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SUMMARY , A |
Our staff created the LUMEN over four |

7

months. This creative arts magazine
features award-winning student work from
Mercyhurst University. As the lead

designer, | created the primary layout and Y ‘ / I r ‘ ‘
oversaw design production. |
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PROBLEM

The LUMEN's thirty-first edition had to be

distinct from previous volumes, display
more visual works than prior years, and
do so with limited pages.

With more art submissions than ever, they
risked competing with the written works for
space. This posed the question: how do we
showcase both written and visual works
In a unique, balanced way?

From ceramic sculptures to digital collages,
we had to seamlessly incorporate them all



RESEARCH

My fellow designer and | explored diverging
concepts, then presented our ideas to the
Writing Department for final approval.

During my research, | noticed three-
dimensionality was rare in book design,

opening a new possibility for the LUMEN.
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A CREATIVE ARTS MAGAZINE

“0 homem e seus simbolos (Man
and his symbols)”

https:/50books50covers.secure-platform.com/a/
gallery/rounds/323/details /68639



EXPLORATION

| created moodboards and sketches,
developed them in Adobe Dimension, then
mounted to foam-core for presentation.

| iterated several concepts before
recognizing simple objects and patterns
had the most visual impact. These
patterns could be viewed at a distance and
added depth to the pages.

LUMEN

Typography

Color Palette

Amanda McClain

Inspirations Designer Notes

Color Palette

A sample of several pages of thumbnails

This far right thumbnail became the
basis for my proof of concept



EXPLO RATION (cont.) o o s
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CHARCOAL
STILL LIFE

This vibrant orange-blue theme was ﬁ The red-white variant followed to ' T— 2_‘","__ < .
designed first to grab attention reference previous LUMEN covers Y , O
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“amenic Dt L ESmEERTE

achary Hanuen Grady Amundsan

These mounted foam-core boards
showed depth and dimensionality




CHOSEN THEME

The writing staff chose my teammate’s red
lycoris design because of its artistic
expression, distinctiveness, and tailored
approach to writing and art.

They liked the unigue and playful nature of
my three-dimensional concepts. Some key
areas to improve were text legibility and
balance: the darker backgrounds made
reading difficult and the 3D shapes
overshadowed the text.

MArey kamon

Rhws Pearson sers his alam for exacely 5:56 in the morning, every dav. Trgives him time
o fully wake up, get his thoughes together. and think semething. anything coherent. And
exactly four minutes later: Rhys Pearson receives some hine, every hour, on the hour, every
day, By waking up slightly earlier than six, he maximizes rese while allowing bim o think
refevant thowghes, Another halt hour just wasn T worth some cosmie entiey elling him ot
L SNCMIAE.

Take a pen with you.

Newver let i be said that the hint be received was always eritical, Rhws wiped his hand
chnwn his face, gerting oue of bed and heading to the shower, He wasn't actually sure when
the hines had stared, just thar they were there. only he conld hear them, and they didn'
ever stop. None of the quick notes had ever helped him save the waorld, but nevertheless,
caeh one was important and helpful, Anniversary reminders and present ideas and traffic
aviddance and dodging simple annovanees. And that one time that the hints told him o de
his sheses and Rhvs bent at the waist as an air conditioning unit shattered conerete a step
ahead of him. He conldin't abways see the resules, but if seven am tald him oo set his cereal
b o and pick it back up. he didn question it Mayvbe thar exrra secomd prevented a
nine-car pileup: Rhys knew about the butterfly effect.

He wook a lictle longer in the shower, Call ic compensation for what he had to de,
Someone— Rhys—got an invite to his exs wedding, Aod Soimeone — Rlws again—had
RSV ves because he was still good friends with the bride, and he couldn’t think of a
good enough reason not to go. He finished blow drving and left the stvling ereme on the
counter, imagining a litte dunce hat on top of i The orange b hadn'e done anything to
him, The little orange tub hadn't made Bim use it Amd the litde orange tub hadnt made
itscl work soowell despite being a gift from his e his soon o be mariiod ex. Rhvs pressed
his head o the cool tike of the wall careful nor eo serew his hair. T said Dwondd go. Tsaid 1
worthd o Wiy the fuck did T say [ would go. I'm going to shoot mvself Tam such an-

Attend Sara Li's wedding.

Rhws ler out 2 heady groan, Now, Pmoreally going roshoot someone, 1 was going o go,
The voice kinew him oo well, Tewouldve Deen easy just toskip, Dot be eally was friends
sith Sara. Thed broken up amicabh Thar was swhar he'd rold his fiiends. Rhws wold chem
thar he was over her. He was, mostly. He went most days withourt thinking about her. and
he was a different man than the one lettae ehe booth in the cormer thevd ealled theirs, Rhys
B hawd halibue sinee, and be'd gotten over Sara Liin the two years withoot her,

This art page remained largely
unchanged in our final design



PLANNING
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We strategically minimized
back-to-back art pages




DEVELOPMENT

Our first step was to edit the written works.
The most important change was increasin
the space between the paragraphs and
margins. This improved legibility by making
text easier to scan.

Before

Marley kamon

Rhys Pearson sets his alarm for exactdy 5:56 in the morning, every day. It gives him time
o fully wake up. get his thoughes mgether, and think something, anvthing eoherent. Aamd
exactly four minures later: Rhws Pearson receives some hint, every hour. on the hour, every
day. By waking up slightly carlier than six. he maximizes restwhile allowing him to chink
relevant thoughes, Another Talf oo just wasntworth some cosmic entity eelling him not
L0 SNOIFE.

Take a pen with vou.

Never et i be said that the hine he roceived was always eritical. Bhys wipsed his haind
dowan his face, gerring our of bed and heading oo the shoser. T e wasnt actually sure when
the hines had started, just that they were there, only he could hear them, and they didn’c
ever stop, None of the quick notes had ever helped him save the world, bur nevertheless.
each one was important and helpful. Anniversary reminders and present ideas and oraffic
avesiclanee and dodging simple annovances, Al that one time that the hines told him o tie
his shoes and Rhyvs bent ar the waist as an air conditioning unit sharrered concrete a step
ahead of him. He eouldn’t abways see the resals, bur if seven am told him to set his cereal
B dewn and pick it back up, he dido't question it dayvbe that extra second preventsd a
nine-car pileup: Rhys knew about the burerfly effect.

e took a lictde longer in the shower, Call it compensaion for what he had oo de.
someone— Rhvs—got an invite o his ex’s woedding, And Someone— Rins again—had
RSV yes beeanse he was still good friends with the bride, and be couldn’o think of 2
good enongh reason not to go, He finished blow dryving and left the styvling ereme on the
oouneer, imagining a little dunce hat on top ot it The orange tulb hadnt done apyvthing to
him. The lirtle orange mib hadn't made him use it And the lirde orange b hadn't made
itseltwork soowell despite being a gift from his ex, his soon to be marvied ex, Rhvs pressed
his Tead tothe cool e of the wall, careful not o screw his hair. ©said Twould go. | said |
would go. Why the fuck did T say T would go. 'm going o shoot myself; 1 am sweh an-

Attend Sara Li's wedding,

Rbws ler out a heady groan. Now, Tm really going wshoot someone. T was going o go,
The vesice knew him tooowedl, Teweouldve been casy just oo skip, bur he really was fricmls
with Sara, Theyd broken up amicably, That was what he'd told his frends. R]I_\ s todd them
thar he was over her. He was, mostdy. He wene most davs withour chinking abour her, and
he was a different man than the one lettat the booth in the comer theyd ealled theirs, Rhvs
Dkt Bl Balibsue since, and hed goteen over Sara Liin the pwo vears withoue her,

After
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We changed all text to
black for consistency



DEVELOPMENT cont)

We inserted art after text with prominent
white space and narrative resolution,
justifying the combination. This allowed us
to effectively fill the limited space.

A BONAIRE SUNSET

LAUOE D

Poetry

We also paired images based on writing's
tone, which connected the two

Prose




FEEDBACK

We swiftly applied feedback at every
stage, thus completing the LUMEN ahead
of schedule.

| worked closely with the Copy Advisor to
apply edits, such as adjusting punctuation.
This continued until launch.

O 2

Before

After

hands like a faucet, and she is quite sure she is neither. From where she's standing—
several paces ahead after a few left for the beginning of a game—she can see cards that the
blonde woman is holding. She can watch the king barely move and she knows exactly what
she would do in the woman's place. Olione itches to move the cards herself, to sort through
the horrendous organization the woman's using and carefully pull the numbers down. But
seven suits is a fool's game against Appolyon, and it's made all the more clear by another
failed trick punctuating her thoughts,

The woman is crying, though trying very well to not let it interrupt anything. She moves
one wrist to hurriedly push away some tears, before going right back into the game, biting her
lip as she does so. Appolyon, for all his flaws, does not antagonize the woman. It's likely the
game isn't engaging enough for him to bother. Seven suits for all its chance in drawing cards,
is a game of skill. Carelessly, Appolyon takes trick after trick. He quickly loses cards.

The woman is no longer subtly weeping, she doesn't bother to brush her cheeks
and she struggles to sort through her cards. Appolyon moves in clear mistake. Olione
is dumbfounded, he has—ﬂuite intentionallzerovided the blubbering off-white with a
chance. He wants to see if she will take it. She never sees it clearly, nearly picking up a
three of iron. The weight in Olione’s hands move before the thought crosses enough axons
to reach her brain. Olione has left the line, and the eyes of the room have found her.

J

hands like a faucet, and she is quite sure she is neither. From where she's standing —
several paces ahead after a few left for the beginning of a game — she can see cards that
the blonde woman 1s holding. She can watch the king barely move and she knows exactly
what she would do in the woman's place. Olione itches to move the cards herself, to sort
through the horrendous organization the woman's using and carefully pull the numbers
down. But seven suits is a fool's game against Appolyon, and it's made all the more clear by
another failed trick punctuating her thoughts.

The woman is crying, though trying very well to not let it interrupt anything. She moves
one wrist to hurriedly push away some tears, before going right back into the game, biting her
lip as she does so. Appolyon, for all his flaws, does not antagonize the woman. It's likely the
game isn't engaging enough for him to bother. Seven suits for all its chance in drawing cards,
is a game of skill. Carelessly, Appolyon takes trick after trick. He quickly loses cards.

The woman is no longer subtly weeping: she doesn't bother to brush her cheeks
and she struggles to sort through her cards. Appolyon moves in clear mistake. Olione is
dumbfounded: he has — quite intentionally — provided the blubbering off-white with a
chance. He wants to see if she will take it. She clearly doesn't see it, nearly picking up a
three of iron. The weight in Olione’s hands move before the thought crosses enough axons
to reach her brain. Olione has left the line, and the eyes of the room have found her.

The Copy Advisor requested spaces around
the em-dashes for breathing room



LAUNCH

We hosted a LUMEN unveiling ceremony
where we invited contributors and the Poetry

general public. | presented the design o MHEDDVIS EOTHE MR,
decisions behind the theme. ST R R
The lycoris symbolizes partings and loss, o ..q' :
which embodied the LUMEN's featured s tige fan T -
works. We then distributed several of the “'” e :
250 printed copies. - ' . ;
-7

We published printed magazines and
a web page with bonus content




LAU N C H (cont.)
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Poetry/Art spread
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[hare is 8 Woman 16 the fiehds: ['ve seen her, late at night when
< rhere |5 a woman in the fickds. and | dont think she's fr)

ve-onthe edge ol T my dad, my sister, “".LI 1, right nextin
with only fWo LIPS = and the h'll! prass. | 'm not suppos
ane SpACEs 1< taller than & I.-.m'n-l.J}-.-nx: my dad says. and '.
..“.jll-_|l'. = by the cath There's & lot of things I'm apn_sea:l to do; get
jyrush Henry the sheep dog, be asleep and not be peeking thﬂ-"llil'l'th@
But thal's the ane thing [ am nel

wleepiE:

‘sposed to do:

Flut | did is yesterday

ErASSCS, night al the edges of where my house

4 1didnt hear my dad call my name all ma it
nd | didn’t hear anything growl or tumb

| stepped up 19 the
| weatched. and I liste

i my cars was

v dadwas fibbin" Missy 'n’ him wenl in the tall grass
rass because il didn’s., I'd still be the baby of my fam]_l

1o go inko the K
into the grass. Now

The first step into the wild wasnt much of a step at all. | put one fa
edge, Let the earth know thal | didn't care il it knew that | knew 1w
wver here, | put one foot over the line of where the grass turned from
and | palt it down decisive like. Toe then heel, like a raoster, proud :
crow anvthing, and nothing walke to me at all. There was a beaco

home to recoup and gather supplies

The sun was four fingers up the horizon anyways, | didn't wan
g s all the hungry in the soil. | took that fool oul just a8 confid
it 1 wanted the' earth to think. And then | walked to the

haek to the door. | thought | heard a whiztle, but 1 didn't turny arou :

vyl not to do

1 slept and rustled inmy sheets like grass and Winﬂ.l'.‘hil'neﬂ;‘;['d ch
elating the biind %ol
thern it bent the other way. Wind. And nothing else, | laid back down
pulling my sheets around me like a twister, Groaning until my sister
e I.jr-_;l | decided on my own te quiet down. She's not quite on the
she's biggerthan ou gotta pick your ights. Her pillow nme
and all things nice. And my last survey of the grass didn't 1ell me.an'.

o anything. &
the nice cool wind. | didnt think the Earth ws

1 slipped into sheets like & rising tde, all a1 onee and total ly &
: G,

When | wolke there wasn't much to gather
i . — L put a water bo : pet
51""“‘“”‘“”*"";':.".*"’ my sack, L wore my tallest shoes, (he i;“tt!“:u::r:: il:‘a; A
ctomped around, There was work to be done, bul when | brush & hardicesthat
{ ook a thin rope from the 166 A great big bundie that 1 lb’:m T: the dogs and stole the eggs,
B & waterspoul,

This next atep into the HTIR%EE WIS masie Il'he lad v

s 1 T, L g fi

o . : faat bl : B Atk L] 3 fEIrlag- licked up my calves, bul
hey did = nery yeb. 1 stooped down 1o pet them and none of them nipped, O T went,

[he gTass climbed higher the deepm;d

t ; ; in | went. It 3

iy ip toes (o sec. Wasn't much farther (han thu;unlilwla::dttlm befare [ had to stretch on

pope line wasn'L. I'didn’t s8& anvthing but the shifting £ :ciu-‘!t _gu[m the ?m‘:':liun my
gree an in front of me.

It isn'l my courage that runs out f e
ot first Granddad always says that e e e
same thing with my bravery, [ can run tog fast, B!:tiuz-. Tﬂl:jhui U'm faster. | think it's the
too. | wa.nl 1o untie my rope and keep going, but T sc:* 4 .:J.n:l tllc'lter Lthian my sister
is ”EE t ];TEII;T:IPT:_':;;:: llirl: E:J::k my arms oul, its eaten :ﬂyh:ﬁ:h e
up. o o e the earth reafly will take me if [ walt S e il
§ Sy ‘ail oo lomg.

There's more (o see, I'm sure of it. I almos ¥ ro) [y
L iak ¥ e
el tha : 1 | her hone E]::‘ pc I?E. but 1 see her. There's a tall
he's moving around. Calm like me. ancy bionde hair dust the lop grasses and

It's still enrly. and I'start to find mysel] e
{hal guy m;:L lu:lled the minotaur, ma;;:rﬁmrﬁg rape. Winding the concourse like
pecause | didn'l come to kill anyone, Who would that m--h::lll. maybe | don't want to be him
{hese IhDuj(]'-lfﬁ oul of my head. 'ihe'amr."lu;iflzl-l'l'm:h. m'_n:_: the blonde woman? 1 shake
any rustling, just deep breathing, In and out like medtt‘:.e calmly than | am. 1 don't hear
through the grass shards and they eul a litle closer (o "l;rbﬂ.. U'm picking my way carefully

They could cut me if they wanted, €|
s : . Close to my oni
could alash me 1 lhIFlk. sor_l and quick “i!u'npn;':: rut,n[::j,n:em like a hlm.ie relaxed, They
:|_uough_lh<_- sea again. letting the blades of grass hit m ey wanted 10, I'm winding
|-_,-._-r'_-"ih=_"hf* fine until | fade intg a dull “'“'F""lﬂmm"z;k;nl ?-"&-‘:E[l'l'l oﬁ’:llike water.
h'm.l to see where | put my feet. | see thiém moving (o froft of ‘mlle. I'm listening oo
that's ﬁ'-"*"-':"" ough for me. 1 feel the grass 1 step on o w‘ o mT in my peripherals and
f"'.t.::-Ju-h:mf, ﬂ|::10|.lfh me like Missy stepping on my back. [Tr:rnr:nt:sﬁ:u e rxaoul T
u: vwiggle, 1 doc ccu:k.:t up mm a dog might. There's nothing by ten and the one ear
with the birds and the wind and the bugs and the bigz of lif & but not the good nothing
peld my hands to my ears or ducked under lham:p_-,r e, There izn't anything, Its like |
apy bathwater, y

The grass starts to rustle all at once
e s the blonde woman' :
h:;ul:l..t‘:w and bobs along the path from where she was (o wh::‘; head I‘Eaplrpg:lrs. Her hair
The bit of her head | can see is quickly visible for less and Ieéaéam. She's getting closer,
- : I me.

I _x-h.m'.r my draw string off quickiy, pullin, ik
;:Tu.lr ':,dfr}m.;l c.rl”‘plw- !'m'digair?:wn;dt::;:z?g?:;k:::d'?mmjm il
b o b ol e o ke, e g e aronaes s
pulled taut. like the ﬂ-n: arly is the whipping noise air makes, like the cr nk M
P = snapping of a cord. My hand eloses around the waxfap‘:”uﬂp e
= d and | puli

Prose spread



OUTCOMES

- Since we minimized our page count, we
printed 25% more LUMEN copies than
originally projected.

- The unveiling ceremony created
positive public reception.

TAKEAWAYS

« Communication is everything
 Be ready to adapt quickly

« Address process pain points early

JRANGE ... o i
CEOhET ey i

Music: "Plan & Elevation: l. The
Herbaceous Border” and "Plan &
Elevation: V. The Beech Tree”

Yy

‘omposed by Caroline Shaw
Performed by Attacca Quartet
Courtesy of Nonesuch Records
By arrangement with Warner

Music Group Film & VT Licensing

Text: "The Orange” by Wendy Cape

Speaker: Marley Ramon

Dancers: Mia Semieraro
- and MiKayla Sharp o
- . =

Music: "Hey Mami” and
"Come Down' by Sylvan- @* | '@

Costumes and design * _ . ’

in collaboration with Belle Perkins *® . R[H“UNIE II—I[ IJ[I][S‘”H-
Dancers: Isabella Johnson, Nadia . T

Stronkowsky. Madison Wanamaker ; Jﬂ

Elodie DeVos, and Kenzie [ o . E“H[E[Iﬁﬂlﬂﬂﬁ[ HHHZI SH”IU

iew online at mercyhurst.edu/lumen

o ‘ . 1-._.-' )

Since we weren't provided dance images,
| chose moments from the videos instead



