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Dina Chaumont Text

about the font

Dina Chaumont Text and Display have been designed by bvh type
for the new visual identity of the city of Chaumont, France.

Dina Chaumont Text Family adopts design aspects of the Display
but is much more suitable for reading and typesetting small
compositions, thanks to its generous x-height. Wishing to evoke
French patrimony, some design ideas as the contrast arrangement,
are inspired by Roger Excoffon’s work, whose designs have pro-
foundly influenced the French graphic landscape. Dina Chaumont
Text does not go unnoticed. Indeed, its particular design plays
with the weight balance of the letters, placing it in sometimes
unexpected places, thus creating a regular lively grey text. The
text sparkles and catches the eye.

about

charset

Latin Extended-A

design and
development

André Baldinger & Toan Vu-Huu,
assisted by Jimmy Le Guennec & Fanny Hamelin

dates designed in 2021
released in June 2023
styles available in 6 styles

Text Regular, Text Italic, Text Bold, Text Bold Italic, Text ExtraBold,
Text ExtraBold Italic

number of glyphs 599 Roman
599 ltalic

copyright © 2021-2023 bvh type. All rights reserved. Distributed exclusively
by BVH Type S.A.S. and the city of Chaumont, France.

contact info@bvhtype.com
www.bvhtype.com

file formats otf woff woff2
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(ttf available on demand)

supported languages

Abenaki, Acheron, Achinese, Afaan Oromo, Afar, Afrikaans,
Albanian, Alsatian, Amahuaca, Amarakaeri, Amis, Andaandi
(Dongolawi), Anuta, Aragonese, Aranese, Aromanian, Arrernte,
Arvanitic (Latin), Asturian, Atayal, Aymara, Bashkir, Bari, Basque,
Belarusian (Latin), Batak (Dairi, Karo, Mandailing, Simalungun,
Toba), Bemba, Bikol, Bislama, Bosnian, Breton, Cape Verdean,
Catalan, Cebuano, Central Aymara, Chamorro, Chavacano, Chiga,
Chichewa, Chickasaw, Cimbrian, Cofan, Cook Islands Maori,
Cornish (modern), Corsican, Creek, Crimean Tatar (Latin), Croatian,
Czech, Danish, Dawan, Delaware, Dholuo, Drehu, Dutch, English,
Esperanto, Estonian, Faroese, Fijian, Filipino, Finnish, Folkspraak,
French, Frisian, Friulian, Gagauz (Latin), Galician, Ganda, Genoese,
German, Gilbertese, Gikuyu, Gooniyandi, Greenlandic, Guadeloupean
Creole, Gusii, Gwichin, Haitian Creole, Han, Hawaiian, Hiligaynon,
Hopi, Hotcak (Latin), Hungarian, Icelandic, Ido, llocano, Indonesian,
Interglossa, Interlingua, Irish, Istro-Romanian, Italian, Jamaican,
Javanese (Latin), Jérriais, Jola-Fonyi, Kala Lagaw Ya, Kapampangan
(Latin), Kaqchikel, Karakalpak (Latin), Karelian (Latin), Kashubian,
Kenzi (Mattokki), K'iche’, Kikuyu, Kikongo, Kimbundu, Kinyarwanda,
Kiribati, Kirundi, Klingon, Kurdish (Latin), Ladin, Ligurian, Latgalian,
Latin, Latino sine Flexione, Latvian, Lithuanian, Lojban, Lombard,
Low Saxon, Luxembourgish, Maasai, Makhuwa, Makonde, Malay,
Malagasy, Maltese, Manx, Maori, Marquesan, Mauritian Creole,
Meglenoromanian, Meriam Mir, Meru, Mirandese, Mohawk,
Moldovan, Montagnais, Montenegrin, Murrinhpatha, Mwani,
Miskito, Nagamese Creole, Ndebele, Neapolitan, Ngiyambaa,
Niuean, Nobiin (Latin), Noongar, Norwegian, Novial, Nyankole,
Occidental, Occitan, Oshiwambo, Ossetian (Latin), Orma, Palauan,
Papantla Totonac, Papiamento, Picard, Piedmontese, Pohnpeian,
Polish, Portuguese, Potawatomi, Q'eqchi’, Quechua, Rarotongan,
Romanian, Romansh, Rotokas, Sami Inari, Sami Lule, Sami Northern,
Sami Southern, Samoan, Sango, Saramaccan, Sardinian, Scottish
Gaelic, Sena, Serbian (Latin), Seri, Seychellois Creole, Shawnee,
Shona, Sicilian, Silesian, Slovak, Slovenian, Slovio (Latin), Soga,
Somali, Sorbian Lower, Sorbian Upper, Sotho Northern, Sotho
Southern, Spanish, Sranan, Sundanese (Latin), Swabhili, Swazi,
Swedish, Swiss German, Tagalog, Tahitian, Tedim Chin, Teso,
Tetum, Tetun Dili, Tok Pisin, Tokelauan, Tongan, Tshiluba, Tsonga,
Tswana, Tumbuka, Turkish, Turkmen (Latin), Tuvaluan, Tzotzil,
Ukrainian (Latin), Uzbek (Latin), Venetian, Vepsian, Volapuk,
Voro, Wallisian, Walloon, Waraywaray, Warlpiri, Wayuu, Welsh,
Wikmungkan, Wiradjuri, Wolof, Xavante, Xhosa, Yapese,
Yindjibarndi, Zapotec, Zulu, Zuni
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Dina Chaumont Text Roman 1/2

uppercases

ABCDEFGHHKLMNOPQRSTUV

7y A N e = v O  F ¥ AV e

--------

FANee =Y

7 A N e = W

IJIJJKLLLI:LNNNNI\JOOOOOOO
O@ERRRSSESSSSSTTTFPUUDD
UOU0O0OYWWWWYYYYZZ22Z

glyphset

punctuation marks

SO N R e S R L R

e == OO T

symbols

&@@@@@TMaO*/
° ]I N2 # % %o

«\T$8Y

lowercases

abcdnghijklmnopqrstuvw

7y A N e = VU O ¥ ¥ AV e
7 AV s = W

F A N e = v

F A N s = v O mr

proportional/ tabular
lining figures

20123456789
20123456789

proportional/ tabular
oldstyle figures

201231056780
201231567809

alternate lowercases

7 A N e = U O

ayaaaaaaadaaqgyyyy

numerators

H0123|-I»56789

superior lowercases

abcdefghijklmnopagrstuvwxyza

denominators

Ho123us56780

ligatures

diacritics
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F AV g N e = v O s e

fractions

BBy
superiors 0123456789

H
inferiors

H01231I-56789

currencies

€SCEf¥



Dina Chaumont Text Roman 2/2

mathematical symbols

+
I
I+

X+ ZENRBI>SZ2+—-X%X+
£ZeR<>9 "

arrows

ST 2vel

other symbols

OEOL0®0O

negative circled numbers

00000606000

circled numbers

QOPOO®OG®OO®®
negative framed numbers

OOBEBE0EEHBEB
framed numbers @ m IZ' IEI IE IEI IE
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Dina Chaumont Text Italic 1/2

glyphset

uppercases

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUV

OFERRRSSSSSSSTTTFPUUUU
OU0U00UWWWWYYYYZZZ

punctuation marks

.,..-',....ii!éé?”“”,,, :n<>«»<>«»

e —— e ()OI

symbols

8RE@OC°™aox/ X \ 1159
° /I N2 # % %o

lowercases

abcdefghijklmnopqgrstuvw

N S AV e = U
s A N e = v s

7 A N e = w O

proportional/ tabular
lining figures

00123456789
00123456789

proportional/ tabular
oldstyle figures

001231456789
0123156789

numerators

H0123456789

alternate lowercases

N\ s AN e = U O

denominators

Ho1234567809

superior lowercases

ligatures

diacritics
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N s AV g N e = v O o

fractions

BV Ve e Ve 26
superiors 0123456789

H
inferiors

H0123456789

currencies

€ESCEF¥



Dina Chaumont Text Italic 2/2

mathematical symbols

+—EX T FENRL>S2q+t—-XT=

EeR<>a'n

arrows

STl RN 2veveol

other symbols

OEOL0®0O

negative circled numbers

000600600000

circled numbers

OJOXlOICICXCIOXOJO),

negative framed numbers

of1§203Qulshcl7)s)ol

framed numbers
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Dina Chaumont Text Bold OpenType features
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Dina Chaumont Text

off

on

All Caps

Turns characters into capitals.

ALl Caps 012

ALL CAPS 012

Case Sensitive Forms

Shifts various punctuation marks
up to a position that works
better with all-capital sequences
or sets of lining figures.

[0123]
«BVH TYPE »

{@} (JABC)

[0123]
«BVH TYPE»

{@} (iABC!)

Superiors/Superscripts

Replaces all figures and HO123LI'56789 H0123,.I.56789
Is?jwerf:ase letters with their H 6 8 9 H 0123456789
perior letterforms. 01 23 us 7
Inferiors /Subscripts
_Reple_lcesallﬁgureswiththeir HO123LI'56789 H0123L|.56789
inferior letterforms.
Ho123456789 Ho123us6780

Fractions

Replaces figures separated
by a slash with a fraction.

1/22/33/45/8
1276/9035

Yo% Y6

127¢/4035

Old Style Figures

Changes all figures to their
old style forms.

0123456789
0123456789

0123156789
0123456789

Lining Figures

Changes all figures to their
lining forms.

0123156789
0123456789

0123456789
0123456789

Proportional Figures

Changes all figures to their
proportional width.

© bev-h type

0123456789
0123456789

0123456789
01231456789

off

OpenType features

on

Tabular Figures

Changes all figures to their
tabular width.

0123456789
0123156789

0123456789
0123456789

Slashed Zero

Replaces all zeros by a
slashed or dotted form.

2030 1080
5060 7oL40

2030 1080
5060 7040

Ordinals

Replaces default alphabetic glyphs
with the corresponding ordinal
forms for use after figures.

No3 NOU nho5
1a 20

N23 Neu Ne5
1a 20

Contextual Alternates

Replaces default glyphs with
alternate forms, in specified
situations, which provide better
joining behavior.

Ayuverda Lynne
gymnastic lyme
20:30 60X40

Ayuverda Lynne
gymnastic lyme
20:30 60x40

W v/ * v ye T UL

/N M\ -> <= A K o

<-> v o7
D“‘“‘ www.helloch  www.hello.ch
e off by retarn (c) (r) (p) ©°®°®

Facebook (¢

instagram ®

twitter (3)

youtube ()
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Dina Chaumont Text

off on
Newstive Crcleanumbers 340 Number ©00 Number
Grcled Numbers. 286 Street @®® Street
Neantive Famed Nombers 507 Names HEH Names
Framed Nombers 918 Avenue EIEE Avenue
Arormain almanach almanach
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OpenType features
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Dina Chaumont Text Regular and Italic text samples
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Dina Chaumont Text Regular . textsamples

E;Z?érior. Los Angeles night.
We are Floating up a steep

I’Ve oot certain infFormation, things
have come to Licht and, has it ever

The rise and the smoggy vasthess of Los An-
geles at twilight stretches out before us. They



Dina Chaumont Text Regular

20pt | 24.5pt | -7

text samples

12pt | 14.5pt| o |

A way out west there was a fella, fella | want

to tell you about, fella by the hame of Jeff
Lebowski. At Least, that was the handle his lovin’
parents gave him, but he never had much use for
it himself. This Lebowski, he called himself the
Dude. Now, Dude, that’s a hame no one would
self-apply where | come from. But then, there
was a lot about the Dude that didn’t make a
whole lot of sense to me. And a Lot about where

16pt | 19pt | -5 |

Now this story I’'m about to unfold took place back in the early
hineties just about the time of our conflict with Sad’m and the
Eye rackies. | only mention it because sometimes there’s a man—I|
won’t say a hero, cause what’s a hero? but sometimes there’s a
man. The Dude glances Furtively about and then opens a quart
of milk. He sticks his hose in the spout and sniffs. Voice over. And
I’m talkin’ about the Dude here—sometimes there’s a man who,
wal, he’s the man for his time’n place, he Ffits right in there—and

that’s the Dude, in Los Angeles. Checkout Girl. She waits, arms
folded. A small black and white TV next to her register shows
George Bush on the White House lawn with helicopter rotors
spinning behind him. George Bush. This aggression will not
stand... This will not stand! The Dude, peeking over his shades,
scribbles something at the Little customer’s Lectern. Milk beads
his mustache. Voice over. And even if he’s a lazy man, and the

gpt | 10.5pt|o|

7pt | 8.5pt| +5]

They call Los Angeles the City of Angels. | didn’t find it to

be that exactly, but I'lL allow as there are some nice folks
there. OF course, | can’t say | seen London, and | never been
to France, and | ain’t never seen no queen in her damn undies
as the fella says. But I'LL tell you what, after seeing Los
Angeles and thisahere story I’'m about to unfold wal, | guess
| seen something ever’ bit as stupefying as ya’d see in any

a those other places, and in English too, so | can die with a
smile on my face without fFeelin’ Like the good Lord gypped
me. Int. Ralph’s. It is late, the supermarket all but deserted.

© bev-h type

Voice over. Wal, | Lost m’train of thought
here. But aw hell, | done innerduced
him enough. The Dude is a small fFigure
walking across the vast lot. Next to him
walks a Mexican carry-out boy ina red
apron and cap carrying a small brown
bag holding the quart of milk. The two
men’s Footsteps echo in the still of the
night. After a beat of walking the Dude

offhandedly points. Dude. It’s the LeBaron.

Int. Dude’s House. The Dude is going up
the walkway of a small Venice bungalow
court. He holds the paper sack in one
hand and a small leatherette satchel

in the other. He awkwardly hugs the
grocery bag against his chest as he turns
a key in his door. Int. Inside. The Dude
enters and flicks on a light. His head is

You see what happens, Lebowski? The Dude puts on
his dripping sunglasses. Dude. Look, nobody calls
me Lebowski. You got the wrong guy. I'm the Dude,
man. Blond Man. Your name is Lebowski. Your wife
is Bunny. Dude. Bunny? Look, moron. He holds up his
hands. You see a wedding ring? Does this place look
like I'm Fucking married? AlL my plants are dead!
The blond man stoops to unzip the satchel. He pulls
out a bowling ball and examines it in the manner of
a superstitious native. Blond Man. The fuck is this?

spt|6pt| +10 |

Bowling Club. Bowling Pins. Scattered by a strike. Music and head credits
play over various bowling shots—pins flying, bowlers hoisting balls,
balls gliding down lanes, sliding feet, graceful releases, ball return
spinning up a ball, fingers sliding into fingerholes, etc. The music turns
into boomy source music, coming from a distant jukebox, as the credits
end over a clattering strike. A lanky blonde man with stringy hair tied
back in a ponytail turns from the strike to walk back to the bench. Man.
Hot damn, I'm throwin’ rocks tonight. Mark it, Dude. We are tracking in on
the circular bench towards a big man nursing a large plastic cup of Bud.
He has dark worried eyes and a goatee. Hairy legs emerge from his khaki
shorts. He also wears a khaki army surplus shirt with the sleeves cut off
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Dina Chaumont Text Italic ~ text samples

E;?érion Los Angeles night.
We are Floating up a steep

I’ve oot certain infFormation, things
have come to lisht and, has it ever

The rise and the smoggy vasthess of Los An-
geles at twilisht stretches out before us. They



Dina Chaumont Text ltalic

20pt | 24.5pt | -7

12pt | 14.5pt| o |

text samples

A way out west there was a fella, Fella | want

to tell you about, Fella by the name of JeFf
Lebowski. At least, that was the handle his lovin’
parents gave him, but he never had much use For
it himselF. This Lebowski, he called himself the
Dude. Now, Dude, that’s a hame no one would
self-apply where | come from. But then, there
was a lot about the Dude that didn’t make a
whole lot of sense to me. And a lot about where

16pt | 19pt | -5 |

Now this story I’'m about to unfold took place back in the early
nineties just about the time of our conflict with Sad’m and the
Eye rackies. | only mention it because sometimes there’s a man—I|
won’t say a hero, cause what’s a hero? but sometimes there’s a
man. The Dude glances Furtively about and then opens a quart
of milk. He sticks his nose in the spout and sniffs. Voice over. And
I’'m talkin’ about the Dude here—sometimes there’s a man who,
wal, he’s the man for his time’n place, he Ffits right in there—and
that’s the Dude, in Los Angeles. Checkout Girl. She waits, arms
folded. A small black and white TV next to her register shows
George Bush on the White House lawn with helicopter rotors
spinning behind him. George Bush. This aggression will not
stand... This will not stand! The Dude, peeking over his shades,
scribbles something at the little customer’s lectern. Milk beads
his mustache. Voice over. And even if he’s a lazy man, and the

gpt | 10.5pt|o|

7pt | 8.5pt| +5]

They call Los Angeles the City of Angels. | didn’t find it to

be that exactly, but I'll allow as there are some nice Folks
there. OF course, | can’t say | seen London, and | never been
to France, and | ain’t never seen no queen in her damn undies
as the Fella says. But I'lL tell you what, after seeing Los
Angeles and thisahere story I’'m about to unfold wal, | suess
| seen something ever’ bit as stupefying as ya’d see in any

a those other places, and in English too, so | can die with a
smile on my fFace without feelin’ like the good Lord gypped
me. Int. Ralph’s. It is late, the supermarket all but deserted.

© bev-h type

Voice over. Wal, | lost m’train of thought
here. But aw hell, | done innerduced
him enough. The Dude is a small fisure
walking across the vast lot. Next to him
walks a Mexican carry-out boy in a red
apron and cap carrying a small brown
bag holding the quart of milk. The two
men’s Footsteps echo in the still of

the night. After a beat of walking the
Dude offhandedly points. Dude. It’s the
LeBaron. Int. Dude’s House. The Dude is
going up the walkway of a small Venice
bungalow court. He holds the paper
sack in one hand and a small leatherette
satchel in the other. He awkwardly hugs
the grocery bag against his chest as he
turns a key in his door. Int. Inside. The
Dude enters and Flicks on a light. His

You see what happens, Lebowski? The Dude puts on
his dripping sunglasses. Dude. Look, nobody calls
me Lebowski. You got the wrong guy. I’'m the Dude,
man. Blond Man. Your nhame is Lebowski. Your wife
is Bunny. Dude. Bunny? Look, moron. He holds up his
hands. You see a wedding ring? Does this place look
like I'm Fucking married? All my plants are dead!
The blond man stoops to unzip the satchel. He pulls
out a bowling ball and examines it in the manner of
a superstitious native. Blond Man. The fuck is this?

spt|6pt| +10 |

Bowling Club. Bowling Pins. Scattered by a strike. Music and head credits
play over various bowling shots—pins Flying, bowlers hoisting balls,
balls gliding down lanes, sliding Feet, graceful releases, ball return
spinning up a ball, Fingers sliding into Fingerholes, etc. The music turns
into boomy source music, coming from a distant jukebox, as the credits
end over a clattering strike. A lanky blonde man with stringy hair tied
back in a ponytail turns from the strike to walk back to the bench. Man.
Hot damn, I'm throwin’ rocks tonight. Mark it, Dude. We are tracking in on
the circular bench towards a big man nursing a large plastic cup of Bud.
He has dark worried eyes and a goatee. Hairy legs emerge From his khaki
shorts. He also wears a khaki army surplus shirt with the sleeves cut off
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Dina Chaumont TextBold . textsamples

E;Egérior. Los Angeles
hight. We are Floating up

I’Ve got certain information, things
have come to light and, has it ever

The rise and the smoggy vastness of Los
Angeles at twilight stretches out before us.



Dina Chaumont Text Bold

20pt | 24.5pt | -7

12pt | 14.5pt| o |

text samples

A way out west there was a fFella, Fella | want
to tell you about, Fella by the name of Jeff
Lebowski. At least, that was the handle his
lovin’ parents gave him, but he never had
much use for it himself. This Lebowski, he
called himself the Dude. Now, Dude, that’s a
name no one would selfF-apply where |l come
From. But then, there was a lot about the Dude
that didn’t make a whole lot of sense to me.

16pt | 19pt | -5 |

Now this story I’m about to unfold took place back in the
early nineties just about the time of our conflict with Sad’m
and the Eye rackies. | only mention it because sometimes
there’s a man—I won’t say a hero, cause what’s a hero? but
sometimes there’s a man. The Dude glances Furtively about
and then opens a quart of milk. He sticks his nhose in the
spout and sniffs. Voice over. And I’'m talkin’ about the Dude
here—sometimes there’s a man who, wal, he’s the man for
his time’n place, he fits right in there—and that’s the Dude, in
Los Angeles. Checkout Girl. She waits, arms folded. A small
black and white TV next to her register shows George Bush
on the White House lawn with helicopter rotors spinning
behind him. George Bush. This aggression will not stand...
This will not stand! The Dude, peeking over his shades,
scribbles something at the little customer’s Lectern. Milk

gpt | 10.5pt|o|

7pt | 8.5pt| +5]

They call Los Angeles the City of Angels. | didn’t find it to
be that exactly, but I’'lLL allow as there are some nice Folks
there. Of course, | can’t say | seen London, and | never been
to France, and | ain’t never seen no queen in her damn
undies as the fella says. But I’LL tell you what, after seeing
Los Angeles and thisahere story I’'m about to unfold wal, |
guess | seen something ever’ bit as stupefying as ya’d see
in any a those other places, and in English too, so | can die
with a smile on my Face without Feelin’ like the good Lord
gypped me. Int. Ralph’s. It is late, the supermarket all but

© bev-h type

Voice over. Wal, | lLost m’train of
thought here. But aw hell, | done
innerduced him enough. The Dude

is a small figure walking across the
vast lot. Next to him walks a Mexican
carry-out boy in a red apron and

cap carrying a small brown bag
holding the quart of milk. The two
men’s Footsteps echo in the still of
the night. After a beat of walking
the Dude offhandedly points. Dude.
It’s the LeBaron. Int. Dude’s House.
The Dude is going up the walkway

of a small Venice bungalow court.

He holds the paper sack in one hand
and a small leatherette satchel in the
other. He awkwardly hugs the grocery
bag against his chest as he turns a

You see what happens, Lebowski? The Dude puts
on his dripping sunglasses. Dude. Look, hobody
calls me Lebowski. You got the wrong guy. I’'m the
Dude, man. Blond Man. Your name is Lebowski.
Your wife is Bunny. Dude. Bunny? Look, moron.

He holds up his hands. You see a wedding ring?
Does this place Look like I'm Fucking married?

All my plants are dead! The blond man stoops

to unzip the satchel. He pulls out a bowling ball
and examines it in the manner of a superstitious

spt|6pt| +10 |

Bowling Club. Bowling Pins. Scattered by a strike. Music and head
credits play over various bowling shots—pins flying, bowlers
hoisting balls, balls gliding down lanes, sliding Feet, graceful
releases, ball return spinning up a ball, fingers sliding into
Fingerholes, etc. The music turns into boomy source music, coming
from a distant jukebox, as the credits end over a clattering strike. A
lanky blonde man with stringy hair tied back in a ponytail turns from
the strike to walk back to the bench. Man. Hot damn, I’'m throwin’
rocks tonight. Mark it, Dude. We are tracking in on the circular bench
towards a big man nursing a large plastic cup of Bud. He has dark
worried eyes and a goatee. Hairy legs emerge from his khaki shorts.
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Dina Chaumont Text Bold Italic ~ text samples

E;;érior. Los Ahgeles
night. We are fFloating up

/ ’Ve ool certain information, things
have come to lisht and, has It ever

The rise and the smoggy vastness of Los An-
geles at twilicght stretches out before us.



Dina Chaumont Text Bold Italic

20pt | 24.5pt | -7

12pt | 14.5pt| o |

text samples

A way out west there was a Fella, Fella | want
to tell you about, Fella by the name of Jeff
Lebowski. At least, that was the handle his
lovin’ parents gave him, but he never had
much use For it himself. This Lebowski, he
called himselF the Dude. Now, Dude, that’s a
name no one would self-apply where | come
From. But then, there was a lot about the
Dude that didn’t make a whole lot of sense to

16pt | 19pt | -5 |

Now this story I’'m about to unfold took place back in the
early nineties just about the time of our conflict with Sad’m
and the Eye rackies. | only mention it because sometimes
there’s a man—I won’t say a hero, cause what’s a hero? but
sometimes there’s a man. The Dude glances Furtively about
and then opens a quart of milk. He sticks his nose in the
spout and sniffs. Voice over. And I’'m talkin’ about the Dude
here—sometimes there’s a man who, wal, he’s the man for
his time’n place, he Fits right in there—and that’s the Dude, in
Los Angeles. Checkout Girl. She waits, arms folded. A small
black and white TV next to her register shows George Bush
on the White House lawn with helicopter rotors spinning
behind him. George Bush. This aggression will not stand...
This will not stand! The Dude, peeking over his shades,
scribbles something at the little customer’s lectern. Milk

gpt | 10.5pt|o|

7pt | 8.5pt| +5]

They call Los Angeles the City of Angels. | didn’t find it to
be that exactly, but I’'ll allow as there are some nice Folks

there. Of course, | can’t say | seen London, and | never been

to France, and | ain’t never seen no queen in her damn
undies as the Fella says. But I'll tell you what, after seeing
Los Angeles and thisahere story I’m about to unfold wal,
| guess | seen something ever’ bit as stupefying as ya’d
see in any a those other places, and in English too, so | can
die with a smile on my Face without feelin’ like the good
Lord gypped me. Int. Ralph’s. It is late, the supermarket
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Voice over. Wal, | lost m’train of
thought here. But aw hell, | done
innerduced him enough. The Dude

is a small figure walking across the
vast lot. Next to him walks a Mexican
carry-out boy in a red apron and

cap carrying a small brown bag
holding the quart of milk. The two
men’s Footsteps echo in the still of
the night. After a beat of walking
the Dude offhandedly points. Dude.
It’s the LeBaron. Int. Dude’s House.
The Dude is going up the walkway
of a small Venice bungalow court.

He holds the paper sack in one hand
and a small leatherette satchel in the
other. He awkwardly hugs the grocery
bag against his chest as he turns a

You see what happens, Lebowski? The Dude puts
on his dripping sunglasses. Dude. Look, hobody
calls me Lebowski. You got the wrong guy. I’'m the
Dude, man. Blond Man. Your name is LebowsKi.
Your wife is Bunny. Dude. Bunny? Look, moron.

He holds up his hands. You see a wedding ring?
Does this place look like I'm Fucking married?

All my plants are dead! The blond man stoops

to unzip the satchel. He pulls out a bowling ball
and examines it in the manner of a superstitious

spt|6pt| +10 |

Bowling Club. Bowling Pins. Scattered by a strike. Music and head
credits play over various bowling shots—pins flying, bowlers
hoisting balls, balls gliding down lanes, sliding Feet, graceful
releases, ball return spinning up a ball, fingers sliding into
Ffingerholes, etc. The music turns into boomy source music, coming
From a distant jukebox, as the credits end over a clattering strike. A
lanky blonde man with stringy hair tied back in a ponytail turns from
the strike to walk back to the bench. Man. Hot damn, I’'m throwin’
rocks tonight. Mark it, Dude. We are tracking in on the circular bench
towards a big man nursing a large plastic cup of Bud. He has dark
worried eyes and a goatee. Hairy legs emerge From his khaki shorts.
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Exterior.Los Angeles
night. We are fFloating

I’ve got certain information,
things have come to light and,

The rise and the smoggy vastness of Los
Angeles at twilight stretches out before
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A way out west there was a fFella, Fella l
want to tell you about, fFella by the name
of Jeff Lebowski. At least, that was the
handle his lovin’ parents gave him, but

he never had much use fFor it himself. This
Lebowski, he called himself the Dude.
Now, Dude, that’s a name no one would
self-apply wherel come from. But then,
there was a lot about the Dude that didn’t

16pt | 19pt | -5 |

Now this story I’m about to unfold took place back in
the early nineties just about the time of our conflict
with Sad’m and the Eye rackies. | only mention it
because sometimes there’s a man—I won’t say a hero,
cause what’s a hero? but sometimes there’s a man. The
Dude glances Furtively about and then opens a quart
of milk. He sticks his nose in the spout and shiffs. Voice
over. And I’'m talkin’ about the Dude here—sometimes
there’s a man who, wal, he’s the man for his time’n
place, he Fits right in there=and that’s the Dude, in Los
Angeles. Checkout Girl. She waits, arms fFolded. A small
black and white TV next to her register shows George
Bush on the White House lawn with helicopter rotors
spinning behind him. George Bush. This aggression will
not stand... This will not stand! The Dude, peeking over

gpt | 10.5pt|o|
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They call Los Angeles the City of Angels. | didn’t fFind it
to be that exactly, but I’lIL allow as there are some nice
Folks there. OF course, | can’t say | seen London, and |
never been to France, and | ain’t never seen no queen
in her damn undies as the fella says. But I’lL tell you
what, after seeing Los Angeles and thisahere story I’'m
about to unfold wal, | guess | seen something ever’ bit
as stupefying as ya’d see in any a those other places,
and in English too, so | can die with a smile on my face
without feelin’ like the good Lord gypped me. Int.
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Voice over. Wal, | lLost m’train of
thought here. But aw hell, | done
innerduced him enough. The Dude
is a small figure walking across
the vast lot. Next to him walks a
Mexican carry-out boy in a red
apron and cap carrying a small
brown bag holding the quart of
milk. The two men’s footsteps echo
in the still of the night. After a beat
of walking the Dude offhandedly
points. Dude. It’s the LeBaron. Int.
Dude’s House. The Dude is going

up the walkway of a small Venice
bungalow court. He holds the
paper sack in one hand and a small
leatherette satchel in the other. He
awkwardly hugs the grocery bag

You see what happens, Lebowski? The Dude
puts on his dripping sunglasses. Dude. Look,
nobody calls me Lebowski. You got the wrong
guy. ’'m the Dude, man. Blond Man. Your name
is Lebowski. Your wife is Bunny. Dude. Bunny?
Look, moron. He holds up his hands. You see

a wedding ring? Does this place look like I'm
fucking married? All my plants are dead! The
blond man stoops to unzip the satchel. He
pulls out a bowling ball and examines it in the

spt|6pt| +10 |

Bowling Club. Bowling Pins. Scattered by a strike. Music and
head credits play over various bowling shots—pins flying,
bowlers hoisting balls, balls gliding down lanes, sliding

Feet, graceful releases, ball return spinning up a ball, fingers
sliding into fingerholes, etc. The music turns into boomy source
music, coming from a distant jukebox, as the credits end over a
clattering strike. A lanky blonde man with stringy hair tied back
in a ponytail turns from the strike to walk back to the bench.
Man. Hot damn, I’'m throwin’ rocks tonight. Mark it, Dude. We are
tracking in on the circular bench towards a big man nursing a
large plastic cup of Bud. He has dark worried eyes and a goatee.
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A way out west there was a fFella, Fella |
want to tell you about, fella by the name
Of Jeff Lebowski. At least, that was the
handle his lovin’ parents gave him, but

he never had much use fFor it himself. This
Lebowski, he called himself the Dude.
Now, Dude, that’s a nhame no one would
self-apply where l come from. But then,
there was a lot about the Dude that didn’t

16pt | 19pt | -5 |

Now this story I’'m about to unfold took place back in
the early nineties just about the time of our conflict
with Sad’m and the Eye rackies. I only mention it
because sometimes there’s a man—I won’t say a hero,
cause what’s a hero? but sometimes there’s a man. The
Dude glances Furtively about and then opens a quart
of milk. He sticks his nose in the spout and sniffs. Voice
over. And I’'m talkin’ about the Dude here—sometimes
there’s a man who, wal, he’s the man For his time’n
place, he Fits right in there—and that’s the Dude, in Los
Angeles. Checkout Girl. She waits, arms Folded. A small
black and white TV next to her register shows George
Bush on the White House lawn with helicopter rotors
spinning behind him. George Bush. This aggression will
not stand... This will not stand! The Dude, peeking over

gpt | 10.5pt|o|
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They call Los Angeles the City of Angels. I didn’t find it
to be that exactly, but I’ll allow as there are some nice
Folks there. OF course, I can’t say I seen London, and |
never been to France, and | ain’t never seen no queen
in her damn undies as the Fella says. But I’ll tell you
what, after seeing Los Angeles and thisahere story I’'m
about to unfold wal, I guess I seen something ever’ bit
as stupefying as ya’d see in any a those other places,
and in English too, so | can die with a smile on my fFace
without Feelin’ like the good Lord gypped me. Int.
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Voice over. Wal, I lost m’train of
thought here. But aw hell, I done
innerduced him enough. The Dude
is a small ficure walking across

the vast lot. Next to him walks a
Mexican carry-out boy in a red
apron and cap carrying a small
brown bag holding the quart of
milk. The two men’s Footsteps echo
in the still of the night. After a beat
of walking the Dude offhandedly
points. Dude. It’s the LeBaron. Int.
Dude’s House. The Dude is going

up the walkway of a small Venice
bungalow court. He holds the
paper sack in one hand and a small
leatherette satchel in the other. He
awkwardly hugs the grocery bag

You see what happens, Lebowski? The Dude
puts on his dripping sunglasses. Dude. Look,
nobody calls me Lebowski. You got the wrong
guy. ’m the Dude, man. Blond Man. Your hame
is Lebowski. Your wife is Bunny. Dude. Bunny?
Look, moron. He holds up his hands. You see

a wedding ring? Does this place look like I'm
Fucking married? All my plants are dead! The
blond man stoops to unzip the satchel. He
pulls out a bowling ball and examines it in the

spt|6pt| +10 |

Bowling Club. Bowling Pins. Scattered by a strike. Music and
head credits play over various bowling shots—pins Flying,
bowlers hoisting balls, balls gliding down lanes, sliding fFeet,
graceful releases, ball return spinning up a ball, fingers sliding
into fingerholes, etc. The music turns into boomy source

music, coming from a distant jukebox, as the credits end over a
clattering strike. A lanky blonde man with stringy hair tied back
in a ponytail turns from the strike to walk back to the bench.
Man. Hot damn, I’m throwin’ rocks tonight. Mark it, Dude. We
are tracking in on the circular bench towards a big man nursing
a large plastic cup of Bud. He has dark worried eyes and a
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Lebowski. | received this Fax this morning. Brandt hastily pulls

o Flimsy sheet from his clipboard and hands it to the Dude.
Lebowski. As you can see, it is o ransom note. Sent by cowards.
Men who are unable to achieve on a level field of play. Men who
will not sigh their names. Weaklings. Bums. The Dude examines
the fax: We have Bunny. Gather one million dollars in unmarked
non-consecutive twenties. Await instructions. No funny stuff.
Dude. Bummer. Lebowski looks soulfully at the Dude. Lebowski.
Brandt will Fill you in on the details. He wheels his chair around
to once again gaze into the fire. Brandt tugs at the Dude’s shirt
and points him back to the hall. Int. Hallway. The soprano’s
singing is once again Faint. Brandt’s voice is hushed. Mr. Lebowski
is prepared to make a generous offer to you to act as courier
once we get instructions for the money. Dude. Why me, man?
Brandt. He suspects that the culprits might be the very people

© bev-h type

Beep. Voice. Mr. Lebowski, Brandt again. Please
do call us when you get in and I’'LL send the
limo. Let me assure you. | hope you’re not
avoiding this call because of the rug, which,

| assure you, is hot a problem. We need your
help and, uh—well we would very much Llike

to see you. Thank youl. It’s Brandt. Tracking. We
are pushing Brandt down the high-ceilinged
Hallway. Distantly, we hear a dolorous soprano.
Brandt talks back over his shoulder. We’ve had
some terrible news. Mr. Lebowski is in seclusion
in the West Wing. Dude. Huh. Brandt throws
open a pair of heavy double doors. The music
washes over us as we enter a study where
Jeffrey Lebowski, a blanket thrown over his
knees, stares hauntedly into a Fire, Listening to
Lohenegrin. Brandt announces, ambiguously. Mr.
Lebowski. Jeffrey Lebowski waves the Dude in
without looking around. LebowsKki. It’s funny.
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Do you ever ask yourself, why the hell

—even today—*‘The quick brown fFox jumps
over the lazy dog?” Do you ever ask yourself
why the quick brown Fox isn’t jJumping over

another Fool?

Dina Chaumont Text Regular | gpt | 10.5pt |
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Close on a plagque. We pull back from the name Jeffrey Lebowski
engraved in silver to reveal that the plaque, from Variety

Clubs International, honors Lebowski as Achiever OF The Year.
Reflected in the plague we see the Dude entering the room with
a young man We hear the two men talk. Young Man. And this is
the study. You can see the various commendations, honorary
degrees, et cetera. Dude. Yes, uh, very impressive. Young Man.
Please, Feel Free to inspect them. Dude. I’'m not really, uh. Young
Man. Please! Please! Dude. Uh-huh. We are panning the walls,
Looking at various citations and certificates unrelated to the
ones being discussed offscreen. Young Man. That’s the key to the
city of Pasadena, which Mr. Lebowski was given two years ago
in recognition of his various civic. That’s a Los Angeles Chamber
of Commerce Business Achiever award, which is given—not
necessarily given every year! Given only when there’s a worthy,
somebody especially. Dude. Hey, is this him with Nancy? Young
Man. That is indeed Mr. Lebowski with the Ffirst lady, yes, taken
when... Dude. Lebowski on the right? Young Man. OF course, Mr.
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Our continuing track and pan have brought us onto a framed
Life Magazine cover which is headlined Are You A Lebowski
Achiever? Oddly, the Dude’s sunglassed Face is on it; we
realize that, under the magazine’s logo and headline, the
display is mirrored. We hear the door open and the whine

of a motor. The Dude, wearing shorts and a bowling shirt,
turns to look. So does Brandt, the young man we’ve been
listening to. He wears a suit and has his hands clasped in front
of his groin. Entering the room. Lebowski. Okay sir, you’re

a Lebowski, I’'m a Lebowski, that’s terrific, I'm very busy so
what can | do For you? He wheels himself behind a desk. The
Dude sits facing him as Brandt withdraws. Dude. Well sir, it’s
this rug | have, really tied the room together...Lebowski. You
told Brandt on the phone, he told me. So where do I fit in?
Dude. Well they were looking for you, these two guys, they
were trying to... Lebowski. I’ll say it again, all right? You told
Brandt. He told me. | know what happened. Yes? Dude. So you
know they were trying to piss on your rug? Lebowski. Did

Dude. Come oh, man, I’m not trying to scam anybody here,
I’'m just... Lebowski. You’re just looking fFor a handout

like every other. Are you employed, Mr. Lebowski? Dude.
Look, let me explain something. I’'m not Mr. Lebowski;
you’re Mr. Lebowski. I’'m the Dude. So that’s what you call
me. That, or Duder. His Dudeness. Or El Duderino, if, you
know, you’re not into the whole brevity thing. Lebowski.
Are you employed, sir? Dude. Employed? Lebowski. You
don’t go out and make a living dressed like that in the
middle of a weekday. Dude. Is this a=what day is this?
Lebowski. But I do work, so if you don’t mind... Dude.

No, look. I do mind. The Dude minds. This will not stand,
ya know, this will nhot stand, man. | mean, if your wife
owes... Lebowski. My wiFe is not the issue here. | hope
that my wife will someday learn to live on her allowance,
which is ample, but if she doesn’t, sir, that will be her
problem, not mine, just as your rug is your problem,

Jjust as every bum’s lot in life is his own responsibility
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