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Today’s illustrators create images for diverse audiences and clients. Illustration Topics is an 
intermediate level course at the Minneapolis College of Art Design with  real life assign-
ments. From local shop totes to globally produced 3M tapes and stationary, this course 

places student projects in all sorts of applications. 

Project 5 was one of the most rewarding assignments with the collaboration of Minnesota author 
Kathleen Novak. Students illustrated her vivid short story At Louie Arco’s or an excerpt from 
What’s Inside is the Meatball. After reading her work to the class, Kathleen returned three weeks 
later to comment on their final illustrations. 

Thank you Kathleen! 

Tom Garrett
Professor, Department of Design 
MCAD 
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WRITER’S BIO: 
Kathleen Novak is a poet and writer who grew up on the iron mining range of 
Northern Minnesota, the granddaughter of Italian and Croatian immigrants. A 
graduate of the University of Minnesota, she has worked as an English teacher, 
consultant, and freelance writer. Her work has been recognized for its originality 
and poetic language. Ms. Novak lives in Minneapolis with her husband, daughter, 
and sagacious cat. 

Kathleen Novak’s Do Not Find Me, a potential prize-winning first novel, will be 
published February 2016 by THE PERMANENT PRESS in Sag Harbour, 
New York.  

2 



TABLE OF CONTENTS

5

6

8

22

Project Description

Project Process 

At Louie Arco’s 

What’s Inside is the Meatball 

3 



4 



ILLUSTRATION  TOPICS 
FALL 2015 / MCAD

PROJECT BRIEF:  Illustrate At Louie Arco’s or What’s 
Inside is the Meatball by Minnesota author Kathleen Novak . 

OBJECTIVES:  Illustrate a story using appropriate characters 
and a believable environment. 

SPECIFICS:  Full color illustrations. 
Size: 15”width X 20” height. 

TODAY:  Select one of the two writings to illustrate and 
develop a Mood Board using the InDesign template. We’ll 
critique your printed out 11” X 17” boards at 5:30 p.m. Make 
sure to upload it to the server after the critique. 

HOMEWORK: 
1. Develop 15 thumbnail concept sketches using the 

Concept Sheet. 
2. Scan your concepts and  label your file: last.name.first.

pro5.concepts.jpg.  Be sure to correctly rotate the image 
and clean up any big smudges.  

3. Upload to the server and place in the folder “Project 5 
Concepts”.

 

OCTOBER 27:  Bring plenty of tracing paper to develop your 
best concept into a finished sketch. We’ll critique your final 
sketches at 5:30 p.m. Make sure to upload to the server after 
the critique. 

NOVEMBER 3: We’ll use this class as a studio to develop 
your final art.

NOVEMBER 10:  Advising Day. Class will not meet.

EVALUATION:  We’ll critique this project on November 17. 
Please print out your final art placed in the InDesign Layouts. 
This project will be evaluated on creativity, research, process, 
technical achievement and presentation. 

ARCHIVE YOUR WORK:  
Upload 2 files to classroom server. One with the art, one with 
the art placed in the layout. Files should be 300 dpi jpegs. 
Please label files as lastname.first.pro5.jpg. + lastname.first.
pro5.layout.jpg

Project 5

5 



case study
Short Story Illustration Process 

Step 1: 
Mood Board
Develop a Mood or Research Board 
with elements that inspire an overall 
direction. This could be a mixture 
of photographs, designs and found 
textures. It also should show reference 
materials based on the story’s charac-
ters and place. 
 

Step 2: 
Email Ready Sketch 
Beginning with a series of loose sketches on tracing paper, the final sketch is scanned and 
cleaned up in Photo Shop. An example of past work and a color pallete are added. 

Step 3:
Create a mock up 
Scan and drop the finished artwork into an InDesign layout. 
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Step 4:
Author’s comments 

November 2015

Dear MCAD Illustration Class,

Your illustrations of my written works continue to pop into mind, and I’ve realized two 
surprises that I’d like to share. First, all of you who illustrated At Louie Arco’s put the 
writer into the illustration. It’s perfectly logical that you would. But I have never visu-
alized myself in the poem. I am always the observer. When I was in the classroom with 
you, I felt so startled at the girl in the armchair, but I didn’t focus on why. It took me 
another week to isolate that odd nag I had – what was I doing in all those illustrations? 
It’s an important take on point of view, I think. You were looking at the whole. I was 
looking out from the center.

The second surprise is that all three illustrations of Nicky Marodi jumped into his 
mental illness, which is also perfectly logical. Yet as much as Nicky Marodi has haunted 
me, I have never visualized the illness that made him so peculiar. I have seldom thought 
about the nightmares in Nicky’s mind. Now, however, I do. Your illustrations stay with 
me and have enriched how I deal with this character.

Again, thank you for bringing me into your developing work as artists. I found you to 
be a focused, thoughtful and gracious group. My best wishes to all of you.

Sincerely,

Kathleen Novak 
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Artwork by Alex Perkins
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Project 5
At Louie Arco’s
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Artwork by Taylor Cobb
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AT LOUIE ARCO’S
By Kathleen Novak 

For a short time before I went to school
before my brother was born
when we were a new family of three

my father took me with him to Louie Arco’s Clothiers
where we would sit for awhile in wide stuffed chairs
watch Julia the tailor measure and sew

and talk with Louie and his blond wife
who wore high heels all day
and smoked cigarettes that Louie lit for her

Louie was a handsome man
dark like my father and young a man
who wore fine wool with white shirts and suspenders

his store was not a child’s world this world
was rich and rarefied this was a grey world 
of men’s suits silk ties felt fedoras in round boxes

it was a world I caught up to twenty years later
long after Louie had closed his doors divorced his wife
bought interest in a gay bar in some southern city

long after the ex-Mrs. Arco had remarried
and Julia had retired my father and I 
went our separate ways too hardly ever again knowing

how to sink back into chairs side by side
and watch an hour slide by smoke hovering low 
and clouding our vision though if you ask me

how well I remember Louie Arco’s 
I will tell you my feet still dangle over the edge of the chair
not touching the floor 

the room full of smoke
still blesses my hair my father ever dark and handsome
is my hero Louie Arco is one too 
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Artwork by Catherine Florenda
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Artwork by Hannah Northup
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Artwork by Sara La Cosse
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Artwork by Liz Rust
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Artwork by Kyra Tanner
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Artwork by Tess Mickle
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Artwork by Brooklynd Turner
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Artwork by James Severson
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Artwork by Dan Sellers
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Artwork by Nathan Motzko
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Artwork by Ashley Rades
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Project 5
What’s Inside is the Meatball 
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Artwork by Carl Duff
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Excerpt from the novel 

WHAT’S INSIDE IS THE MEATBALL
By Kathleen Novak 

Nicky grew up on these blocks, rode a broken bike his Uncle Freddo gave him, went to the brick school with its 
wooden desks in rows, papers with lines, letters that curved every time in the same way, the g always a g, the h 
always an h. He was good at school. He kept to the order of school and took to the information it presented, 
who sailed around the Cape of Good Hope, how coral formed at the bottom of the sea, when to use a plural 

verb. He knew these blocks then, the store with the Italian lady who yelled to pick up your wrappers, always agitated, the skin 
under her arms wiggling and her hairnet loose. He saw the store now, but it wasn’t the Italian lady’s store, some man smoking 
inside, wrappers everywhere, nobody picking up wrappers. 

He had pictures in his mind of what these blocks used to be, though he was struggling to find that again, as though the earth 
had lurched in its orbit, as he did when he walked, jiggling the neighborhood off kilter, different encounters at every turn, 
alarm on faces. Years ago, people had welcomed the handsome Nicky Marodi with brightness in his eyes and a million ideas 
bouncing around in his young and feverish mind. That was all before the confusion began, when the letter g could become the 
letter h, when he saw the windows take shape and his mother’s front door reach out to swallow him. 
He had one whole story of young Nicky Marodi. Now he had another story as a man who frightened people. He didn’t think 
he was dangerous, but for years he’d been confined to a hospital that reminded him of a kingdom, a place away from other 
places with locks and bars and uniformed staff and its own laundry and its own bakery and its own electrical power, everything 
its own. The sick screamed. He probably screamed too. He was sure he did, but it wasn’t an exact sureness, it wasn’t a detailed 
sureness. A foggy recollection of a place he’d been for so long he now had gray hairs he could see in the mirror and an ache for 
everything he’d never known and maybe never would.

Nicky Marodi had been diagnosed as a schizophrenic when he was eighteen, just before he was to go into the army and fight 
for world freedom and peace, both notions that he ascribed to at the time, grand notions he wanted to defend. But as the 
months before he graduated from high school became more disordered, his mind taking nightmarish leaps and his dreams 
hovering on horror, his mother took him to see Doctor Murray, who referred them to another doctor in Duluth, who told his 
mother this news and, in perfect medical English, tried to explain to the Italian woman that her son would not simply recover. 
There was no medicine that would return him to the self he was just one year before. They took the train home together, 
holding hands as they sat side by side, Nicky working to keep himself in check and his mother whispering the rosary without 
any beads.

They worked and prayed like that for the next five years, as the war ended and the victorious returned, as the world trudged 
on, not necessarily peaceful or altogether free. The neighborhood around them grew more intolerant of Nicky and his unusual 
ways, his jerky movements and wild eyes, his lack of control over his tongue and his weird, often incomprehensible outbursts. 
The kinder people, like the Abellis for example, shook their heads in pity and made an effort to say hello. But others, especially 
the newcomers to the blocks he walked and the older boys and girls who had lost their childhoods to the Depression and the 
war, were not so kind. Groups of them took to chasing and mocking him. Someone came up with the name Kaka Roo, which 
the boys called out even if he was a block away. He couldn’t escape the cruelty. And the worse it got, the worse he became.

When he was twenty-three, his mother committed him to the Moose Lake State Hospital for the mentally ill. That’s where he 
had been for a decade. He didn’t think of it that way. A decade had no meaning for Nicky. Life was a day full of minutes that 
may or may not go his way. He’d been home for one week of these full minutes, taking medications that were supposed to 
keep him from delusions and, hopefully, give him respite. So far he had slept through the long nights. So far he had avoided 
groups of boys coming his way. That’s all the meaning he held right now. Full minutes. Long rests. His mother made him wear 
a scapular blessed by the monsignor. Please, Nicky, she said. Don’t ever take it off.
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Artwork by Joe Neumann
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Artwork by Jacklyn Erdman
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Artwork by Alex Knutson
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