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Hello

Thank you for looking through my graphic design portfolio. These are just a few examples
of what | can do. Much of my expertise lies in small press poetry collections and art books,
however, | also specialise in literary magazines, trade books, publicity materials, and CD

and vinyl packaging. | also have extensive experience copy editing, line editing, and
proofreading.

Sincerely,
Leigh



Who is Leigh Kotsilidis?

Over the years, | have worn many hats. After finishing my undergrad in Anthropology
at York University, | worked as an archaeologist for 4 years. Then | became a managing
editor for several publications, and | even started my own small press. Returning to

school, | did my Masters of Fine Arts at Concordia University, where | taught some classes.

Although this may sound like a meandering career path, what has been consistent is my
commitment to art, poetry, and graphic design. | am driven and passionate about these
subjects and have spent over 20 years honing my expertise.

As an artist, | have presented work in Canada at the Redpath Museum, Blue Metropolis
International Literary Festival, SummerWorks Performance Festival, and Canadian Stage.
Internationally, my visual artwork has been presented at HEK Art Centre and Wilde
Gallery in Switzerland, Untitled Art Fair and Minnesota Street Project in the USA; and at
the JIFA Festival at the Louvre in France. As a poet, | have written two books of poetry,
Hypotheticals (Coach House Books, 2011) and Some of Us May Live (forthcoming). And
as a graphic designer, | have worked with both small press and trade publishers, with
musicians and artists, and other wonderful and unexpected clients.

Currently, my studio is in Tiohtia:ke (Montreal) on unceded Kanien’keha:ka territory.

LEIGH KOTSILIDIS

About Me



What | can do for you?

Whether you’re a small press publisher, a producer of trade books, a musician, an artist, or
a private contractor, there’s a design project | can do for you.

My design approach can be independent or collaborative—it depends on what you need.
Either way, | believe the best designs are created through strong communication with my
client(s), and through familiarity and understanding of their content. My goal is to create a
design that is exactly as you want. For this reason, | am always approachable, flexible, and
thorough.

Here are a few examples of what kind of projects | do:

Poetry Books Coffee Table Books Copy editing
Art Books Catalogues Line Editing
Trade Books Brochures Proofreading
Magazines Posters

CD & Vinyl Packaging Business Cards

Promotional Materials

Get in touch, I'd love to work with you,
leighkots@yahoo.ca
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My Design Philosophy

4. Empathy. It is important |

familiarize myself with your
content. This means reading,
listening, studying, and/or
discussing it together. This
ensures the form reflects the
content, with honesty,

LEIGH KOTSILIDIS

2. Collaboration. | am working

with you toward a shared
goal. This requires dialogue
throughout the process:
being clear and transparent
about what we want and
need, and willing to adapt to
any changes along the way.

3, Legibility. A strong design

should be understood
quickly without it getting in
the way. This requires paring
it down to the essentials—
don’t over design. And
know your audience and
cultural context.

4 . Cohesion & Flow. A good

design will direct us in

our visual (and tactile)
experience. The intentional
and specific use of line,
colour, shape, space, and
materials will tell the eye where
to look next, when to pause,
and when to keep moving.

B, Thoroughness. | am the

designer who will obsess
over the placement of every
single element because

this exactness is crucial in
design. We may not recognise
why, but we know when
something is off.

Design Philosophy 5



Poetr

My love of design and layout for niche literary publications was sparked after a couple of
years of working as the book layout designer for the literary magazines existere and LICHEN
in the early 2000s. In 2005, | started my own small press, littlefishcartpress, with three other
poetry lovers. We published several poetry titles, most of them designed by yours truly.

In 2007 | was contracted by Wolsak and Wynn publishers to design and layout their poetry
titles. | did this for over 3 years. At the same time | also did poetry book layout for small
press publisher Snare Books, and following this, for Inanna Publications and for the Vallum

Chapbook Series.

Note: In most cases the artwork was chosen by the publisher or author.
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Comprehensive List of Poetry Books

Cover + Interior

Vallum Chapbook Series

Wellwater, Karen Solie, No. 37

Life Cycle of a Mayfly, Maya Clubine, No. 36

House, Scott Cecchin, No. 35

War Canticles, George Elliott Clarke, No. 34

Des Monsteras, Heather White, No. 33

Retooling for a Figurative Life, Erin Moure, No. 32

DC Poems, Joe Neubert, No. 31

It Was Treaty / It Was Me, Matthew James Weigel, No. 30

The Bannisters, Paul Muldoon, No. 29

Swelles, Sina Queyras, No. 28

Finding Places to Make Places, Alexei Perry Cox, No. 27
Art of Surgery, A. F. Moritz, No. 26

From the Weave, Thurston Moore & John Kinsella, No. 26
Ladybird Bug Boy, Zach Pearl, No. 25

entre-Ban, Bhanu Kapil, No. 24

Mind of Spring, Jami Macarty, No. 23

String Practice, Jan Zwicky, No. 22

Sonnets on a Night Without Love, Yusuf Saadi, No. 21
Veinte, Vincent Pagé, No. 20

Larix, Don McKay, No. 19

The Montreal Book of the Dead, Mary Di Michele, No. 18

A Remarkable Grey Horse, Thurston Moore & John Kinsella, No. 17

Wolsak and Wynn

Complete Works, vol. |, Oliverio Girondo (Trans. Hugh Hazelton), 2018.

A Nervous City, Chris Pannell, 2013.
Einstein’s Cat, Zoé Landale, 2012.

Dying a Little, Barry Dempster, 2011.

A Difficult Beauty, David Groulx, 2011.
Woods Wolf Girl, Cornelia Hoogland, 2011.

LEIGH KOTSILIDIS

Vesuvius, Zulmira ribeiro Tavares, (Trans. Hugh Hazelton), 2011.

Seeing Lessons, Catherine Owen, 2010.

Hallucinations in the Alfalfa, Griselda Garcia (Trans. Hugh Hazelton), 2010.
Burning House, Richard Lemm, 2010.

Turning the Corner at Dusk, Jacquie Buncel, 2010.

Next to Nothing, Christina McRae, 2009

Drive, Chris Pannell, 20009.

littlefishcartpress

Bird Construction Co.: Banff Centre Writing Studio 2008 Anthology

This Grace, Poetry Anthology, 2007.

The Hoodoo You Do So Well: Banff Centre Writing Studio 2007 Anthology
Small Wonder, Gordon Johnston, 2007.

Paper Route and Other Poems, Chris Michalski, 2007.

Driven to the Edge of Winter: An Anthology of Trent U. Students, 2004.
Switchgrass Stills, Sharon McCartney, 2005.

Talk That Mountain Down: Banff Centre Writing Studio 2005 Anthology

Neruda Resistance Riffs, Cameron Esler, 2005.

After the Blizzard, Zachariah Wells, 2005.

The Flood, Betsy Struthers, 2005.

Nine Poems on the End of the World, Brendan Main, 2005.
All But What There Is, Cameron Esler, 2005.

Misidentified Rhyming Objects, David Bateman, 2005.

In Case of Mayhem, Break Glass, Dave Cameron, 2005.
Death Sentences, Florence Treadwell, 2005.

A Complete Encyclopedia of Different Types of People, Gabe Foreman, 2005.

Glenn Gould Negotiates the Danube in the Company of a Raven, Jeramy Dodds, 2005.

What Surprises You, Gordon Johnston, 2005.
Secular Eggs, John Climenhage, 2005.
Synesthete I, Ingrid Ruthig, 2005.

Odes to Esperanto, Joshua Trotter, 2005.
Unclaimed Baggage, Lea Harper, 2005.

The Dentistry of a Bengal Tiger, Nathan Reeves, 2005.
Sea Tale (in several parts), La Fragua, Steven Laird, 2005.
My Own Irish Emigration Experiment, Tyler Levee, 2005.
Four Ways of Not Saying Cowboy, Zachary Gaviller, 2005.
Urgent Baby, Alex Boyd, 2005.

Interior only

Wolsak and Wynn

Love in the Chthulucene, Natalee Caple, 2019.
Just Like Her, Louise Dupré and Erin Moure, 2011.
The Islands, Louise Cotnoir and Oana Avasilichioaei, 2011.

The New Blue Distance, Jeanette Lynes, 2009.

Inanna Publications

Circle Tour, Eva Tihanyi, 2023.

Sigrene’s Bargain with Odin, Zoé Landale, 2023.
Essential Ingredients, Carol Rose GoldenEagle, 2022.
Hypatia’s Wake, Susan Andrews Grace, 2022.
Sensorial, Carolyne Van Der Meer, 2022.

Stations of the Crossed, Carol Rose GoldenEagle, 2022.
The Tempest, llona Martonfi, 2022.

29 leads to love, Salimah Valiani, 2021.

Bloodroot, Betsy Warland, 2021.

Min Hayati, Rayya Liebich, 2021.

Window Ledge, Lesley Strutt, 2021.

Snare Books

Thresh, Kim Minkus, 2009.
Generator, lan Christopher Goodman, 2009.
Security Posture, Sarah Dowling, 2009.

Poetry Books
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azines

Since the early 2000s | have worked for poetry magazines existere,
LICHEN, and Vallum. I've been responsible for cover design and
interior layout.

Note: In all cases the original artwork was chosen by the publisher.




vallum

18:1
INVISIBILITY

Elana Wolff

SOTTO VOCE

When we're in the den, they're in the boidem.
We hear the strains of opera, intermittently, from above;

slippers shuffling near the ceiling, swish
of a housecoat hemn through a doorway:

burgundy velour.
| keep the fancy soaps in the upstairs bathroom,

just in case. Your mother—| called her fma too—
never opened a gift of fancy soap. After she passed

we found them all in the wrappings—
stowed in a crystal bowl. Your parents—

they were nearly mine as well—always
folded the Federbett and plumped the pillows

after staying the night. They kept the Old World ways.
They hover setto voce now, invisibly, like presence.

52 | vanum

Jacob Scheier

AGHOST STORY

Last night we walked down the old country road, new

o us, The full moon hung toe low, and out in the fields a thick mist clung
tothei iate sky above the freshly soy crops. This part was true
presuming what we could see during the day remained ence night fell,
W agreed. it appeared haunted

but in that inviting way. What would happen? you asked

if we walked into the distant mist, | would vanish, and you'd be left
staring into the airy tendrils as though I'd never existed.

What if | went first, you said. Then, I'd be all alone

perhaps forever. We agreed to go together

and then decided we would not go at all.

Your breath spoke our bodies’ cold, Each sound

in this old Victorian home has a lost cause.

Or as you remind me, cause, effect may well be
simultaneous. | attribute the hard rain patter

inside to just mice within the walls.

Maybe the mice are possessed,

suggest your steps on the stairs.

This house, so large, it's like we live apart

in different centuries. The rain scurry returns

or never left. Nothing is scary

about a noise in itself, right? Just mice.

As with the fields, it's the spaciousness that frightens,
yes? Being able to see past the immediate,

that there is something barely visible beyond

the last ible thing, It's all that ibili

that scares me. Love,

the oldest ghost story of all. You're just down the hall
or | am. | am. What happens to the other here

in our different nooks when we forget we aren't
alone, momentarily, and then become 507 | worry

as | write this, I'm causing us, once more, 1o vanish.

FROM ERES PRESENCES © ANTOME JANOT

A. F. Moritz

HOUSE

It was a house plummeting through the night.

At last | had a home. A place

to stay, my own, a different place

from the hideous roofless pesterings, the appearances
and disappearings that never let me alone.

It was a house collapsing into itself.

When I'd swept all the floors, caulked the cracks,
dusted the picture frames and rubbed the cheap
glasses brighter than crystal, nothing needed

to be fixed ever again. | could walk from view to view,
and any shifting of a figurine in a room

was for a slightly other beauty.

It was a house all alone in a wood and meadow
among unpopulated hills ringed in by cliffs

snowy in the summers. Twenty steps to the door

and | could shut away the sirens

of a minute ago, rusted knives and needles in gutters,
the shouts and threats or starving-dog

indifference of the beggars.

It was a house mine alone

where | could think that if the one | love
came home...I would know

at last how to be with her. My failure

was a happy moment

recalling, expecting, in the great continuance
of being together.

14 | VALLUM
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-' Featuring new poems by Lambda literary
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existere

Vol. 25 No. 1

existere

Vol. 24 No. 1

fellow Nora Hikari, Terry Watada, Evan J, and
Contem pora ry poetry ore. Plus, an excerpt from George Elliott
larke’s War Canticles, as well as a preview
f our 2022 Chapbook Award winner. Rosie
Long Decter interviews Frankie Barnet on
" her debut graphic novel. Reviews of Garden
Physic by Sylvia Legris and / Wish | Could Be
Peter Falk by Paul Zits. Artwork by Fulbright
fellow Leah Oates from her series Transitory
Space.




EAH OATES

TRANSITORY SPACE © LE
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Comprehensive List of Magazines

Cover + Interior

Vallum 20:2, Endings and Beginnings, Fall 2023.
Vallum 20:1, Dreams vs Nightmares, Spring 2023.
Vallum 19:2, Open Theme, Fall 2022.

Vallum 19:1, Bridges, Spring 2022.

Vallum 18:1, Invisibility, Spring 2021.

existere, vol.26, no.2, Fall 2006.

existere, vol.26 no.1, Spring 2006.

existere, vol.25 no.2, Fall 2005.

existere, vol.25 no.1, Spring 2005.

existere, vol.24, no.1, Spring 2004.

LICHEN Arts & Letters Preview, Spring/Summer 2006.
LICHEN Arts & Letters Preview, Fall/Winter 2005.

Magazines




Designing an art book is more collaborative than other types of design work. Consultation with
the artist (or the artist’s proxy) is integral to the process to ensure their philosophy, spirit, and
aesthetics are accurately portrayed. | consider the art book an extension of the artwork itself,

where it can take on a new life on the page.



PREFACE

Uncut poems, stories, art and drama
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a snail un escargot

This is the tail
E
a snai un escargot
Written and lllustrated by / Texte et illustrations Voyons un peu! Qui donc arrive?
Philip Stratford
EVE

of a snail called Eve

YVES

i \ , un escargot qui s'appelle Yves

As you may know The likely males
a snail is slow were all girl-snails
te-

philip stratford

Sans se presser, évideri'lment, S'il rencontrait des limagons
car 'escargot est plutdt lent ils étaient toujours des gargons




wAttends, Boubacar! Qu'est-ce que tu as? Attends, cheri, atrends-moil »

Mais Boubacar ne s"arréair pas. 1l gémissait de plus en plus forr, « Qooehl Ooh! Mon
ventre me fait mal! Aiel Ale! » Arrivé au milieu du marche, il se mit 4 courir dans les allées, en
se cognant contre les tables ot les charrettes.

Elda appela encore ¢ « Attends, Boubou chéri! Attends-moil »

ot

“Boubacar! What's the maner?” she cried. “Wait, please stop! Boubacar dear!”

But Boubacar wasn’t stopping. At the market he kept groaning and moaning, “Oooh!
Owww! My stomach hures!” He began to run through the narrow aisles, bumping into carts

and mbles.

“Wait, Boubacar, Whats happened? Srop, Boubou dear!” Elda shouted.

L'énorme hippopotame se remit en route. Mais aprés quelques pas seulement, il
commenga a se plaindre :

« Ooooh! Ooh! Mon ventre me fait mall Aie! Aiel » il gémissait « Fit bien, ce n'est rien »
se dit-il. « J'ai dd manger trop vite, » Et Boubacar continua & marcher malgré I douleur,
pensant aux ¢pinards qu'il trouverait.

Sa femmye, Elda, qui elle aussi it sortie de 'eau pour se rendre au marché, reconnut
fa voix de son mari, Boubacar, son trés gros hippopotame gourmand. En le voyant passer
juste & coré d'elle en se plaignant, elle lui eria toute inquiéte:

L 4

The enormous hippopotamus started off, but after a few steps his stomach began to hurt.

“Clooh! My stomach is sorel Ooooh, owww!” Boubacar groaned. “Oh well, it surely
isn't serous,” he said 1o himself. 1 must have eaten oo fast, that's all.” So he kepr walking,
thinking of the spinach he might find.

His wife Elda, who was also on her way to the marker after a long swim, recognized
the voice of her dear, ever-hungry hushand, She saw him go by just in front of her and
called out to him:

Art Books













































