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About Malamocco

Malamocco is a sans serif typeface inspired by vernacular typography. Its 
origins are found in signs in Venice, Italy but many other places also infused 
their own aesthetics. The letters of Malamocco seek the simple efficiency of 
street signs: the originality of varying forms, the attractive inconsistencies 
and the design shortcuts. Its low x-height gives it an elegant feeling when 
used in small sizes. When used with simplicity, its singular color reveals itself. 
Malamocco’s roundness and loose spacing could make it the perfect fit as 
well in a fashion editorial as in a children’s book.

Design Emmanuel Besse

Release 2022

Version 1.005

PDF version 1.1
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Styles (7)

Malamocco Thin

Malamocco Light

Malamocco Book

Malamocco Regular

Malamocco Medium

Malamocco Bold

Malamocco Black

Formagari Specimen Malamocco

www.formagari.com 2022



Character Set

A B C D E F G H I J K L M N O P Q R S T U V W X Y Z Uppercases

a b c d e f g h i j k l m n o p q r s t u v w x y z Lowercases

, ; : . … - ! ¡ ? ¿ ‘ ’ “ ” ‚ „ ' " ‹ › « » / \ | ¦ – _ — • · ( ) [ ] { } * Punctuation

† ‡ § ¶ @ © ® ℗ ™ ª º & № ℮ Symbols

¡ ¿ ‹ › « » – — · ( ) [ ] { } Case Sensitive 
Forms

# € $ ¢ £ ƒ ¥ ₺ ₽ ₫ ₿ 0 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 Ligning Figures

# € $ ¢ £ ƒ ¥ ₺ ₽ ₫ ₿ 0 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 Tabular Figures

À Á Â Ã Ä Ā Ă Å Ǻ Ą Æ Ǽ Ắ Ặ Ằ Ẳ Ẵ Ấ Ậ Ầ Ẩ Ẫ Ạ Ả Ć Ĉ Č Ċ Ç Ď Đ È 
É Ê Ě Ë Ē Ĕ Ė Ę Ế Ệ Ề Ể Ễ Ẹ Ẻ Ẽ Ĝ Ğ Ġ Ģ Ĥ Ħ Ì Í Î Ĩ Ï Ī Ĭ İ Į Ị Ỉ Ĳ Ĵ Ķ Ĺ Ľ 
Ļ Ł Ŀ Ń Ň Ñ Ņ Ò Ó Ô Õ Ö Ō Ŏ Ő Ø Ǿ Ố Ộ Ồ Ổ Ỗ Ọ Ỏ Ơ Ớ Ợ Ờ 
Ở Ỡ Œ Ŕ Ř Ŗ Ś Ŝ Š Ş Ș ẞ Ť Ț Ŧ Ù Ú Û Ũ Ü Ū Ŭ Ů Ű Ų Ụ Ủ Ư Ứ Ự Ừ Ử 
Ữ Ẁ Ẃ Ŵ Ẅ Ỳ Ý Ŷ Ÿ Ỵ Ỷ Ȳ Ỹ Ź Ž Ż Ə Ŋ Ð Þ 

Accented 
Uppercases

à á â ã ä ā ă å ǻ ą ắ ặ ằ ẳ ẵ ấ ậ ầ ẩ ẫ ạ ả æ ǽ ć ĉ č ċ ç ď đ è é ê ě 
ë ē ĕ ė ę ế ệ ề ể ễ ẹ ẻ ẽ ĝ ğ ġ ģ ĥ ħ ì í î ĩ ï ī ĭ i į ı ị ỉ ĳ ĵ ȷ ķ ĺ ľ ļ ł ŀ ń ň 
ñ ņ ò ó ô õ ö ō ŏ ő ø ǿ ố ộ ồ ổ ỗ ọ ỏ ơ ớ ợ ờ ở ỡ œ ŕ ř ŗ ś ŝ š ş ș ß 
ť ț ŧ ù ú û ũ ü ū ŭ ů ű ų ụ ủ ư ứ ự ừ ử ữ ẁ ẃ ŵ ẅ ỳ ý ŷ ÿ ỵ ỷ ȳ ỹ ź ž ż 
ə ŋ ð þ 

Accented 
Lowercases

¼ ½ ¾ % ‰ 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 ⁄ 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 Fractions

H 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 Numerators

H 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 Denominators

H ⁰ ¹ ² ³ ⁴ ⁵ ⁶ ⁷ ⁸ ⁹ Superiors

H ₀ ₁ ₂ ₃ ₄ ₅ ₆ ₇ ₈ ₉ Inferiors

+ − ± × ÷ = ≠ ~ ≈ ^ < > ≤ ≥ ¬ ¤ ∞ ◊ ∆ Ω ∂ ∫ √ ∑ ∏ π µ ° Mathematical 
Symbols

ff fi ffi fl ffl Ligatures

⓪ ① ② ③ ④ ⑤ ⑥ ⑦ ⑧ ⑨ ⑩ ⓿ ❶ ❷ ❸ ❹ ❺ ❻ ❼ ❽ ❾ ❿ Circled Numbers

← ↑ → ↓ ↖ ↗ ↘ ↙ ↔ ↕ ↺ ↻ 🔀 🔁 🔂 🔃 🔄 ■ ◆ ● ▶ □ ◇ ○ ▷ ◀ ▲ ▼ 
◁ △ ▽ ◂ ▴ ▸ ▾ ◃ ▵ ▹ ▿ ✓ ✗ ☐ ☑ ☒ ❌ ★ ☆ ⏪ ⏫ ⏩ ⏬ ⏮ ⏭ ⏯ ⏸ 
⏹ ⏺ ⭰ ⭱ ⭲ ⭳ 🗙 ℹ  

Arrows & 
Ornaments
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OpenType Features

(¿CASE-SENSITIVE?) → (¿CASE-SENSITIVE?)
Case-Sensitive 
Forms (case)

0123456789 → 0123456789Slashed Zero 
(zero)

Hn0123456789 → Hn⁰¹²³⁴⁵⁶⁷⁸⁹Superscript 
(sups)

Hn0123456789 → Hn₀₁₂₃₄₅₆₇₈₉Scientific 
Inferiors (sinf)

Hn0123456789 → Hn0123456789Numerators 
(numr)

Hn0123456789 → Hn0123456789Denominators 
(dnom)

1a 2a No. → 1ª 2ª №Ordinals (ordn)

0123/0123 → 0123⁄0123Fractions (frac)

€$₫₿0123456789 → €$₫₿0123456789Proportional 
Figures (pnum)

€$₫₿0123456789 → €$₫₿0123456789Tabular Figures 
(tnum)

Affiche → AfficheStandard 
Ligatures (liga)
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Invitation for Two: 
NEW GROUP SHOW.

Thin 
80/80pt

CARGO 
ESSENTIALS 
1984 Yellow 
Black Green

Thin 
56/56pt

PORTRAIT OF 
ARTISTS 

SELECTION 
Mountains Paths 

Ciliegiolo

Thin 
40/44pt
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Early ice axes had picks 
and adzes of about equal 
lengths. By the beginning 
of the 20th century, the 
pick lengthened to about 
twice the length of 
the adze. Improvements 
in crampon design 

Thin 
28/30pt Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 

gunpowder cigarettes through fingers 
smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his 
green fairy as Patrice his white. About us 
gobblers fork spiced beans down their 
gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She 
serves me at his beck. Il est irlandais. 
Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, 
nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She 
thought you wanted a cheese hollandais. 

Thin 
18/22pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls gunpowder cigarettes 
through fingers smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his green 
fairy as Patrice his white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee steam 
from the burnished caldron. She serves me at his beck. Il est 
irlandais. Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, nous, 
Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She thought you wanted a cheese 
hollandais. Your postprandial, do you know that word? 
Postprandial. There was a fellow I knew once in Barcelona, 
queer fellow, used to call it his postprandial. Well: slainte! 
Around the slabbed tables the tangle of wined breaths and 
grumbling gorges. His breath hangs over our saucestained 
plates, the green fairy’s fang thrusting between his lips. Of 
Ireland, the Dalcassians, of hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 
Griffith now, A E, pimander, good shepherd of men. To yoke me 
as his yokefellow, our crimes our common cause. You’re your 
father’s son. I know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its Spanish tassels at his secrets. 
M. Drumont, famous journalist, Drumont, know what he called 
queen Victoria? Old hag with the yellow teeth. Vieille ogresse 

Thin 
10/12pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 
gunpowder cigarettes through 
fingers smeared with printer’s ink, 
sipping his green fairy as Patrice his 
white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi 
sétier! A jet of coffee steam from the 
burnished caldron. She serves me at 
his beck. Il est irlandais. Hollandais? 
Non fromage. Deux irlandais, nous, 
Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She 
thought you wanted a cheese 
hollandais. Your postprandial, do you 
know that word? Postprandial. There 
was a fellow I knew once in 
Barcelona, queer fellow, used to call 
it his postprandial. Well: slainte! 
Around the slabbed tables the tangle 
of wined breaths and grumbling 
gorges. His breath hangs over our 
saucestained plates, the green 
fairy’s fang thrusting between his 
lips. Of Ireland, the Dalcassians, of 
hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 

Griffith now, A E, pimander, good 
shepherd of men. To yoke me as his 
yokefellow, our crimes our common 
cause. You’re your father’s son. I 
know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its 
Spanish tassels at his secrets. M. 
Drumont, famous journalist, Drumont, 
know what he called queen Victoria? 
Old hag with the yellow teeth. Vieille 
ogresse with the dents jaunes. Maud 
Gonne, beautiful woman, La Patrie, M. 
Millevoye, Félix Faure, know how he 
died? Licentious men. The froeken, 
bonne à tout faire, who rubs male 
nakedness in the bath at Upsala. Moi 
faire, she said, Tous les messieurs. 
Not this Monsieur, I said. Most 
licentious custom. Bath a most 
private thing. I wouldn’t let my 
brother, not even my own brother, 
most lascivious thing. Green eyes, I 
see you. Fang, I feel. Lascivious 
people. 

Thin 
8/10pt
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Invitation for Two: 
NEW GROUP SHOW.

Light 
80/80pt

CARGO 
ESSENTIALS 
1984 Yellow 
Black Green

Light 
56/56pt

PORTRAIT OF 
ARTISTS 

SELECTION 
Mountains Paths 

Ciliegiolo

Light 
40/44pt
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Early ice axes had picks 
and adzes of about equal 
lengths. By the beginning 
of the 20th century, the 
pick lengthened to about 
twice the length of 
the adze. Improvements 
in crampon design 

Light 
28/30pt Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 

gunpowder cigarettes through fingers 
smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his 
green fairy as Patrice his white. About us 
gobblers fork spiced beans down their 
gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She 
serves me at his beck. Il est irlandais. 
Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, 
nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She 
thought you wanted a cheese hollandais. 

Light 
18/22pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls gunpowder cigarettes 
through fingers smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his green 
fairy as Patrice his white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She serves me at his beck. 
Il est irlandais. Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, nous, 
Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She thought you wanted a cheese 
hollandais. Your postprandial, do you know that word? 
Postprandial. There was a fellow I knew once in Barcelona, 
queer fellow, used to call it his postprandial. Well: slainte! 
Around the slabbed tables the tangle of wined breaths and 
grumbling gorges. His breath hangs over our saucestained 
plates, the green fairy’s fang thrusting between his lips. Of 
Ireland, the Dalcassians, of hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 
Griffith now, A E, pimander, good shepherd of men. To yoke me 
as his yokefellow, our crimes our common cause. You’re your 
father’s son. I know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its Spanish tassels at his 
secrets. M. Drumont, famous journalist, Drumont, know what 
he called queen Victoria? Old hag with the yellow teeth. 

Light 
10/12pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 
gunpowder cigarettes through 
fingers smeared with printer’s ink, 
sipping his green fairy as Patrice his 
white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi 
sétier! A jet of coffee steam from the 
burnished caldron. She serves me at 
his beck. Il est irlandais. Hollandais? 
Non fromage. Deux irlandais, nous, 
Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She 
thought you wanted a cheese 
hollandais. Your postprandial, do you 
know that word? Postprandial. There 
was a fellow I knew once in 
Barcelona, queer fellow, used to call 
it his postprandial. Well: slainte! 
Around the slabbed tables the tangle 
of wined breaths and grumbling 
gorges. His breath hangs over our 
saucestained plates, the green 
fairy’s fang thrusting between his 
lips. Of Ireland, the Dalcassians, of 
hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 

Griffith now, A E, pimander, good 
shepherd of men. To yoke me as his 
yokefellow, our crimes our common 
cause. You’re your father’s son. I 
know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its 
Spanish tassels at his secrets. M. 
Drumont, famous journalist, Drumont, 
know what he called queen Victoria? 
Old hag with the yellow teeth. Vieille 
ogresse with the dents jaunes. Maud 
Gonne, beautiful woman, La Patrie, 
M. Millevoye, Félix Faure, know how 
he died? Licentious men. The 
froeken, bonne à tout faire, who rubs 
male nakedness in the bath at 
Upsala. Moi faire, she said, Tous les 
messieurs. Not this Monsieur, I said. 
Most licentious custom. Bath a most 
private thing. I wouldn’t let my 
brother, not even my own brother, 
most lascivious thing. Green eyes, I 
see you. Fang, I feel. Lascivious 
people. 

Light 
8/10pt
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Invitation for Two: 
NEW GROUP SHOW.

Book 
80/80pt

CARGO 
ESSENTIALS 
1984 Yellow 
Black Green

Book 
56/56pt

PORTRAIT OF 
ARTISTS 

SELECTION 
Mountains Paths 

Ciliegiolo

Book 
40/44pt
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Early ice axes had picks 
and adzes of about equal 
lengths. By the beginning 
of the 20th century, the 
pick lengthened to about 
twice the length of 
the adze. Improvements 
in crampon design 

Book 
28/30pt Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 

gunpowder cigarettes through fingers 
smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his 
green fairy as Patrice his white. About us 
gobblers fork spiced beans down their 
gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She 
serves me at his beck. Il est irlandais. 
Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, 
nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She 
thought you wanted a cheese hollandais. 

Book 
18/22pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls gunpowder cigarettes 
through fingers smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his green 
fairy as Patrice his white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She serves me at his beck. 
Il est irlandais. Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, 
nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She thought you wanted a 
cheese hollandais. Your postprandial, do you know that word? 
Postprandial. There was a fellow I knew once in Barcelona, 
queer fellow, used to call it his postprandial. Well: slainte! 
Around the slabbed tables the tangle of wined breaths and 
grumbling gorges. His breath hangs over our saucestained 
plates, the green fairy’s fang thrusting between his lips. Of 
Ireland, the Dalcassians, of hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 
Griffith now, A E, pimander, good shepherd of men. To yoke 
me as his yokefellow, our crimes our common cause. You’re 
your father’s son. I know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its Spanish tassels at his 
secrets. M. Drumont, famous journalist, Drumont, know what 
he called queen Victoria? Old hag with the yellow teeth. 

Book 
10/12pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 
gunpowder cigarettes through 
fingers smeared with printer’s ink, 
sipping his green fairy as Patrice his 
white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi 
sétier! A jet of coffee steam from 
the burnished caldron. She serves 
me at his beck. Il est irlandais. 
Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux 
irlandais, nous, Irlande, vous savez 
ah, oui! She thought you wanted a 
cheese hollandais. Your 
postprandial, do you know that 
word? Postprandial. There was a 
fellow I knew once in Barcelona, 
queer fellow, used to call it his 
postprandial. Well: slainte! Around 
the slabbed tables the tangle of 
wined breaths and grumbling gorges. 
His breath hangs over our 
saucestained plates, the green 
fairy’s fang thrusting between his 
lips. Of Ireland, the Dalcassians, of 

hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 
Griffith now, A E, pimander, good 
shepherd of men. To yoke me as his 
yokefellow, our crimes our common 
cause. You’re your father’s son. I 
know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its 
Spanish tassels at his secrets. M. 
Drumont, famous journalist, Drumont, 
know what he called queen Victoria? 
Old hag with the yellow teeth. Vieille 
ogresse with the dents jaunes. Maud 
Gonne, beautiful woman, La Patrie, 
M. Millevoye, Félix Faure, know how 
he died? Licentious men. The 
froeken, bonne à tout faire, who rubs 
male nakedness in the bath at 
Upsala. Moi faire, she said, Tous les 
messieurs. Not this Monsieur, I said. 
Most licentious custom. Bath a most 
private thing. I wouldn’t let my 
brother, not even my own brother, 
most lascivious thing. Green eyes, I 
see you. Fang, I feel. Lascivious 

Book 
8/10pt
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Invitation for Two: 
NEW GROUP SHOW.

Regular 
80/80pt

CARGO 
ESSENTIALS 
1984 Yellow 
Black Green

Regular 
56/56pt

PORTRAIT OF 
ARTISTS 

SELECTION 
Mountains Paths 

Ciliegiolo

Regular 
40/44pt
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Early ice axes had picks 
and adzes of about equal 
lengths. By the beginning 
of the 20th century, the 
pick lengthened to about 
twice the length of 
the adze. Improvements 
in crampon design 

Regular 
28/30pt Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 

gunpowder cigarettes through fingers 
smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his 
green fairy as Patrice his white. About us 
gobblers fork spiced beans down their 
gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She 
serves me at his beck. Il est irlandais. 
Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, 
nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She 
thought you wanted a cheese hollandais. 

Regular 
18/22pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls gunpowder cigarettes 
through fingers smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his green 
fairy as Patrice his white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She serves me at his beck. 
Il est irlandais. Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, 
nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She thought you wanted a 
cheese hollandais. Your postprandial, do you know that word? 
Postprandial. There was a fellow I knew once in Barcelona, 
queer fellow, used to call it his postprandial. Well: slainte! 
Around the slabbed tables the tangle of wined breaths and 
grumbling gorges. His breath hangs over our saucestained 
plates, the green fairy’s fang thrusting between his lips. Of 
Ireland, the Dalcassians, of hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 
Griffith now, A E, pimander, good shepherd of men. To yoke 
me as his yokefellow, our crimes our common cause. You’re 
your father’s son. I know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its Spanish tassels at his 
secrets. M. Drumont, famous journalist, Drumont, know what 
he called queen Victoria? Old hag with the yellow teeth. 

Regular 
10/12pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 
gunpowder cigarettes through 
fingers smeared with printer’s ink, 
sipping his green fairy as Patrice his 
white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi 
sétier! A jet of coffee steam from 
the burnished caldron. She serves 
me at his beck. Il est irlandais. 
Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux 
irlandais, nous, Irlande, vous savez 
ah, oui! She thought you wanted a 
cheese hollandais. Your 
postprandial, do you know that 
word? Postprandial. There was a 
fellow I knew once in Barcelona, 
queer fellow, used to call it his 
postprandial. Well: slainte! Around 
the slabbed tables the tangle of 
wined breaths and grumbling gorges. 
His breath hangs over our 
saucestained plates, the green 
fairy’s fang thrusting between his 
lips. Of Ireland, the Dalcassians, of 

hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 
Griffith now, A E, pimander, good 
shepherd of men. To yoke me as his 
yokefellow, our crimes our common 
cause. You’re your father’s son. I 
know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its 
Spanish tassels at his secrets. M. 
Drumont, famous journalist, Drumont, 
know what he called queen Victoria? 
Old hag with the yellow teeth. Vieille 
ogresse with the dents jaunes. Maud 
Gonne, beautiful woman, La Patrie, 
M. Millevoye, Félix Faure, know how 
he died? Licentious men. The 
froeken, bonne à tout faire, who rubs 
male nakedness in the bath at 
Upsala. Moi faire, she said, Tous les 
messieurs. Not this Monsieur, I said. 
Most licentious custom. Bath a most 
private thing. I wouldn’t let my 
brother, not even my own brother, 
most lascivious thing. Green eyes, I 
see you. Fang, I feel. Lascivious 

Regular 
8/10pt
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Invitation for Two: 
NEW GROUP SHOW.

Medium 
80/80pt

CARGO 
ESSENTIALS 
1984 Yellow 
Black Green

Medium 
56/56pt

PORTRAIT OF 
ARTISTS 

SELECTION 
Mountains Paths 

Ciliegiolo

Medium 
40/44pt
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Early ice axes had picks 
and adzes of about equal 
lengths. By the beginning 
of the 20th century, the 
pick lengthened to about 
twice the length of 
the adze. Improvements 
in crampon design 

Medium 
28/30pt Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 

gunpowder cigarettes through fingers 
smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his 
green fairy as Patrice his white. About us 
gobblers fork spiced beans down their 
gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She 
serves me at his beck. Il est irlandais. 
Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, 
nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She 
thought you wanted a cheese hollandais. 

Medium 
18/22pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls gunpowder cigarettes 
through fingers smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his green 
fairy as Patrice his white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She serves me at his 
beck. Il est irlandais. Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux 
irlandais, nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She thought you 
wanted a cheese hollandais. Your postprandial, do you know 
that word? Postprandial. There was a fellow I knew once in 
Barcelona, queer fellow, used to call it his postprandial. Well: 
slainte! Around the slabbed tables the tangle of wined 
breaths and grumbling gorges. His breath hangs over our 
saucestained plates, the green fairy’s fang thrusting 
between his lips. Of Ireland, the Dalcassians, of hopes, 
conspiracies, of Arthur Griffith now, A E, pimander, good 
shepherd of men. To yoke me as his yokefellow, our crimes 
our common cause. You’re your father’s son. I know the 
voice. His fustian shirt, sanguineflowered, trembles its 
Spanish tassels at his secrets. M. Drumont, famous 
journalist, Drumont, know what he called queen Victoria? Old 

Medium 
10/12pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 
gunpowder cigarettes through 
fingers smeared with printer’s ink, 
sipping his green fairy as Patrice his 
white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi 
sétier! A jet of coffee steam from 
the burnished caldron. She serves 
me at his beck. Il est irlandais. 
Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux 
irlandais, nous, Irlande, vous savez 
ah, oui! She thought you wanted a 
cheese hollandais. Your 
postprandial, do you know that 
word? Postprandial. There was a 
fellow I knew once in Barcelona, 
queer fellow, used to call it his 
postprandial. Well: slainte! Around 
the slabbed tables the tangle of 
wined breaths and grumbling gorges. 
His breath hangs over our 
saucestained plates, the green 
fairy’s fang thrusting between his 
lips. Of Ireland, the Dalcassians, of 

hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 
Griffith now, A E, pimander, good 
shepherd of men. To yoke me as his 
yokefellow, our crimes our common 
cause. You’re your father’s son. I 
know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its 
Spanish tassels at his secrets. M. 
Drumont, famous journalist, 
Drumont, know what he called queen 
Victoria? Old hag with the yellow 
teeth. Vieille ogresse with the dents 
jaunes. Maud Gonne, beautiful 
woman, La Patrie, M. Millevoye, Félix 
Faure, know how he died? Licentious 
men. The froeken, bonne à tout faire, 
who rubs male nakedness in the 
bath at Upsala. Moi faire, she said, 
Tous les messieurs. Not this 
Monsieur, I said. Most licentious 
custom. Bath a most private thing. I 
wouldn’t let my brother, not even my 
own brother, most lascivious thing. 
Green eyes, I see you. Fang, I feel. 
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Early ice axes had picks 
and adzes of about equal 
lengths. By the beginning 
of the 20th century, the 
pick lengthened to about 
twice the length of 
the adze. Improvements 
in crampon design 

Bold 
28/30pt Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 

gunpowder cigarettes through fingers 
smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his 
green fairy as Patrice his white. About us 
gobblers fork spiced beans down their 
gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She 
serves me at his beck. Il est irlandais. 
Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, 
nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She 
thought you wanted a cheese hollandais. 

Bold 
18/22pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls gunpowder cigarettes 
through fingers smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his green 
fairy as Patrice his white. About us gobblers fork spiced 
beans down their gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She serves me at his 
beck. Il est irlandais. Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux 
irlandais, nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She thought you 
wanted a cheese hollandais. Your postprandial, do you know 
that word? Postprandial. There was a fellow I knew once in 
Barcelona, queer fellow, used to call it his postprandial. 
Well: slainte! Around the slabbed tables the tangle of wined 
breaths and grumbling gorges. His breath hangs over our 
saucestained plates, the green fairy’s fang thrusting 
between his lips. Of Ireland, the Dalcassians, of hopes, 
conspiracies, of Arthur Griffith now, A E, pimander, good 
shepherd of men. To yoke me as his yokefellow, our crimes 
our common cause. You’re your father’s son. I know the 
voice. His fustian shirt, sanguineflowered, trembles its 
Spanish tassels at his secrets. M. Drumont, famous 
journalist, Drumont, know what he called queen Victoria? 

Bold 
10/12pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 
gunpowder cigarettes through 
fingers smeared with printer’s ink, 
sipping his green fairy as Patrice 
his white. About us gobblers fork 
spiced beans down their gullets. Un 
demi sétier! A jet of coffee steam 
from the burnished caldron. She 
serves me at his beck. Il est 
irlandais. Hollandais? Non fromage. 
Deux irlandais, nous, Irlande, vous 
savez ah, oui! She thought you 
wanted a cheese hollandais. Your 
postprandial, do you know that 
word? Postprandial. There was a 
fellow I knew once in Barcelona, 
queer fellow, used to call it his 
postprandial. Well: slainte! Around 
the slabbed tables the tangle of 
wined breaths and grumbling 
gorges. His breath hangs over our 
saucestained plates, the green 
fairy’s fang thrusting between his 
lips. Of Ireland, the Dalcassians, of 

hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 
Griffith now, A E, pimander, good 
shepherd of men. To yoke me as his 
yokefellow, our crimes our common 
cause. You’re your father’s son. I 
know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its 
Spanish tassels at his secrets. M. 
Drumont, famous journalist, 
Drumont, know what he called 
queen Victoria? Old hag with the 
yellow teeth. Vieille ogresse with 
the dents jaunes. Maud Gonne, 
beautiful woman, La Patrie, M. 
Millevoye, Félix Faure, know how he 
died? Licentious men. The froeken, 
bonne à tout faire, who rubs male 
nakedness in the bath at Upsala. 
Moi faire, she said, Tous les 
messieurs. Not this Monsieur, I said. 
Most licentious custom. Bath a 
most private thing. I wouldn’t let my 
brother, not even my own brother, 
most lascivious thing. Green eyes, I 
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Early ice axes had picks 
and adzes of about equal 
lengths. By the beginning 
of the 20th century, the 
pick lengthened to about 
twice the length of 
the adze. Improvements 
in crampon design 

Black 
28/30pt Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 

gunpowder cigarettes through fingers 
smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his 
green fairy as Patrice his white. About us 
gobblers fork spiced beans down their 
gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of coffee 
steam from the burnished caldron. She 
serves me at his beck. Il est irlandais. 
Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux irlandais, 
nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She 
thought you wanted a cheese hollandais. 

Black 
18/22pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls gunpowder cigarettes 
through fingers smeared with printer’s ink, sipping his 
green fairy as Patrice his white. About us gobblers fork 
spiced beans down their gullets. Un demi sétier! A jet of 
coffee steam from the burnished caldron. She serves me at 
his beck. Il est irlandais. Hollandais? Non fromage. Deux 
irlandais, nous, Irlande, vous savez ah, oui! She thought you 
wanted a cheese hollandais. Your postprandial, do you 
know that word? Postprandial. There was a fellow I knew 
once in Barcelona, queer fellow, used to call it his 
postprandial. Well: slainte! Around the slabbed tables the 
tangle of wined breaths and grumbling gorges. His breath 
hangs over our saucestained plates, the green fairy’s fang 
thrusting between his lips. Of Ireland, the Dalcassians, of 
hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur Griffith now, A E, pimander, 
good shepherd of men. To yoke me as his yokefellow, our 
crimes our common cause. You’re your father’s son. I know 
the voice. His fustian shirt, sanguineflowered, trembles its 
Spanish tassels at his secrets. M. Drumont, famous 
journalist, Drumont, know what he called queen Victoria? 

Black 
10/12pt

Noon slumbers. Kevin Egan rolls 
gunpowder cigarettes through 
fingers smeared with printer’s ink, 
sipping his green fairy as Patrice 
his white. About us gobblers fork 
spiced beans down their gullets. Un 
demi sétier! A jet of coffee steam 
from the burnished caldron. She 
serves me at his beck. Il est 
irlandais. Hollandais? Non fromage. 
Deux irlandais, nous, Irlande, vous 
savez ah, oui! She thought you 
wanted a cheese hollandais. Your 
postprandial, do you know that 
word? Postprandial. There was a 
fellow I knew once in Barcelona, 
queer fellow, used to call it his 
postprandial. Well: slainte! Around 
the slabbed tables the tangle of 
wined breaths and grumbling 
gorges. His breath hangs over our 
saucestained plates, the green 
fairy’s fang thrusting between his 
lips. Of Ireland, the Dalcassians, of 

hopes, conspiracies, of Arthur 
Griffith now, A E, pimander, good 
shepherd of men. To yoke me as his 
yokefellow, our crimes our common 
cause. You’re your father’s son. I 
know the voice. His fustian shirt, 
sanguineflowered, trembles its 
Spanish tassels at his secrets. M. 
Drumont, famous journalist, 
Drumont, know what he called 
queen Victoria? Old hag with the 
yellow teeth. Vieille ogresse with 
the dents jaunes. Maud Gonne, 
beautiful woman, La Patrie, M. 
Millevoye, Félix Faure, know how he 
died? Licentious men. The froeken, 
bonne à tout faire, who rubs male 
nakedness in the bath at Upsala. 
Moi faire, she said, Tous les 
messieurs. Not this Monsieur, I 
said. Most licentious custom. Bath 
a most private thing. I wouldn’t let 
my brother, not even my own 
brother, most lascivious thing. 
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Technical Information

Language 
Support

Afar, Achinese, Afrikaans, Gheg Albanian, Tosk Albanian, Amahuaca, Uab Meto, Asu (Tanzania), 
Southern Aymara, Central Aymara, Balinese, Batak Toba, Bemba (Zambia), Bena (Tanzania), Bari, 
Bini, Bosnian, Batak Dairi, Batak Mandailing, Batak Simalungun, Batak Karo, Catalan, 
Chavacano, Cebuano, Czech, Chiga, Chokwe, Central Kurdish, Crimean Tatar, Welsh, Danish, 
German, Standard Estonian, English, Basque, Nobiin, Filipino, Finnish, French, Friulian, Borana-
Arsi-Guji Oromo, West Central Oromo, Guadeloupean Creole French, Galician, Swiss German, 
Gusii, Eastern Oromo, Haitian, Northern Qiandong Miao, Hiligaynon, Southern Qiandong Miao, 
Hani, Croatian, Hungarian, Iloko, Indonesian, Italian, Jamaican Creole English, Javanese, 
Japanese, Kamba (Kenya), Makonde, Kabuverdianu, Kekchí, Khasi, Kikuyu, Kinyarwanda, Kalenjin, 
Kimbundu, Northern Kurdish, Kongo, Konzo, Shambala, Kituba (DRC), Kuanyama, Ligurian, 
Lithuanian, Lombard, Luba-Lulua, Ganda, Luo (Kenya and Tanzania), Standard Latvian, Meru, 
Mauritian Creole, Makhuwa-Meetto, Minangkabau, Malagasy, Maltese, Neapolitan, South 
Ndebele, North Ndebele, Ndonga, Low German, Dutch, Norwegian, Pedi, Nyanja, Nyankole, 
Occitan, Pampanga, Picard, Piemontese, Polish, Portuguese, Upper Guinea Crioulo, K'iche', 
Quechua, Romanian, Rundi, Sicilian, Sena, Slovak, Slovenian, Samoan, Shona, Soninke, Somali, 
Southern Sotho, Spanish, Sardinian, Swati, Sundanese, Swedish, Swahili, Silesian, Teso, 
Tagalog, Tiv, Tonga (Zambia), Tswana, Tsonga, Turkmen, Tumbuka, Turkish, Umbundu, Northern 
Uzbek, Venetian, Vietnamese, Makhuwa, Waray (Philippines), Walloon, Wolof, Xhosa, Soga, Yao, 
Yucateco, Ngazidja Comorian, Malaysian, Standard Malay, Zulu

File Formats
Desktop format: OTF 
Web formats: WOFF, WOFF2

Licensing

Licenses available for purchase online: Desktop + Web, Desktop, Web 
Special cases: App/Game/eBook, Logo/Trademark, Broadcast/Video, Server, Unlimited/
Enterprise 
For more info on licensing, please visit www.formagari.com

Copyright © 2022 Formagari (Emmanuel Besse). All rights reserved.

Formagari Specimen Malamocco

www.formagari.com 2022


