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Poetry Layout
Poems are set in 9 point Caslon 
224 Book with 13.3 point leading. 
They can be placed anywhere on 
a page, though they must align 
with the edge of a column.

The compositions of circular forms 
used throughout QW are created 
uniquely for each page, though 
some forms are repeated to provide 
unity.
The circle shapes are printed 20% 
gray on all poetry pages. They may 
be a combination of gray and black 
on story layouts.
The circle shapes are present on 
every page except those featur-
ing a photo or drawing. While the 
compositions appear freely-placed, 
they are arranged to help direct the 
fl ow of a page to the beginning of 
poems or stories. They should not 
fi ll up the white space, but instead 
mold and organize it.

Circles

0.5”

5

Haunting my daydreams, 

my nightdreams,

I can still feel the wind

and the dust against my skin. 

Standing on mesa-edge,

Leaning out over such an expanse, thinking, soaring.

Maybe we were really looking up instead of down

and got lost in a cloud

where my hands were scratched, dirty, bleeding,

and I regained some of the innocence I had lost,

lying on the back of a fl at bed truck

where we couldn’t sit up for fear of catching our heads

on a star,

and never before knowing what it was like to experience

turmoil and such peace of mind

in the same instant.

Falling asleep at night with my very soul aching

and watching the sun rise when I hadn’t slept at all

A harsh, barren land, 

seemingly devoid of warmth beyond the brutality of the sun,

but there was no desolation in my soul.

Savagely, starkly, beautiful it haunts me

calling me home.

Utah Katy Schoel
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Stories are set in 9 point Caslon 
224 Book with 13.3 point lead-
ing. Paragraphs are indicated by 
.25” tabs. Story pages should be 
about 20-35% white space.

Based on the letters from the 
masthead, this mark is used to in-
dicate the end of a story.

QW monogram

Any story longer than one page 
should include at least one pul-
lquote. The quote itself is center-
aligned, set in 11.5 point Myriad Ital-
ic 700 700 with 14.5 point leading. 
The forms surrounding the quote 
are similar to the circle shapes. The 
quote should be placed within a 
black shape, though smaller gray 
shapes may be placed around it.
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She struck the couch, reeling from the let-

ter. The words seemed so brutal on paper where 

their echoes never ceased. Their horrible sound 

had been captured for eternity by the white 

sheet, and as Sarah MacGregor began to reread 

the letter, she felt those words had already be-

gun to haunt her.

We have grown close over these past 

months, the letter began. Her thoughts drifted 

to their fi rst meeting.

The Letter Mickey TeKippe

It had been a great spring day. A fi ne day 

for a baseball game, my kid brother would have 

said. That’s what had brought me to St. Thomas 

High that day. I hopped off the bleachers as my 

brother hopped off the mound at the end of the 

second. Only, I happened to hop into Patrick. 

He was munching on a bag of popcorn, survey-

ing the diamond as though every blade of grass 

had its own importance. With a little persuad-

ing, I was able to convince him to let me get him 

another bag.

“So do you come to many games?” he asked.

“I make most of the Chesterfi eld games. 

And I never miss Will pitch.”

“Girlfriend?”

“Sister.”

“So you’re Sarah MacGregor.” I was 

stunned, but Patrick continued. “I’m Patrick.”

Suddenly, I recognized St. Thomas’ most 

gifted student from the academic competitions 

and ceremonies I had seen him at. “O’Conner?” 

I asked.

“The very one.”

She continued on with 

the letter. I know that we 

were forced apart, he 

wrote. She knew that wasn’t 

exactly true. She couldn’t 

afford Notre Dame although 

she had the grades, but he 

could have checked his pride 

and ambition and joined her 

at Purdue. Since Will’s death, 

you’ve changed. Her thoughts 

drifted once again.

That had been a horrible day. Mom had 

warned him about drunk drivers, but in the 

storm, I doubt Will ever saw his killer. The fu-

neral almost destroyed my parents. I’m not sure 

if Mom has stopped crying yet. But Will died 

as he always was, preparing for the next game, 

returning from watching his next opponent one 

Friday night. I kept his glove and a ball. They 

were almost as close to him as I was.

Eyes obscured by tears, she struggled on. 

That may be cruel to say, but it’s true. 

I’ve done my best to be support-

ive and kind, but I can’t do it 

anymore. I must be moving 

on. You are a remarkable 

person, and I will al-

ways respect you. Yours 

truly, Patrick. The last 

bit had been tacked on, 

Sarah knew, a twinge of 

conscience but still lack-

ing the guts to sign in Love, 

Patrick. She tried to let her 

thoughts drift again, but instead 

she turned toward her present 

emotions. Focused on the moment, Sarah began 

to understand herself. She was not sad like she 

thought she should be, only stunned. Amazed by 

her own strength, she shrugged as she tossed the 

letter into the waste-basket. This is a bad day, 

but I’ve had much worse, she thought. Pulling 

a baseball and glove from her backpack, she 

continued the thought—and eventually, they 

will get much better.
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Knock, knock on your mind’s door

A question waits outside in rain-soaked clothes:

Are my words still true this morning?

You heard them last night

Did they leap beyond the barrier of true feelings, 

Outside those carefully drawn lines 

to unspeakable pain?

                                

just wondering 
Luke DeKoster

I must have been a rock once.

Laid down by eons of sediment

sifting out of murky water

cementing together

into a layered cake 

of sand and fi sh bones.

Rock Life
Jean Fitzpatrick

Titles are set in 15.5 point Myriad 700 700

Author’s names are set in 9.5 point 
Myriad 700 700

They can be arranged in the following 
confi gurations:

1) Stacked vertically, left-justifi ed 
     with item

2) Single-line, left-justifi ed with item

3) Stacked, attribution left of item 
(attribution must be longer than title)

Title and attribution

It glistened, yet it was dark.

Undaunted, it smiled at me and turned quickly.

For a space of less than a second it was gone—

and then returned, as if it had never left.

It then seeked mine and my soul,

and I was lost. 
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