
Just wait and see.
HOLLY JOHNSON

GRAPHIC DESIGNER



My name is Holly
I’m curiously passionate, 

unabashedly driven, & 
quietly determined. Also,  

I’m a graphic designer.

A skilled and creative graphic designer who 
refuses to give up and only puts forth the best 
work. I’m well versed in the aspects of both print 
and digital design, and I have also completed 
a secondary illustration concentration. I relish 
learning new skills and putting them to use in 
captivating projects. With a curiously strong 
sense of design, passion, and dedication, 
you’ll find that I’m your perfect match.





Well-versed in both print and design, I have been able to work on a 
variety of projects that show my set of unique skills and passion.



Inside the Pixar Braintrust
BROCHURE  

& ENVELOPE
A brochure that emphasizes the philosophy and 
morals of the Pixar Braintrust, and is able to be sent 
to other businesses and organizations to invite them 
to a conference where they can learn how to make 
their own braintrust.

INSIDE THE

PIXAR
A

YOU DON’T HAVE TO WORK AT PIX
TO CREATE A BRAINTRU

Make you think 
smarter. 

The people you choose must:

AB
XAR 
UST

Put lots of 
solutions on 
the table in a 
short amount 
of time.

.
i don’t care who it is, the janitor, or 
the intern or one of your most trusted 
lieutenants: If they can help you do that, 
they should be at that table.

seek out people who are 
willing to level with you, 
and when you find them,

HOLD THEM 

A BrainTrust has the ability to help elevate your business and company to levels higher than you 

CLOSE.

thought possible.  

Now it’s your turn.
Join our team at the pixar

and learn secrets, tips, & tricks

to create your own.

BRAINTRUST
CONFERENCE

FIND OUT MORE INFO BY VISITING 

PIXAR.COM/BRAINTRUST 
TO  LOCATE A CONFERENCE NEAR YOU.
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ITS PREMISE IS SIMPLE: Put smart, 
passionate people in a room together, charge 
them with identifying and solving problems, 

and encourage them to be candid. 

A BASIC TRUTH
PEOPLE WHO T
ON 
CREATIVE PRO
BECOME LOST

THIS HELPS US TO COMPREHEND WHY THE 
BRAIN TRUST IS SO CENTRAL TO PIXAR. SOME 
SOLUTIONS COME THAT MIGHT NOT HAVE BEEN 
THOUGHT OF.   NOW - IT’S YOUR  TURN TO CREATE. H: 

TAKE 
 

OJECTS 
T.



Inside the Pixar Braintrust
POSTERS Two posters that both textually and visually emphasize 

the philosophy and important characteristics that the 
Pixar Braintrust embody—candor in the workplace 
and totally embodying your work.



From Eden
IDENTITY &

PACKAGING
Capturing the essence of a juice cleanse line called 
From Eden. The vivid color of the juice and the natural 
ingredients put into the drink were the focus of the 
design. Clear, natural, and bright were the key ideas in 
creating the bottle line and carrying box.



From Eden App
APP UI

DESIGN
Furthering the From Eden juice cleanse line, this app 
emphasizes the vivid color and natural ingredients. 
It gives consumers the ability to learn about the 
company and its cleanse line as well as keep track of 
their cleanse progress and replenish their stock.





I Am Not Medicine
DIRECT

MAIL
A direct mail piece that brings attention to the 
prevalence of wild life crime and the steps the World 
Wildlife Fund is taking to stop it. Emphasizes the 
incredible crime against rhinos in the wild.



The Franco Effect
EDITORIAL

LAYOUT
A 5 page editorial layout that uses geometrics and 
numerous pieces to convey the extreme amount of 
jobs that James Franco has at any one time as well 
as the impact that he has on the entertainment world.
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LEFT TO RIGHT As Fran-
co in General Hospi-
tal. James astound-
ed as Aron Ralston 
in 127 Hours. As 
David Piccolo in 

Eat, Pray, Love 
alongside Julia 
Roberts. James no-
toriously fell asleep 
in one of his college 
courses. Franco as 

Tristan in Tristan + 
Isolde. Hosting the 
Oscars with Anne 
Hathaway. Portray-
ing Harry Osborn in 
Spiderman.

Freaks and Geeks. The guy has been working for 
nearly half his whole life. This breeds either confi dence 
that might be misread as arrogance, or a focus that 
might be misread as impudence. He leans forward. 
“I didn’t blame her for being mad. She had brought 
her child,” he says. “But I mean, come on. Who brings 
a child to a graduate-school fi lm showing?” Franco 
chalks it up, unhurt, undeterred.

Of course, Franco has other openings coming 
up, too, in pretty much every cineplex in existence. 
He’s got a supporting role in Eat, Pray, Love, a kind 
of soft porn for unhappy thirty-six-year-old women. 
Then he’s up for a starring turn in the new Danny 
Boyle fi lm, 127 Hours, as a mountain climber who, 
trapped in the Utah desert, amputates his own arm to 
get out from under a boulder. This month he’ll appear 
as Allen Ginsberg in art-house sure thing Howl. 
Then in a Danny McBride comedy, Your Highness, 
about two brothers who are princes. All of this in the 
next year. He’s started work on the Planet of the Apes 
sequel, which gives hope to nostalgic forty-fi ve-year-
old fanboys everywhere. So how does he pick this 
stuff ? What’s the plan? Did he even read Eat, Pray, 
Love? Later, walking to the barbershop, when asked 
this very question, he will laugh--at fi nding himself 
in such a movie and at the shambling Alphabet City 
hottie and whiny spiritualist he plays. “What can I say 
about Eat, Pray, Love?” he says. “Let’s see…” Then 
he pauses for a solid fi fteen seconds. When Franco 
speaks, his tone is guiltless, his aff ect amused. “You 
know, in Eat, Pray, Love, my character mostly 
appears in the fi rst twenty pages of the book,” he says, 
and now the smile is broad, inviting, self-aware. “And 

I can defi nitely say I read the fi rst twenty pages.” At 
the diner, Franco reaches into his bag and pulls out 
a Polaroid camera, hands it over, then pulls out one 
for himself. “I fi gure we can just shoot each other,” he 
says. “We’ll make a project out of the morning. We’re 
going for a straight shave, right?”

He stares deeply, right into the shot, then pulls 
the camera back and snaps one off . “You can just do 
it randomly,” he says, taking a picture of his toast. 
“Documentation.” The cameras whirl out a storm 
of white squares, each 
fading backward into 
a representation of the 
otherwise unremarkable 
morning that Franco is 
living. The day is ahead. 
These then are lovingly 
random “before” shots: his 
toast, the fl oor, his bony 
shoulders, the pubey little chin hair, the occasional 
blank glance, his pale face dark against the wall of 
light from the street. He doesn’t care that he looks 
sickly in some shots or that his eyes are closed in 
others. He doesn’t seem to care if he’s even in the 
pictures at all. He likes one in which a woman 
carrying a Boston terrier and a bag of oranges passes 
by the window. He’s right, it’s pretty cool.

Steady and unpretentious in his appraisals, 
he regards the images with a patience one does not 
often fi nd in movie stars sitting in public places. It’s 
clear he’d do this for days and days, purely on the 
compact of the assignment he’s given himself, that 
he’d be willing to keep snapping these images until 

he found what he was looking for. This version of 
himself, the student, is not one Franco seems willing 
to surrender. “Acting doesn’t do very much for me,” 
he says fl atly. “I put off  school for it, but it’s not like it 
was a sacrifi ce or anything. I really didn’t miss school 
until I went back. Or maybe I missed it and nobody 
believed that, not even me. The work of it--and I have 
really great teachers--that’s the stuff  that adds up for 
me in a way that acting doesn’t.

ART OF THE MATTER
No matter how long you stand at the opposite corner 
of James Franco’s art opening, no matter how far from 
him you stand, no matter how thick the crowd gets, 
it is impossible not to see that he’s prepared, that he’s 
happy, that he likes the argument, the provocation of 
it all. He’s up to it. Whale skin. One might hasten to 
point out that nothing rides on this for him, and that 
this is the confi dence-man aspect of Franco’s game, 
operating within the brutal, parochial Darwinism of 
the contemporary art world with impunity, simply 
because he is a movie star and he knows it.

Still, the guy works, manic and openhearted. 
There are fi ve rooms’ worth of that work here, work 
that coalesces into a fairly cohesive exploration of 
boyhood, sexuality, and something that is distinctly 
Franco’s, a vision of a guy comically trapped in what 
everybody in the celebrity-mad republic presumes to 
be the best job in the world: movie star. And all of the 
exhibit, every bit, is wholly unrelated to the enervating 
measures of Hollywood success. These infi ltrations-
-into the world of art, the classroom, the gallery, the 
soap-opera set--have to be a relief to a guy whose 
job as a movie star, presents him with questions 
he doesn’t care about answering. The exhibit asks 
the question: Who gives a shit about an image of a 
plywood rocket burning on a salt fl at, even when that 
image is projected on the inside walls of an identical 
version of that rocket? No one profi ts from it. 

That’s why Franco greets everyone who 
approaches at the opening warmly, that’s why he’s 
a restless, resilient, and, yes, legitimate student. He 
likes the questions of all this. And of course he’s not 
afraid at this opening. He’s opening everywhere, all 
the time. But no matter how many times you click play, 
it’s kind of hard to watch James Franco on General 
Hospital, playing Franco, that simulacrum of himself, 

a kind of Ed Wood manqué. This is the artist Franco, 
our Franco, using acting in a performance of the role 
of a performance artist. But the timing seems a little 
off , his tone slightly out of concert. A lot of layers of 
meaning. Very sticky, and pseudoacademic.

Maybe--no, surely-this is on purpose. Because 
James Franco is a very good actor. He stole the 
show in Pineapple Express, as a strangely thoughtful 
burnout. He nailed a supporting role lip-to-lip 
with Sean Penn in Milk and gave an underrated 
performance in Paul Haggis’s quiet triumph, In 
the Valley of Elah. He’s about to enter the realm of 
leading man simply because he does exactly what a 
movie star does: makes you want a lot more of him.

Before we enter Barbiere, a boutique 
barbershop that makes men feel like new men, 
where we’re set up for the shave, Franco rolls this 
reaction over. “Bad? You thought it was bad?” It 
makes him laugh, not because it’s inconceivable, 
more because he’s curious. There is a clarifi cation: not 
bad. Uncomfortable to watch. He thinks. “I’m glad 
it made you uncomfortable,” he says. We enter the 
barbershop. “The point was, I was uncomfortable. 
It’s a very diff erent world, diff erent style of acting. 
And we knew people would recognize me, that 
they wouldn’t accept me as Franco. In some ways, I 
can’t be anyone else but James Franco. That can be 
uncomfortable, too.” 

In the shop, Franco politely introduces himself 
and doles out his cameras  again. “That project began 
a longtime before I went on the soap opera. The truth 
is, on General Hospital, everyone recognizes me as 
the movie actor. That’s the thing. I’m kind of stuck as 
myself.  The barber twirls a towel down over his face 
and James Franco, our Franco, disappears beneath 
it. The barber asks him not to talk while he 
works with the blade. Eventually a new 
Franco emerges. 

Sure, he hasn’t had his eggs 
yet, but it’s got to be said: James Franco looks a 
little ragged along the seams at 8:45 in the morning. 
Unshaven. Inky at his edges and out of sorts. The 
brown T-shirt hangs on his shoulders like the wind 
blew it there. He’s catfooted and somehow goofy of 
gait. And that mustache is a wish.

He generally fi ts the bill of a vaguely hungover, 
Lower East Side, semi-academic hipster artist 
living the unraveling agenda of Tuesday-morning 
being and nothingness. He sits by a side door near 
a pail of mop water. There’s a paperback, palm-
pinched, cover down, in his right hand, and a big 

plastic shopping bag full up with something he 
doesn’t want to show just yet. When asked 

what he’s reading Franco smiles his 
ungrudgingly adolescent smile, a 

grin as terminally satisfying 
as the last healthy 
squeeze on a tube 

of toothpaste. He is 
engaging, for just a second, 

in the mutual diction of actor and 
artist -- ”It’s for a project,” he says. But the 

word--project--thumps out of him unprecious 
and without bluster, as if he were naming a day of the 
week. He’s always got something going. He fl ips the 
book over. Twilight.

Keep in mind: The position of things is such 
that he doesn’t have to show the book. Had he said 
Jude the Obscure, no one would have been the wiser. 
He’s a graduate student, after all, enrolled in two 
universities at pretty much any given moment. “It’s 
crazy how much sexual tension there is,” he says. “It 
just builds and builds. I mean it never stops. It’s sort 
of explosive by the end. Crazy. Like they’ll blow up 
with it. And of course, they don’t.” He shrugs then, 
a good shrug, because he is selling nothing with it. 
“Which is the point too, I guess.”

FRANCO’S ELUSIVE PROJECTS
Sometimes Franco goes a little hypnotic with the 
eye contact. What starts as a steady gaze generally 
transmutes into the oddly pleased squint that is his 
war paint, a look that allows him to play both stoner 
and supervillain with the same incredulous vacancy. 
He sighs a little, apologetic. “You probably know I 

92   |  DECEMBER 2013

James Franco is the 
epitome of the “Jack 
of all Trades”—good 
thing for us, one of 
those was modeling.
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LEFT TO RIGHT Franco 
has hosted Saturday 
Night Live twice. 
Franco plays Will 
Rodman in Rise of 
the Planet of the 

 of the Apes. He 
depicted Daniel De-
sario in the 90’s hit 
Freaks and Geeks. 
Recently James 
portrayed Alien in 

Alien in Spring 
Breakers. Next to 
Seth Rogan, he 
played Saul Silver 
in Pineapple 
Express.

have a lot of projects,” he says. “But that one is way, 
way off . It’s just something I’m thinking about.” He 
whisks at something moving around in the air then. 
“Off  in the distance. Way off .”

These words are so bloated and vague, they 
almost bob in the air. Franco knows this. “Okay. I 
want to write a children’s book.” He guts out a laugh, 
snorting himself off  the hook. “Someday.” This is 
a kind of hedge-people are constantly vetting his 
agenda, because it is unlike the typical high-quote 
actor’s, because it is puzzlingly arcane, because he isn’t 
notching his belt or collecting motorcycles or fi guring 
out new enthusiasms in laboratory drugs, because that 
agenda has nothing to do with being a rich, laconic, 
and ultimately free thirty-two-year-old male.

And because so far, it’s seemed like piling 
on. He’s already an emergent A-list movie star, a 
performance artist, a perpetual and enthusiastic 
graduate student. (Fiction writing, in the M.F.A. 
program at Columbia. Film student, enrolled at 
NYU.) He tells me he’s been accepted for enrollment 
to Ph.D. programs in creative writing. He recently 
got into the Rhode Island School of Design.

It is tempting to draw him in a series of 
contradictory smidges. As the ne’er-do-well Franco 
who routinely leaves movie sets to fl y to one coast or 
the other to attend a university workshop or evening 
graduate seminar. The same actor Franco who 
made atwenty-fi ve-episode incursion into General 
Hospital, playing a creepy, off -kilter performance 
artist named Franco.

Franco, our Franco, has an art opening 
tomorrow. A multi-room installation called “The 

Dangerous Book Four Boys” in a thirteenth-fl oor 
gallery in TriBeCa. Walls will be lined with his 
photographs, gritty, theatrical Polaroids and silver-
etched desert landscapes. Every room will have video 
playbackplywood rockets burning in the desert, 
a man with a sledgehammer at the edge of some 
asphalt, close-ups of men pissing. One fi lm, a herky-
jerk semi-narrative in which Franco dashes through 
the Louvre wearing a penis on his nose, will briefl y 
feature the always thrilling documentation of human 
defecation. And there will be wine.

TALES OF A FILM PROFESSOR
“I showed that last movie at NYU last month, at a 
faculty critique,” Franco says, fl inching a little. “It’s 
a fairly confrontational piece, and it got a little ugly. 
One faculty member--she’s always tough on me, but 
she fl at-out called me an asshole. She jumped me. She 
was muttering it the whole time: What an asshole. 
What an asshole. What an asshole.”

Moments like that can break grad students. One 
scissoring word choice from a program chair, an eye 
roll here or there, an exchange of withering phrasings 
between faculty, forever memorable for their clever 
cruelty--these things can be crushing enough that by 
the next summer the student in question is hanging 
decks with his brother-in-law in Skokie. It’s like 
American Idol for the black-turtleneck crowd. You 
gotta have thick skin, whale skin.

Franco has this in spades. Maybe it has to do 
with the fact that he’s been a working actor since he 
was seventeen, that he gave up school at nineteen to 
take on a role on the iconic and forever cult-worthy 

FRANCO
HE REFUSES TO BE DEFINED BY ANYTHING, SO HE 
DOES EVERYTHING. BUT WHAT DOES IT ADD UP TO?
WRITTEN BY BENJAMIN PERCY     |   PHOTOGRAPHY BY NICK TOSCHES
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Bound & Brewed
IDENTITY &

PACKAGING
The creation of a bookshop/cafe combo called 
Bound & Brewed. Combinging the aspects of books 
and coffee and tea results in the best of both worlds 
in both the logo and take out box, which actually 
turns into a book when you read the story about the 
creation of the brand in the bottom.



BHN: Stop the Stigma
SOCIAL MEDIA

CAMPAIGN
In my internship at Julia Balfour, LLC, I worked with 
the Social Media Director Caitlin Monahan and the 
Creative Director Julia Balfour to create visuals for the 
campaign across Facebook and Twitter. This Twitter 
and Facebook campaign is the recipient of a Neshco 
Lamplighter Award.



You Just Can’t Get Away
ADVERTISING

CAMPAIGN
Combining digital, print, and environmental design, 
this campaign for Claritin shows just how annoying 
allergies are. The campaign utilizes three-dimension 
in the ad insert with furry texture, and in the strands 
of flowers and allergens that hang down from the 
subway car.



The Opinion of Sheep
QUOTATION

VISUAL
This is one of my favorite quotations that I like to live 
by - “A tiger doesn’t lose sleep over the opinion of 
sheep.” It was one of my favorite projects and I was 
able to utilize all of my skills to create it.



In addition to digital skills I possess a wide range of traditional 
skills—watercolor, colored pencil, india ink, gouache, graphite, 

charcoal, Wacom Tablet, markers, & oil.



E4 Explosed
2014   //   CHARCOAL 2015   //   WATERCOLOR, COLORED PENCIL



Uh Huh, Honey? Pure Pull
2015   //   WATERCOLOR, COLORED PENCIL 2014   //   WHITE COLORED PENCIL  //   ACCEPTED INTO SOCIETY OF ILLUSTRATORS, NY



Shatter Jolie
2014   //   GRAPHITE, DIGITAL 2013   //   WATERCOLOR, COLORED PENCIL



Gray Area Robert Downey, Jr.
2014   //   CHARCOAL 2013   //   GRAPHITE



LOTR Half-Past Whenever
2014   //   WATERCOLOR, COLORED PENCIL 2014   //   WATERCOLOR, COLORED PENCIL



King Survival
2013   //   WATERCOLOR, COLORED PENCIL 2014   //   COLORED PENCIL




