ignoring a problem, it seems, does little to help resolve it. 
Nevertheless, ignorance is the bliss an Escapist Fantasy peddles.

Included in the EFTB project are a creative brief (written more as a vacation 
brochure) and the resultant campaign of six tourism posters.

INFLUENCES

October–November 2008
Presidential Election
War in Iraq
Dancing with the Stars
War in Afghanistan

 

The Daily Show
The Colbert Report
Sub-prime mortgage crisis
Ignorance is bliss
Financial bail-outs

 

Circus lettering
Ostrich, head in the sand
Futility
Vacation brochures
Advertising copy writing

 

Travel posters
Self-mockery
Non-symbolic symbolism
Democracy Now!
Consumerism as solution
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Escape! | 01

Following is the creative brief and 
resultant brand campaign, developed 
by an undisclosed international 
design consultancy to introduce the 
Escapist Fantasy Tourism Board into 
American consciousness.
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PRODUCT/SERVICE BENEFITS:

With Escapist Fantasies, the world 
inside your head is your oyster!

…each ocean bluer, each mountain taller 
and each hammock less cumbersome to 
get in and out of. Imagine the three-headed 
love child of Shangri-la, Xanadu and Disney 
World. Then multiply it times infi nity. You’ve 
just experienced the power of an Escapist 
Fantasy. The possibilities are endless!4 And it 
can all be done without physically deviating 
from your normal plodding life routine. The 
vacation is all a state of mind—you can 
literally5 circumnavigate the world in the 
blink of an eye.

We call this proprietary phenomenon the
Physically Present/Mentally Absent Paradox.® 
Not unlike souls of the newly dead liberated 
from the shells of their human bodies, an 
Escapist fantasy enables the traveler to 
gallivant unencumbered across uncharted 
realms6—where unicorns frolic through 
cotton candy meadows playing hopscotch 
with talking koalas and enchanted land 
dolphins. It’s a place where the Lisa Frank in 
each of us can run wild. Meanwhile, the body 
remains in a semi-animated state, rarely 
broadcasting the bustling adventure within.

Through liberal utilization of our patented 
PP/MAP® technology, brought to you 
exclusively by the Escapist Fantasy Tourism 
Board, even the most humdrum of situations 
can be transformed into Dionysian romps of 
limitless7 pleasure. Imagine the potential:

Stuck in another boring business meeting? 
Poof: now you’re stuck in an effervescent 
jacuzzi of marshmallow pudding, eating your 
way to tasty, tasty freedom! Sitting in traffi c 
again on your morning commute? Whoosh: 
now you’re sitting on the luxuriant feathers 
of a magical condor, soaring over the Seven 
Sequined Seas of eastern Nirvana! All your 
problems are solved.8 It couldn’t be easier!!!

At the Escapist Fantasy Tourism Board, we 
put the You in Utopia!

Imagine a vacation itinerary where every destination
is better than the one before…

4 Possibilities may actually 
 be limited, depending on 
 your capacity for imagining 
 possibilities.

5 Figuratively

6 Of the mind. Earth has been 
 mapped and surveyed quite 
 thoroughly.

7 Refer again to footnote 4

8 Solved, in this usage, is 
 a relative term in the since 
 that bodily inaction solves the 
 problem of having to 
 actually make a problem 
 solving attempt.
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OTHER GREAT FEATURES:

• Travel alone or with people who don’t know 
 you know what they look like. Or with family.
• Never physically go anywhere ever again!
• No packing required!!!
• Imaginary friends sometimes more inclined to
 like you than real ones.
• Live a completely consequence-free lifestyle.
• Everyone speaks English (plus the universal  
 languages of Esperanto and divine tongues).
• Surgery-free bust/pectoral enhancement.
• Cures acne, obesity and unwanted facial hair.
• Instant and unparalleled athleticism,
 including the ability to dunk a basketball and
 ownership of the World’s Strongest Man title.

• All you can eat Chinese buffet with salad bar
 and 40 gallon vat of Ranch dressing. Also
 features build-your-own sandwich station with
 12 previously undiscovered kinds of meats.
• No more worries about responsibility or other
 man-made social conventions.
• A commercial free alternative to television
 that’s better than most daytime programming.
• Weather is always 70 degrees and sunny.
• Never be concerned about money again.
 Perhaps we’ve switched to a love-based economy. 
Or maybe you’re the richest person in the 
universe and lord of men. The choice is yours!
• Two words: Carpe Diem!

CURRENT BELIEFS AND ATTITUDES:

…to fi lm, music, fi ne art, live theater, 
literature, comic books, lifestyle magazines, 
celebrity gossip, variety shows, stand-up 
comedy, sports, sports fandom, Nascar, jigsaw 
puzzles, crossword puzzles, sudoku, reality 
television, regular television, internet chat 
rooms, internet social networking sites, 
internet avatar sites, role-playing video games, 
non role-playing video games, board games, 
religion, dancing, plastic surgery, shopping,

indulgent food, gambling, sex, drugs, alcohol 
and nature hikes.9 They are left with a feeling 
of resentment towards a society structured to 
limit their ability to disengage from it. Popular 
wishes to “get out of the rat race,” “search for 
greener pastures” and “go totally buck wild” 
exemplify this pervasive attitude. The Escapist 
Fantasy Tourism Board sees an opportunity to 
fulfi ll society’s cries for more diversion.

No more need to pay attention to the world outside of you.

TARGET AUDIENCE:

The primary target audience is individuals 
prone to loneliness and staring, for whom
the real world is a real bummer.

People often think that their options for escapism are limited

9 This is not to be viewed as a 
 comprehensive list

CLIENT:

the escapist fantasy tourism board 
is an organization founded to 
promote the benefi ts of dissociative 
mental leisure excursions to the 
american populace.

Éch
appez! | 0302

|  
Vá

m
on

os
!

A simple little change of pace and scenery 
can do wonders to briefl y ward off a daily 
onslaught of existential stressors. So we 
pack our bags and head south, or north, or 
wherever there are drinks served in halved 
coconuts by people more tan than ourselves.

Unfortunately, popular travel destinations 
such as all-inclusive Caribbean resorts, 
Western Europe and Branson, Missouri only 
exist in the world as it actually is—with its 
raging wars, environmental catastrophes 
and vengeful gods. And if you’re running 
away from all life’s problems, the last thing 
you want is for them to follow. When the 
entire planet1 is at fault, changing your 
location within it solves nothing. And while 
colonizing the moon may seem like a viable 
solution, interplanetary space travel is cost 
prohibitive to all but the fi nancial elite.

But what if someone told you that, 
completely free of monetary charge, you 
could leave all the problems of Earth 
behind?  No more bills to pay.2 No more jobs 
to slave over. And no more disheartening 
current events to ignore. What if all the 
weight on your shoulders was suddenly 
lifted away?

Now, with Escapist Fantasies, you can avoid 
reality whole hog and create a new one of 
your very own, where the only weight on 
your shoulders is from the strong, oily hands 
of an attentive massuese.3

DESCRIPTION OF PRODUCT/SERVICES:

Face it. Everybody needs a vacation eventually. Life 
can be tiresome and death often isn’t a viable solution.

1 Excluding yourself, of course.

2 That is, no more imaginary 
 bills to pay. Real bills will 
 remain completely unaffected.

3 Metaphorically speaking.

Interior cover (top) 
Establishes the basic premise of the piece as a creative 
brief for the Escapist Fantasy Tourism Board.

EFTB described  (bottom) 
The organization's services are detailed. Each spread 
features an illustration from the final poster campaign. 
The images fall somewhere between allegory and 
complete nonsense.

Product Benefits (top) Target Audience (bottom) 

Poster Campaign (following pages) 
Six posters developed from the creative brief, which 
form a continuous mural to spell the word ESCAPE.
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Escapist Fantasy Tourism Board   creative brief

IN BRIEF
The Escapist Fantasy Tourism Board
Following is the creative brief and resultant brand campaign, developed by an 
undisclosed international design consultancy to introduce the Escapist Fantasy 
Tourism Board into American consciousness.

Client:
The escapist fantasy tourism board is an organization founded to promote the 
benefits of dissociative mental leisure excursions to the American populace.

Description Of Product/Services:
Face it. Everybody needs a vacation eventually. Life can be tiresome and death 
often isn’t a viable solution. A little change of pace and scenery can do wonders 
to briefly ward off a daily onslaught of existential stressors. So we pack our 
bags and head south, or north, or wherever there are drinks served in halved 
coconuts by people more tan than ourselves.

Unfortunately, popular travel destinations such as all-inclusive Caribbean 
resorts, Western Europe and Branson, Missouri only exist in the world as it 
actually is — with its raging wars, environmental catastrophes and vengeful 
gods. And if you’re running away from all life’s problems, the last thing you 
want is for them to follow. When the entire planet¹ is at fault, changing your 
location within it solves nothing. And while colonizing the moon may seem 
like a viable solution, interplanetary space travel is cost prohibitive to all but 
the financial elite.

But what if someone told you that, completely free of monetary charge, you 
could leave all the problems of Earth behind?  No more bills to pay.2 No more 
jobs to slave over. And no more disheartening current events to ignore. What 
if all the weight on your shoulders was suddenly lifted away?

Now, with Escapist Fantasies, you can avoid reality whole hog and create a 
new one of your very own, where the only weight on your shoulders is from 
the strong, oily hands of an attentive massuese.3

Product/Service Benefits:
With Escapist Fantasies, the world inside your head is your oyster! Imagine 
a vacation itinerary where every destination is better than the one before — 
each ocean bluer, each mountain taller and each hammock less cumbersome 
to get in and out of. Imagine the three-headed love child of Shangri-la, Xanadu 
and Disney World. Then multiply it times infinity. You’ve just experienced the 
power of an Escapist Fantasy. The possibilities are endless!4 And it can all be 
done without physically deviating from your normal plodding life routine. 
The vacation is all a state of mind — you can literally5 travel the world in the 
blink of an eye.

We call this proprietary phenomenon the Physically Present/Mentally Absent 
Paradox.® Not unlike souls of the newly dead liberated from their human bod-
ies, an Escapist fantasy enables the traveler to gallivant unencumbered across 
uncharted realms6 — where unicorns frolic through cotton candy meadows 
playing hopscotch with talking koalas and enchanted land dolphins. It’s a place 
where the Lisa Frank in each of us can run wild. Meanwhile, the body remains 
in a semi-animated state, rarely broadcasting the bustling adventure within.

Through liberal utilization of PP/MAP® technology, brought to you exclusively 
by the Escapist Fantasy Tourism Board, even the most humdrum of situations 
can be transformed into Dionysian romps of limitless7 pleasure. 

Stuck in another boring business meeting? Poof: now you’re stuck in an ef-
fervescent jacuzzi of marshmallow pudding, eating your way to tasty, tasty 
freedom! Sitting in traffic again on your morning commute? Whoosh: now 
you’re sitting on the luxuriant feathers of a magical condor, soaring over the 
Seven Sequined Seas of eastern Nirvana! All your problems are solved.8 It 
couldn’t be easier!!!

At the Escapist Fantasy Tourism Board, we can put the You in Utopia!

1	E xcluding yourself, of course.
2	 That is, no more imaginary bills to pay. Real bills will remain completely unaffected.
3	M etaphorically speaking.

4	 Possibilities may actually be limited, depending on your capacity for imagining possibilities.
5	 Figuratively
6	 Of the mind. Earth has been mapped and surveyed quite thoroughly.
7	 Refer again to footnote 4
8	S olved, in this usage, is a relative term in the since that bodily inaction solves the problem of having to  
	 actually make a problem solving attempt.
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Other Great Features:
•	Travel alone or with people who don’t know you know what they look like. 
	 Or with family.
•	Never physically go anywhere ever again!
•	No packing required!!!
•	No more need to “pay attention” to the world outside of you.
•	Imaginary friends sometimes more inclined to like you than real ones.
•	Live a completely consequence-free lifestyle.
•	Everyone speaks English (and the universal languages of Esperanto and 
	 divine tongues).
•	Surgery-free bust/pectoral enhancement.
•	Instant and unparalleled athleticism, including the ability to dunk a basket- 
	 ball and ownership of the World’s Strongest Man title.
•	All you can eat Chinese/Italian buffet with salad bar and 40 gallon vat of  
	 Ranch dressing. Features build-your-own sandwich station with 12 previously  
	 undiscovered kinds of meats.
•	No more worries about responsibility or other made-up social conventions.
•	A commercial free alternative to television that’s better than most daytime  
	 programming.
•	Weather is always 70 degrees and sunny.
•	Cures acne, obesity and unwanted facial hair.
•	Never be concerned about money again. Perhaps we’ve switched to a love- 
	 based economy. Or maybe you’re the richest person in the universe and lord  
	 of men. The choice is yours!
•	Two words: Carpe Diem!

Target Audience:
The primary target audience is individuals prone to loneliness and staring, for 
whom the real world is a real bummer.

Current Beliefs And Attitudes:
Too often, people think that their options for escapism are limited to film, 
music, fine art, live theater, literature, comic books, lifestyle magazines, celeb-
rity gossip, variety shows, stand-up comedy, sports, sports fandom, Nascar, 
jigsaw puzzles, crossword puzzles, sudoku, reality television, regular television, 
internet chat rooms, internet social networking sites, internet avatar sites, 
role-playing video games, non role-playing video games, board games, reli-
gion, dancing, plastic surgery, shopping, indulgent food, gambling, sex, drugs, 
alcohol and nature hikes. They are left with a feeling of resentment towards 
a society structured to limit their ability to disengage from it. Popular wishes 
to “get out of the rat race,” “search for greener pastures” and “go totally buck 
wild” exemplify this pervasive attitude. The Escapist Fantasy Tourism Board 
sees an opportunity to fulfill society’s cries for more diversion.

Key Message:
When Life gives you lemons, pretend they’re cherries.
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Menfinite   boxed series of cards and poster

Whenever my wife and I happen to go shopping for clothes together, we have 
an unspoken, yet well established, routine: upon entering a store we each 
go to our respective (women’s/men’s) sections. I finish browsing within a 
couple of minutes and stand around waiting for her. After repeating this in 
a few stores, I become annoyed with the constant waiting around and begin 
rambling about the disparity between women’s and men’s fashion.

Please note that I am not making the tired observation that women like 
shopping whereas men prefer beer and pork foods. The point is not that my 
wife and I have differing levels of interest in clothing or shopping, but that 
we have a differing number of choices. When you enter a store such as The 
GAP, there exists an invisible line separating the women’s clothing from the 
men’s. But rather than dividing the store 50/50, the break is closer to 70/30. 
And the lack of volume in the men’s section is further exacerbated by a lack 
of variety. The fact is, there simply are not many socially acceptable styles of 
men’s clothing (European men, it bears mentioning, are somewhat excluded 
from this generalization).

The Menfinite project, which focuses just on shirts, was an attempt to 
visually document my repeated verbal complaint. Why is it that my wife has 
her choice of all manner of innovative shirt cuts and configurations while 
I’m stuck in the same old polo year after year?

INFLUENCES

Shopping with my wife
The GAP
Encroaching invisible line
My paltry wardrobe
Project Runway

 

Fashion trends
Clothing terminology
Social acceptability
European men’s fashion
Clothing envy

 

German typography
America’s Next Top Model
Photography
Diagrammatic Analysis
Gender identification

 

Handmade boxes
Polo shirt disillusionment
Fashion ambivalence
Sewing patterns
Outlets for self-expression
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Men’s shirts seldom deviate from the 
rigidity of this diagram. There may be 
an added button here or an extra pocket 
there, but the basic structures remain 
unchanged. The same can not be said 
for women’s shirts, which allow for 
endless variety and self expression.

C
ol

la
r

N
on

e

V-
ne

ck

C
re

w

M
oc

k 
tu

rt
le

Tu
rt

le
ne

ck

H
oo

d

Lo
ng

P
oc

ke
t

Fu
ll-

le
ng

th

Th
re

e 
qu

ar
te

r
Q

ua
nt

ity
P

ar
tia

l

Sh
or

t

St
ra

ig
ht

R
ou

nd
ed

B
un

ch
ed

N
on

e
N

on
e

Sl
ee

ve
le

ss

Ta
nk

 to
p

Collar

Neckline

Buttons

Sleeve

Hem

Pocket

Example Confi gurations

Component Parts

 
Sh

or
t-

sl
ee

ve
d 

V-
ne

ck
Ex

am
pl

e0
5 

po
ck

et
  t

-s
hi

rt

 
Fu

ll-
bu

tt
on

 lo
ng

-s
le

ev
ed

Ex
am

pl
e0

6 
dr

es
s 

sh
ir

t

Ex
am

pl
e0

2 
St

ra
ig

ht
-h

em
m

ed
 ta

nk
 to

p

 
Th

re
e-

qu
ar

te
r 

sl
ee

ve
d

Ex
am

pl
e0

4 
he

nl
ey

 s
hi

rt
 

Sh
or

t-
sl

ee
ve

d 
si

ng
le

 
Ex

am
pl

e0
1 

po
ck

et
 p

ol
o 

sh
ir

t

 
H

oo
de

d 
lo

ng
-l

le
ev

e 
Ex

am
pl

e0
3 

bu
nc

h-
he

m
m

ed
 s

hi
rt

MENFINITE Losing the wardrobe of the sexes

 “They think him the best dressed 
man, whose dress is so fi t for 
his use that you cannot notice or 
remember to describe it.”

Ralph Waldo Emerson

 “I believe that it’s better to be 
looked over than it is to be 
overlooked.”

Mae West
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Diagrammatic POSTER (previous page) 
By breaking them down into a few component parts 
with limited variables, I created a model to describe the 
finite range of socially acceptable men's shirt designs. 

shirt cards (above) 
A stack of cards included in the package use the diagram 
poster to analyze shirts from my wardrobe.

Examples (above and following pages) 
Each card features a photograph of a shirt on one side 
and the analysis of it on the reverse. Men’s shirts are 
easily charted whereas women’s prove the diagram to 
be insufficient.

00

MENFINITE

M01

Short-sleeved button down shirt with pocket

M02

Short-sleeved polo shirt with pocket
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M04

Crew neck t-shirt
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Floral print boat-neck blouse with
string tie, fl utter sleeves, banded waist
and blouson silhouette

W06
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W08

Scoop neck spaghetti strap tank
with rouching detail

Deep V neckline elastic empire waist
baby doll top with gathered cap sleeves

W10 Men’s Women’s

Socially Acceptable Shirt Designs

Men’s
few, homogeneous and stagnant

Women’s
innumerable, diverse and growing

11

Diagram (above) 
A simple description of the primary differences between 
the potential in men’s and women’s shirt design.
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fall 2008 seminar   an essay

On keeping a closed book
Spurred by the books Camera Lucida, by Roland Barthes, and On Photography, 
by Susan Sontag, this essay adopts their contemplative tone to address an aspect 
of my own relationship with photographic images.

At the bottom of a mostly ignored bookshelf, just below a stack of dog-eared 
paperbacks, sits a row of photo albums. There are at least half a dozen albums, 
roughly one per year, documenting the evolution of my social mugging through 
the latter part of high school and college. When I was seventeen or eighteen, my 
dad purchased a new camera and gave me his old one, a simple point-and-shoot 
Pentax that would spend the sad remainder of its functioning life capturing 
snippets of my early adulthood. Simply receiving the camera served as impetus 
enough for me to use it and, for a while, quite frequently.
	
In large part these albums contain page after page of my friends and I engaged 
in the myriad inane activities our younger selves deemed photo-worthy — 
huddled about at parties, posing suggestively with inanimate objects and oc-
casionally smashing fruit with tennis rackets. But amidst the blurry, red-eyed 
shots of puerile mischief, are more staid, formal photos of myself coupled 
with that year’s girlfriend. The contrast is notable. Whereas photos of my 
friends have a haphazard documentary quality, the photos of my couplehood 
are uniformly static and staged:

In one, as a skinny-necked senior in high school wearing an ill-fitting tuxedo, I 
stood in front of the fireplace in my parent’s house beside a prom date bedecked 
in butter yellow satin and glitter. I vaguely recall that, due to acne medication, 
my lips were redder than hers. In another, dressed in a snappy three-piece 
suit, my arm around the waist of a girlfriend in a strapless red gown, we smile 
together in our dorm hallway. Was it her birthday or Valentine’s? Then on a 
beach, me and some other her, the two of us framed by sand and ocean. The 
list goes on: in restaurants, in parks, at family gatherings, always joined side-
by-side, always smiling at the camera — just like every other photo of every 
other couple. 

Young relationships, it seems, require photographing to establish their exis-
tence and confirm their validity. (Or why else would the photo booth survive 

in a contemporary society?) We need the hard evidence. It’s as if to say, to 
yourself and others, we are together and when we are together we are happy: 
I have proof. The photo can then be displayed where it will receive the most 
eye traffic — propped on your car dashboard beside the hula dancer, wedged 
in the frame of your bathroom mirror or bookmarking the Song of Solomon 
in your Bible — as a reminder of your membership in an exclusive two-person 
club. You can even become blinded, ending up with a panoply of these couple 
portraits coating the surfaces of your life, creating something of a visual/
emotional cocoon. At that point, which matters more: the relationship or the 
comfort its images provide?

But what to do when the fog of young love dissipates and the union breaks? 
The photo instantly becomes a relic. Symbolically, if your union spawned the 
photo’s creation, then your separation should spark it’s destruction. You should 
rip the thing in two and be done with it. Yet this has never been my course of 
action. Instead, I’ve always placed the photos in an album next to images of 
other behaviors I don’t plan on repeating in adulthood. This is certainly not 
to say my photo albums are mere catalogues of mistakes. More, they are an 
acknowledgement of who I was, but not necessarily who I am or who I’m going 
to be. Photos are representative of memories — occasionally ones we would 
rather forget — but they are also moments that, when added together, form a 
semblance of your life’s story.

In my case, it’s a story I’ve preferred to keep intact, even if, like old paperback 
novels, it sits on a bookshelf unread. I didn’t have to open the albums to de-
scribe the couple portraits mentioned earlier — they’re simply recalled from 
memory. Which begs the question: if I remember the images, why keep the 
souvenir? My initial motivations for taking the photos are no longer relevant. 
In fact, they no longer exist. What, if any, power do the images hold?

Well, for one thing: guilt. Now that I’m married to only one of those old girl-
friends, a vague feeling of unease passes over me each time I see that row of 
albums. The feeling is some mixture of vulnerability and shame — as though the 
bookshelf holds a deplorable secret from my past and the threat of blackmail 
is imminent. Perhaps if I paused and listened closely, I could hear the beating 
of a tell-tale broken heart emanating from the pages.

The odd thing is, my wife is fully aware of the photos and their contents. The 
secrets aren’t actually secret and, even if they were, not particularly juicy. She 
knows all the names and most of the faces. Which is why I’ve made no attempt 
to hide the albums, why they sit out in the open for anyone to peruse. So, why 
then, is my subconscious still nervous?
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My best guess stems from the assumption that, somewhere in our house, 
maybe in a musty shoebox that also holds some high school track ribbons and 
an old retainer, my wife herself probably has a forgotten photo of a former 
boyfriend. Chances are, I would know the guy’s name and maybe even recog-
nize his face. And while I might know of his existence — his role in my wife’s 
story — for me he is merely a character closer to fiction than reality. But seeing 
a photo, with its insistence upon being viewed as absolute truth, has the abil-
ity to puncture this suspension of belief. The photo presents its details sharp 
and unflinching: the hand resting on a hip, the hotel bed in the background, 
the look of genuine happiness shared with someone else.

This is why my albums, gathering more dust each day, create such conflicting 
feelings. Though the photos tell a story I wish to preserve, the details overpower 
the narrative. So I prefer to hold them in the soft focus of my memory — just 
like all the dog-eared paperbacks I’ll never read again.
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relevant quote   number three

 “It’s fun to have 
 fun, but you have 
to know how.”
The Cat in the Hat
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Observations on animals and some other things   a book

Anecdote One
Nearly every night, at around 8:15, my son and I squeeze onto his small 
bed and read bedtime stories. His book collection is ever-growing and we 
further supplement it with frequent trips to the public library. It is one of 
the perks of parenthood that I have a valid excuse to lay around and read 
children’s books again. 

Anecdote Two
Towards the end of my junior year of college, the game show Jeopardy! was 
scheduled to hold contestant tryouts in Dallas. I love trivia and would love 
to look smart in front of a national audience, so I applied for a spot. They 
set a time and place for my tryout, but I had something else going on that 
day and was unable to take the entrance quiz. But I probably would have 
passed it and won a whole bunch of money and made friends with Trebek.

The Project
A–Z: Observations on Animals and Some Other Things finally bridges the 
gap that once existed between children’s books for adults and non-factual 
animal-based trivia. I developed the project as a creative exercise to see how 
many simple visual/verbal ideas could I come up with on a single theme. It 
was a problem designed to challenge and expand upon my current ideation 
methodologies. 

INFLUENCES

Children’s books
Simon Egner
Type, image, idea
Sketch books
Ideation methodologies

 

Shel Silverstein
Curious George Learns 
	 the Alphabet
National Geographic
Encyclopedias

 

Simple drawings
3-2-1 Contact factoids
Naiveté
Bedtime stories
Hand lettering

 

Typographic forms
Man-child
Trivial information
The mundane
People-watching A

–Z
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 “In all things of nature there
is something of the marvelous.”

Aristotle

 One of my favorite things about animals is 
looking at them. Judging by the popularity of 
zoos, other people must feel the same way.
A select few, like Charles Darwin, John James 
Audubon and me, carefully draw and notate
what we see. Then we call them observations.

 This book is a book of those, alphabetized just 
like the encyclopedia.

Quotation page (opposite top)
Aristotle always imbues credibility.

Introduction (opposite bottom) 
More-or-less explains the premise of the book.

Typographic page (above) 
Compositions of hand-drawn letters are used 
throughout for divider pages.

Additional spreads (following pages) 
A sampling of the book’s alphabetized entries.



B
b



100 | The Dismissive Actually | 101The Dismissive Actually

Cc Ee

Ee Gg



D
d



104 | The Dismissive Actually | 105The Dismissive Actually

Gg Kk

Ii Mm



J
j



108 | The Dismissive Actually | 109The Dismissive Actually

Oo

Pp

Pp Pp



S
s



112 | The Dismissive Actually | 113The Dismissive Actually

Ss

Ww

Vv

Zz



114 | The Dismissive Actually | 115The Dismissive Actually

Come inside, it’s cozy   an exhibition

Over the last few years, the final resting place for most of my self-initiated 
design projects has been either a file on my computer or a shelf in my closet. 
Other than emailing images to a few friends and family members, I made no 
effort to publish or exhibit my work. The process was its own reward. But 
this February, I displayed my work for all the world (actually, it was just a 
few dozen people in Richmond and my parents) to see.

exhibition poster (opposite) 
An illustration of myself wallowing around inside of my 
head invited others to do the same. The attendance was 
moderate, so the appeal was perhaps mixed.

February 6th at 7pm in the 1509 Main Street Gallery

An exhibition of MFA graphic design work by Alex Egner
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beef flavor   two drawings

While walking through a wooded park I found a piece of litter resembling 
a sugar packet, except that it was labeled BEEF FLAVOR. Unaware that beef 
flavor was not only a taste sensation but a physical object, I felt compelled 
to draw these two pictures. Inspiration is everywhere you look.

INFLUENCES

Beef flavor
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 “when you stop 
 learning, you die.”
 Paul Sahre

relevant quote   number four
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further directions   questions

Now that I have completed this series of creative projects, it is time to look 
ahead. It is also time to sleep longer nights, eat normalized meals and 
relearn a mindfulness of personal hygiene — while looking ahead. Where 
could this path of exploration possibly lead next?

Publishing
What is the potential for publishing self-initiated graphic design projects 
such as these? I.e., does anyone want to buy my books?

Writing
How can writing play a greater role in future projects? Can design writing be 
aligned more closely with creative writing?

Teaching
What are the potential teaching applications, specifically with regard to idea 
generation, creative methodologies and design authorship? 

Dissemination
How might other graphic designers be encouraged to generate their own 
original content? What effect, if any, would this have on the field?

Professional Practice
Could this approach to graphic design have a professional application? Are 
there businesses that might benefit from sharing their personal narratives?

Sparks, Sausages & Paths
Keep generating, extruding and exploring. That’s actually not a question, 
but an imperative.

conclusions

This is actually 
just the beginning.
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bibliography   with annotations

So I should probably be honest: my creative project didn’t really require much 
in the way of fact- or theory-focused research. My research, if I am allowed to call 
it that, is more of a broad-based gleaning of vague feelings, inspirational ideas, 
odd notions, cultural trends, societal interactions, political affairs, visual/verbal 
fragments and general et cetera from the world around me. Or something to that 
effect. Here are the sources that stand out in my memory:

Bierut, Michael. Seventy-nine Short Essays on Design. New York: 
	 Princeton Architectural Press, 2007. 
	 These essays present an array of subjects related (occasionally only tangentially) to graphic design. I appreciate  

	 his approach to writing, which manages to be simultaneously though-provoking and easily digestible.

Blechman, Nicholas, and Cristoph Niemann. 100% Evil. New York:  
	 Princeton Architectural Press, 2005.
	 Though I only discovered this book after I had nearly completed my A–Z project, it is an example of what I had  

	 been aspiring to: simple visual ideas and numerous variations on a single theme.

Burton, Tim. Melancholy Death of Oyster Boy & Other Stories. New York:  
	 Rob Weisbach Books, 1997.
	 It’s pretty much what you would expect from a children’s poetry book by Tim Burton. His work succeeds by being  

	 neither entirely adult nor child-like, but in an uncomfortable place in between.

Chwast, Seymour. The Push Pin Graphic. San Francisco: Chronicle 
	 Books, 2004. 
	 Some of my favorite graphic design themes (self-initiation, authorship, big ideas) as realized by some of my  

	 favorite graphic designers (Seymour Chwast, Milton Glaser, et al.).

Didion, Joan. Where I Was From. New York: Vintage International, 2003.
	 Ruminations on her home state of California, its history and ethos. Full of thoughtful and richly layered arguments.

Eggers, Dave. A Heartbreaking Work of Staggering Genius. New York:  
	V intage Books, 2000.
	H is memoir: I admire the diversity of Dave Eggers creative output — novels, McSweeney’s, 826 Valencia and even  

	 a little graphic design.

Ferris, Joshua. Then We Came to the End, a Novel. New York: Little, 
	 Brown and Co., 2007.
	 A work of fiction about the daily life of working in an advertising agency.

Gill, Bob. Graphic Design as a Second Language. Mulgrave: The Images 
	 Group, 2003.
	 He’s a “big idea” guy. The way Gill describes his thought process makes the resultant ideas seem so self-evident  

	 that I now call him “Badda Bing Bob.” Problem? Badda Bing! Solution.

Helfand, Jessica. “The Art of Thinking Through Making.” Design 
	O bserver. 21 Apr. 2006. 4 Feb. 2008 <www.designobserver.com>. 
	 It’s a short article, but one that I found reassuring for my design process.

Heller, Steven, and Gail Anderson. Graphic Wit: The Art of Humor in 
	 Design. Minneapolis: Watson-Guptill Publications, Incorporated, 1991.
	 A collection of (often not particularly) humorous design work (written about in a not particularly humorous way.  

	J ust joking. But seriously, a good look at the role wit can play in visual communication.

Jacobs, A.J. The Know-It-All: One Man’s Humble Quest to Become the 
	S martest Person in the World. New York: Simon & Schuster Paperbacks, 2004.
	 A book written about the literal process of reading the entire Encyclopedia Britannica from start to finish in a  

	 somewhat figural quest for knowledge. 

Kalman, Maira. The Principles of Uncertainty. New York: Penguin Press, 2007.
	 A lovely and poetic little book. I found myself wanting to lend it to my mother — whatever that means.

Kidd, Chip. The Cheese Monkeys. A Novel In Two Semesters. New York: Harper  
	 Perennial, 2008.
	 A graphic designer who parlays his visual storytelling skills into verbal storytelling. Results: not half bad. One  

	 night, while my wife and I were on our honeymoon in NYC, we happened to sit next to Chip Kidd at Schiller’s  

	L iquor Bar. I apologized for interrupting his dinner and told him I was “a big fan.” He was very nice.

Myerson, Jeremy. Beware Wet Paint: Designs by Alan Fletcher. London:  
	 Phaidon Press Ltd, 1996.
	 Just gobs and gobs of Alan Fletcher — it’s big mess of a book that you can wade around in.

New, Jennifer. Drawing From Life: the Journal as Art. New York: Princeton  
	 Architectural Press, 2005.
	 A look at some (relatively) famous people’s sketchbooks. 

Pilkington, Karl. Happyslapped by a Jellyfish. London: DK, 2007.
	 I admire it when a person’s personality is unique and engaging enough to become a saleable product.

Roumieu, Graham. In Me Own Words. San Francisco: Manic D Press, 2003.
	 The nicely illustrated autobiography of Bigfoot’s rise to and fall from fame. 
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Sagmeister, Stefan. Things I Have Learned in My Life So Far. New York:  
	 Abrams, 2008.
	T en lessons from Sagmeister, someone who has figured out how to do what he wants to do.

Shrigley, David. The Book of Shrigley. San Francisco: Chronicle Books, 2005.
	N aive drawings and terse statements. 

Tufte, Edward R. Envisioning Information. Cheshire: Graphics Press, 1990.
	 Though I do value Tufte’s insight on information graphics, there’s something about his officious tone that drives  

	 me to do the opposite of whatever he writes.

Wallace, David Foster. A Supposedly Fun Thing I’ll Never Do Again: Essays  
	 and Arguments. New York: Back Bay Books, 1998.
	 An amazing collection of essays.

And so on and so forth.
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