New Page Layout Options

Page styles:

This option is called Edgewood” with a scripted first letter of the first paragraph

CHAPTER I

MEN TN MY RG®OM

WEST BERLIN, GERMANY 1970

sense them before I see them.
Men—at least three—are in my room, hiding. They
stand at attention and answer to a master who is invis-
ible to me. Eventually, the men come into focus. Although I
don’t dare open my eyes, I can picture their gray uniforms, the
dark sticks they hold. They are after me. I pull my blanket over
my face and play dead. If the men see me, they will kill me.

The men creep closer to my bed. Where is Bello, my stuffed
dog? 1 move my arm carefully and quietly, hoping it will land
on his soft fur.

I am four and alone. My sisters, twins who are two years
older than I, sleep together downstairs. I long for a companion
to share my terror and perhaps lessen it as the men advance.

My mind gives my body silent directions: Be quiet! Don’t
move! Hold your breath!

I try to obey, clenching every muscle and risking only the
tiniest sips of air.




This option is “Metro” with a block-style first letter of the first paragraph

CHAPTER1
MEN IN MY ROOM

WEST BERLIN, GERMANY 1970

sense them before I see them.
Men—at least three—are in my room, hiding. They stand
at attention and answer to a master who is invisible to me.
Eventually, the men come into focus. Although I don’t dare open
my eyes, I can picture their gray uniforms, the dark sticks they
hold. They are after me. I pull my blanket over my face and play
dead. If the men see me, they will kill me.

The men creep closer to my bed. Where is Bello, my stuffed
dog? I move my arm carefully and quietly, hoping it will land on
his soft fur.

I am four and alone. My sisters, twins who are two years
older than I, sleep together downstairs. I long for a companion to
share my terror and perhaps lessen it as the men advance.

My mind gives my body silent directions: Be quiet! Don't
move! Hold your breath!

I try to obey, clenching every muscle and risking only the
tiniest sips of air.

A cracking sound—a plank shifts underneath the green
carpet of my room. The men are still here. Under the blanket, it is




This option is called “Parcel” with a plain first letter of the first paragraph

Men In My Room

West Berlin, Germany 1970

I sense them before I see them.

Men—at least three—are in my room, hiding. They stand at
attention and answer to a master who is invisible to me. Eventu-
ally, the men come into focus. Although I dont dare open my
eyes, I can picture their gray uniforms, the dark sticks they hold.
They are after me. I pull my blanket over my face and play
dead. If the men see me, they will kill me.

‘The men creep closer to my bed. Where is Bello, my stuffed
dog? I move my arm carefully and quietly, hoping it will land on
his soft fur.

I am four and alone. My sisters, twins who are two years
older than I, sleep together downstairs. I long for a companion
to share my terror and perhaps lessen it as the men advance.

My mind gives my body silent directions: Be gquiet! Dont
move! Hold your breath!

I try to obey, clenching every muscle and risking only the
tiniest sips of air.

A cracking sound—a plank shifts underneath the green
carpet of my room. The men are still here. Under the blanket, it




This option is called “Recital” with a large first letter of the first paragraph

Chapter 1
Men In My Room

West Berlin, Germany 1970

sense them before I see them.
Men—at least three—are in my room, hiding. They
stand at attention and answer to a master who is invisible
to me. Eventually, the men come into focus. Although I don’t
dare open my eyes, I can picture their gray uniforms, the dark
sticks they hold. They are after me. I pull my blanket over my
face and play dead. If the men see me, they will kill me.

The men creep closer to my bed. Where is Bello, my
stuffed dog? I move my arm carefully and quietly, hoping it will
land on his soft fur.

I am four and alone. My sisters, twins who are two years
older than I, sleep together downstairs. I long for a companion
to share my terror and perhaps lessen it as the men advance.

My mind gives my body silent directions: Be quiet! Don’t
move! Hold your breath!

[ try to obey, clenching every muscle and risking only the
tiniest sips of air.
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This option is called “Trace” with a medium first letter of the first paragraph

1 MEN IN MY ROOM

West Berlin, Germany 1970

I sense them before I see them.

Men—at least three—are in my room, hiding. They
stand at attention and answer to a master who is invisible to
me. Eventually, the men come into focus. Although I don’t dare
open my eyes, I can picture their gray uniforms, the dark sticks
they hold. They are after me. I pull my blanket over my face
and play dead. If the men see me, they will kill me.

The men creep closer to my bed. Where is Bello, my stuffed
dog? I move my arm carefully and quietly, hoping it will land
on his soft fur.

I am four and alone. My sisters, twins who are two years
older than I, sleep together downstairs. I long for a companion
to share my terror and perhaps lessen it as the men advance.

My mind gives my body silent directions: Be quiet! Don’t
move! Hold your breath!

I try to obey, clenching every muscle and risking only the
tiniest sips of air.

A cracking sound—a plank shifts underneath the green

n




This option is called “Trifle” with a large first letter of the first paragraph

CHAPTER 1

Now G Wy Rcam

WEST BERLIN, GERMANY 1970

sense them before I see them.
Men—at least three—are in my room, hiding. They

stand at attention and answer to a master who is invisible to
me. Eventually, the men come into focus. Although I don’t dare
open my eyes, I can picture their gray uniforms, the dark sticks
they hold. They are after me. I pull my blanket over my face and
play dead. If the men see me, they will kill me.

The men creep closer to my bed. Where is Bello, my stuffed
dog? I move my arm carefully and quietly, hoping it will land on
his soft fur.

I 'am four and alone. My sisters, twins who are two years older
than I, sleep together downstairs. I long for a companion to share
my terror and perhaps lessen it as the men advance.

My mind gives my body silent directions: Be guiet! Don’t
move! Hold your breath!

I try to obey, clenching every muscle and risking only the
tiniest sips of air.

A cracking sound—a plank shifts underneath the green carpet
of my room. The men are still here. Under the blanket, it is diffi-
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This option is called “Whisper” with a scripted first letter of the first paragraph

ONE

m(ifaay ZOOHC

WEST BERLIN, GERMANY 1970

sense them before I see them.
Men—at least three—are in my room, hiding. They
stand at attention and answer to a master who is invis-
ible to me. Eventually, the men come into focus. Although I
don’t dare open my eyes, I can picture their gray uniforms, the
dark sticks they hold. They are after me. I pull my blanket over
my face and play dead. If the men see me, they will kill me.

The men creep closer to my bed. Where is Bello, my stuffed
dog? I move my arm carefully and quietly, hoping it will land
on his soft fur.

I am four and alone. My sisters, twins who are two years
older than I, sleep together downstairs. I long for a companion
to share my terror and perhaps lessen it as the men advance.

My mind gives my body silent directions: Be quiet! Don’t
move! Hold your breath!

I try to obey, clenching every muscle and risking only the
tiniest sips of air.

A cracking sound—a plank shifts underneath the green
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This option is called “Verdict” with a plain first letter of the first paragraph

CHAPTER 1

MEN IN MY ROOM

WEST BERLIN, GERMANY 1970

I sense them before I see them.

Men—at least three—are in my room, hiding. They stand at
attention and answer to a master who is invisible to me. Eventu-
ally, the men come into focus. Although I don’t dare open my
eyes, I can picture their gray uniforms, the dark sticks they hold.
They are after me. I pull my blanket over my face and play
dead. If the men see me, they will kill me.

The men creep closer to my bed. Where is Bello, my stuffed
dog? I move my arm carefully and quietly, hoping it will land on
his soft fur.

I am four and alone. My sisters, twins who are two years
older than I, sleep together downstairs. I long for a companion to
share my terror and perhaps lessen it as the men advance.

My mind gives my body silent directions: Be quiet! Don't
move! Hold your breath!

I try to obey, clenching every muscle and risking only the
tiniest sips of air.

A cracking sound—a plank shifts underneath the green
carpet of my room. The men are still here. Under the blanket, it is




First Paragraph first letter options.

You may choose from the following:

The first paragraph of each chapter can be:

Left plain (as in “Parcel” and “Verdict” above)

Large (as in “Recital” and “Trifle” above)

Medium (as in “Trace” above)

Block-style (as in “Metro” above - only available for “Metro”)
Scripted (as in “Edgewood” and “Whisper” above)

akrwbd-~

Page Headers
For the tops of the pages, we can have:

Title and chapter names

2 < TITLE CHAPTER - 3




Author and Title

AUTHOR TITLE

Nothing




Indenting vs Spacing
You have the choice of indenting all paragraphs, or setting them apart with spacing.

Indented Paragraphs

RONY KESSLER

tried again, but nothing came out, no sound! She thought of bolting
across the hall, but the men were in the hall coming towards Johnny’s
room. As she turned to look for a place to hide in her brother's room,
she heard a spitting sound like soft whispers, pfft... pfft... pfft... She
quickly backed up into the room out of sight. She turned and ran
towards her brother's bed. He was still sleeping soundly. She was
going to get into the bed and cover them both and hide under the
blanket. Then she thought she would get under the bed. It was then
that she saw the chest where her mother stored the blankets at night.
Johnny’s spare blanket was still in there. Without thinking, survival
instinct took over, and she dove into the chest which was at the foot
of the bed and somehow was able to squeeze in and get the fluffy
blanket on top of her so that it covered her completely.

It was stuffy and tough to breathe, but it was also timely. It was not
with a moment to spare as one of the men came into the room. The
man came closer to the bed. She could hear his footsteps and his
breathing. A few seconds later she heard another man from the
hallway talking to the man inside the room in a whispered voice, a
voice with a very thick accent, “Yaya, I went to the girl's room and she
was not in there. I checked the room, the bed was not slept in.”

The man by the bed, who was called Yaya, whispered back, also
with a very thick accent, “It’s obvious if her bed was not slept in, then
the girl is either in one of the other rooms or maybe slept out at a
friend or relative.”

The man, who she now figured was standing by the door in the
hall, said, “Salim will not be happy.”

The man who was addressed as Yaya said, “Stop talking stupid,
Ishy, before we wake the boy up! Let's do what we came here to do
and get out. We will worry about the girl later.”

Rachel’s nostrils flared as she smelled a strange odor. It was medic-
inal, one she had not smelled before. She heard a sound like someone
ruffling the bedding and then lifting something up. Then she heard
Karen scream. It was not a normal scream. It was the kind of scream
that was being blocked by a hand over someone’s mouth. She knew
that because sometimes when they played, they did that to each other.
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Spaced Paragraphs

RONY KESSLER

had guns in their hands with long barrels. That was when she decided
to scream.

Rachel opened her mouth and expected to hear herself scream, but
nothing came out. It was as though her throat was paralyzed. She
tried again, but nothing came out, no sound! She thought of bolting
across the hall, but the men were in the hall coming towards Johnny’s
room. As she turned to look for a place to hide in her brother's room,
she heard a spitting sound like soft whispers, pfft... pfft... pfft.. She
quickly backed up into the room out of sight. She turned and ran
towards her brother's bed. He was still sleeping soundly. She was
going to get into the bed and cover them both and hide under the
blanket. Then she thought she would get under the bed. It was then
that she saw the chest where her mother stored the blankets at night.
Johnny’s spare blanket was still in there. Without thinking, survival
instinct took over, and she dove into the chest which was at the foot
of the bed and somehow was able to squeeze in and get the fluffy
blanket on top of her so that it covered her completely.

It was stuffy -and -tough-to breathe; but it-was also timely. It was-not
with a moment to spare as one of the men came into the room. The
man came closer to the bed. She could hear his footsteps and his
breathing. A few seconds later she heard another man from the
hallway talking to the man inside the room in a whispered voice, a
voice with a very thick accent, “Yaya, I went to the girl's room and she
was not in there. I checked the room, the bed was not slept in.”

The man by the bed, who was called Yaya, whispered back, also with a
very thick accent, “It’s obvious if her bed was not slept in, then the girl
is either in one of the other rooms or maybe slept out at a friend or
relative.”

The man, who she now figured was standing by the door in the hall,
said, “Salim will not be happy.”

The man who was addressed as Yaya said, “Stop talking stupid, Ishy,
before we wake the boy up! Let's do what we came here to do and get
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