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    PREFACE: THE ABC OF FONTS


    The moving walkway from Venice Marco Polo airport to your water taxi will take ten minutes with a heavy case.


    The sign announcing this is in a signage type: it’s probably Univers or Transport or Frutiger, or one of those. It appears several times on your journey – eight minutes, six minutes, two minutes. On your metallic way you can either look at the car park and other concrete things beyond the window, or the illuminated adverts for Cartier, Brioni and Bulgari – jewellery, watches, pens, no cars obviously – all of which use a luxurious type we might associate with glamour and eye-watering prices. This typeface will often be something French like Optima, Berton Sans or Maquna, or one of those. Thin and thick highly tapered strokes, a bit of furl and curl, perhaps an elegant calligraphic hand. You’re being softened up.


    At the waterside concourse you have a choice. The open-top private water taxi to the Grand Canal will cost €130 and will remind you of a film with Julie Christie; the water bus costs only a tenth of this, and although it will make you feel cramped and a bit stuffy, it’s how the locals do it. The water bus is called the Alilaguna, the name scrawled on its side in a badly modified version of Comic Sans or Chalkboard SE, or one of those. It is amateur and amiable, trying hard to say ‘friendly!’, even on the murkiest February afternoon.


    It’s a forty-minute trip. I suggest getting on the blue line (rather than red) and asking for Fondamente Nove, the second stop. You’re on solid land now. From here it’s a couple of bridges and a couple of cafés before you turn right into Calle del Fumo, a long narrow alley, and about thirty metres in you’ll arrive at a printer named Gianni Basso.


    This, in essence, is where commercial printing begins. In the early 1470s, Nicolas Jenson and Johannes de Colonia brought everything they had learnt about moveable metal type from Gutenberg in Germany, and everything they had liked in the new letter forms used by the printers Pannartz and Sweynheym at Subiaco on the outskirts of Rome, and set themselves up to print half of Venice’s books. They were joined by Aldus Manutius and his letter cutter Francesco Griffo, who would popularise italics and the concept of the portable pocket book, and they would be in competition with Franciscus Renner, Bernardinus Stagninus, Johannes and Vindelinus da Spira, Florentius de Argentina, Gabriele and Filippo di Pietro, among many others. Together, before 1500, they would print more books in this tiny cosmopolitan city than anywhere else in Europe, slightly more than Paris and Rome, vastly more than London.*


    At the age of sixty-nine, Gianni Basso is the most famous printer in town, although these days it’s mostly business cards and other stationery. He has thick grey hair with a proper parting, an affable paunch and an enthusiastic manner. He is everyone’s pal, and his vanity compels him to remove his glasses for a photograph. His printing office has several letterpress machines, greased and inked and clanking away, a couple of them automatic and the others hand-fed, the majority from early in the last century with worn nameplates from Milan and Turin. He’s been here for forty years, a celebrity client for each of them: the Sultan of Brunei, Lord Euston, Nigella Lawson, people from Apple wanting something old and original, staff from Buckingham Palace with orders for captions to accompany their Canaletto show. He has no email address, and no sign of a computer, but a visit or the post will secure an order for letterheads in the type of your choice – Garamond, Bodoni, Italia and Augustea are always popular – on that lovely smooth wove paper which may transport you to a drawing room in Georgian England, the steep prices reflecting the fine quality. He used to offer Baskerville in many sizes too, but the letters, stored in cases close to the floor, were ruined after the last big aqua alta flood in 2019, and he’s yet to find a set to replace them.
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      Upholding the grand tradition: the Gutenberg of Venice in his printshop.

    

    Outside Gianni’s shop, modern types abound. The elaborate hand-painted signs above the old gelaterie are particularly attractive, as lush and swirly as their product, today reflected in modern fonts such as Budge, Gelato Script and Salsero. At the Biennale there’s always plenty of Helvetica Neue, Futura, Favourit and Verlag. In the Rialto, the Fondaco dei Tedeschi, once the central post office, is now a glamorous department store; the Amo restaurant in the atrium offers lots of things with truffles, with branding all in Albertus.


    But there are few modern types to be found in Gianni Basso’s print shop. Orders reach him from all over the world addressed to ‘Gutenberg of Venice’, which he, of course, adores. Basso likes anything that links him to the smudged glories of old metal letters and inked wood poster types, and his walls are covered in recent newspaper cuttings marvelling at his exploits. Opposite his office is a shop selling funeral ornaments, pots for a loved one’s ashes and the like. One of Gianni’s two sons may be interested in taking over the business when his father dies, although he is also interested in skiing. Gianni is encouraged and always surprised that young people are intrigued by ‘the museum’ that he runs next to his print shop. Here is the type made from lead, tin and antimony, and here is wooden type and the cases and all the necessary tools for traditional printing, and here are the old typeface sample books from long-disbanded printing foundries in Italy and France. There are a lot of books explaining both theory and technique, among them the thoughts of Stanley Morison: ‘Even dullness and monotony in the typesetting are far less vicious to a reader than typographical eccentricity …’


    When I visited in February 2023, I fell once more for the romance of this world. It took me back fifteen years to the time I spent researching my overview of printing and fonts, Just My Type, but more than that it pulled me back to the time of my parents and grandparents, where so much of what they read was made this way, and almost all their personal transactions were conducted on the sort of notepaper hand-printed in workshops like these. No wonder people from Apple and Google have come to Basso’s shop and drooled a little, for here they see what they couldn’t quite kill. The digital takeover, slow and benign at first, and then overwhelming and fatal, has not entirely obliterated the human desire to see words reproduced in the old way. And we forget this early craft – this distant echo of Nicolas Jenson and his friends – at our great loss.


    In 2004, following the results of a survey that noted a decline in ‘reading for pleasure’, the writer Andrew Solomon lamented the potential impact of this trend. ‘The metaphoric quality of writing,’ he wrote in the New York Times, ‘– the fact that so much can be expressed through the rearrangement of 26 shapes on a piece of paper – is as exciting as the idea of a complete genetic code made up of four bases: man’s work on a par with nature’s. Discerning the patterns of those arrangements is the essence of civilization.’


    Solomon’s observation resonates. For this is what this book is about, the formation of letters as the cornerstone of progress, diversity and ambition. It is the first book in a series (the others examine Baskerville and Comic Sans), each designed to show how one typeface came into being and then transformed the landscape. It will examine how a font does not magically appear, but is a result of intention and historical progression, and often an attempt to solve a problem (usually the problem is ‘How do I make these words clear, convincing and appealing?’). It will show that the application of a font varies over time and will fade in and out of fashion, and it will ask why a few typefaces endure while most leave barely a trace.†


    Technological advance has not spoilt the letterform, even as it pixelates it. In fact, the opposite is true: the proliferation of computers and word processing has made us all lords of type, the dropdown menu a modern plaything. Even the Kindle offers us a choice of established fonts Baskerville, Futura, Palatino and Helvetica, alongside the new proprietary styles Bookerly and Amazon Ember.


    The Kindle does not yet offer Albertus, and it never will. Albertus is not a font for small text or extended reading. It is a display font, a font for show and effect, an alluring, enduring, endlessly malleable face for any age, as popular now as it ever was, as indestructible as any set of letters created before or after it. Its creator is not as well known as he should be, considering the impact his work continues to have on our lives; I hope this book will rectify that. Above all this is a story of something all around us all the time that we may have barely noticed, and I hope this book will rectify that a little too.


    The story begins at a very hot party in New York City, at the birth of a very exciting movement.


    


    * See the Incunabula Short Title Catalogue at the British Library, a listing of more than 30,000 editions. The Venetian printers account for more than a tenth of the total (some 3,835 titles). Printing in London, William Caxton accounts for a mere 125.


    † I am using the words typeface and font interchangeably here, as is the colloquial way. Strictly, a typeface is the big, overall name for a design (Baskerville), while font denotes a particular style or weight within a typeface family (Baskerville Bold, or Baskerville Italic).

  

  
    1. THE SOUND IN YOUR HEAD


    The 11th of August 1973: a Saturday in New York City unlike any other.


    On Staten Island a cleaner was found shot to death in a movie theatre in Grant’s shopping plaza. On Broadway they pulled two more victims from the rubble of the collapsed Broadway Central Hotel in Greenwich Village, which meant the death count now stood at four. A teacher from James J. Reynolds Junior High School in Brooklyn appeared in court accused of stabbing a Harlem drug pusher named Prince Council with a crossbow arrow.


    And at the apartment block located at 1520 Sedgwick Avenue in the Bronx, a teenager called Cindy Campbell was finalising plans for a back-to-school dance party. There would be a charge on the door, fifty cents for boys, a quarter for girls, with proceeds going to next term’s new wardrobe – flares, velvet, a lot of red. Music would be supplied by her brother, who went by the name DJ Kool Herc, and sometimes Kool DJ Herc, but was known to his mother as Clive. He had been born in Jamaica. The Herc stood for Hercules, alluding to the eighteen-year-old’s height and ambition, and to the twin six-foot transducer speaker cabinets (the ‘Herculoids’) towering over his Acoustic 850 eight-channel mixer.


    Herc had a special sound. By using two turntables, often playing the same record, he had found a way of isolating certain sections of the instrumental percussive ‘breakbeat’ so that its repetition created a new rhythm, a whole new herky-jerky sound. It was a good thing to dance to, primed with expectation. B-boys loved moving to it, and soon MCs would love rhyming over it. It was no less than the birth of hip-hop.


    One of his favourite records at the time was ‘Get Ready’. Not the original written by Smokey Robinson for the Temptations, but the long cover version by Rare Earth, the first successful all-white band on Motown. Sometimes when Rare Earth played the song live, they’d string it out for an hour, each band member taking an extended solo. When they recorded it in 1969, they got it down to just over twenty-one minutes, maintaining the live buzz with some canned applause. It’s a wonderful track. The first two minutes, organ and saxophone, were slow and moody, but by the third it hit its dense funk groove, and it didn’t let up. On its own it was one of the great floor fillers, but doubled up on a second turntable, or maybe twinned with James Brown or the Ohio Players, it was something that defined a movement. Afrika Bambaataa, Grandmaster Flash and Grand Wizzard Theodore would soon be doing something similar in other parts of the Bronx, and their influence resonates through almost all great music today.


    Almost fifty years later, in August 2022, Christie’s held an online auction of DJ Kool Herc’s gear. There were 169 lots, including turntables, speakers, Polaroids, flyers, mirrorballs, sneakers, jackets and records, many from that transformational period. The only thing I was really interested in was Rare Earth’s Get Ready album, on which the DJ had twice inscribed his name in thick marker. The cover was in terrible shape. The edges were held together with black tape, and the shape of the vinyl within was clearly imprinted through the faded card. It showed the band – five guys in striped shirts, polite smiles and Beatle-ish fringes – and above their heads the name of their group was set in the typeface Albertus.


    Kool Herc’s gigantic speakers and mixer sold for $107,100; his black felt Stetson fetched $35,280. The 12-inch mirrorball that hung in the recreation room for his dance nights reached an astonishing $37,800. Get Ready by Rare Earth, perhaps the most scratched record ever sold at auction, by far exceeded the crisp $100 I was prepared to spend. It went for $2,772.


    The type on the sleeve had been selected by Bob Cato. In his role as creative vice-president at Columbia (CBS) and United Artists, he had been responsible for more than five hundred album covers, defining the look of records by Miles Davis, George Harrison, Leonard Cohen, Simon & Garfunkel and Joan Baez, many of whom he also photographed. His work won him two Grammys, for Barbra Streisand’s People (1964) and Bob Dylan’s Greatest Hits (1967).
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      Rare Earth, rarer record: an unassuming font at the birth of hip hop.

    

    Like DJ Herc, Cato was an immigrant, born in Cuba. He loved all sorts of music, all sorts of design. He used Helvetica a lot, not least for classic jazz reissues by John Coltrane and Thelonious Monk. Like book jackets, record sleeves made you judge the contents; you knew what sort of time you were going to have when you got the album home (anyone who thought otherwise clearly wasn’t in the design trade). Helvetica meant modern business, straight no chaser. Albertus meant – well, what exactly did it mean?


    Of all his choices – Baskerville, Bodoni, Helvetica, Delphian Regular – many of which he used several times, Cato used Albertus only once. Maybe he didn’t like it that much. Maybe he used it so well, so definitively, that if he used it again with any other artist, the listener would immediately associate it with Rare Earth, and any other artist might have found it hard to forge their own visual identity. For as much as it’s about look, typeface is also about the sound it creates in your head.

  

  
    2. DISNEYFIED


    By the end of August 2019, the faithful had gathered again. The faithful and the deranged and the obsessive, all at the Anaheim Convention Centre in California. Several thousand people, many dressed in Rayon and plastic despite the heat, assembled for the sixth biannual D23 Expo, the D standing for Disney. They would catch glimpses of Frozen II and Soul and other computer-animated movies. There was news of prequels and sequels, of Maleficent, Cruella and Black Panther: Wakanda Forever.


    So much to look forward to! If anyone was in any doubt of the merits and dollar value of being a D23 gold member – a glossy, souped-up fan club for the serious Disneyac, all those girls whose lives had been irreversibly transformed by Frozen since its release in 2013 – then over these three days all fears were allayed, for this was the inner sanctum, and they would be the first fans to know in person what millions would know seconds later on their phones. And on the last of the three days there was something more special still: new news from Star Wars.


    Two pieces of news, in fact. There were intimate details about the forthcoming movie, Star Wars: The Rise of Skywalker, also known as Episode IX, also known as the third and last in the Star Wars sequel trilogy. Anaheim’s D23 members would be treated to a behind-the-scenes making-of preview. The other piece of news was a surprise: Ewan McGregor turned up to announce he had agreed to reprise his role as Obi-Wan Kenobi in a new Disney+ six-part streaming series Obi-Wan Kenobi. McGregor said he was relieved not to have to conceal his involvement in the project any longer. It was, he and producer Kathleen Kennedy explained, set ten years after the events in Episode III – Revenge of the Sith, and would involve rescuing Princess Leia and confronting Darth Vader et cetera, et cetera.


    The pandemic held things up a little, but when the series was finally streamed in May and June 2022 its titles and supporting promotional materials featured the familiar Star Wars logo in modified Helvetica, created at the time of the first movie in 1977 and only gently modernised since. But the sand-worn golden lettering of the title itself, ‘Obi-Wan Kenobi’, appeared in Albertus.

  

  
    3. TYPE FOR ALL SEASONS


    In March 2022 Mark Rylance confirmed that The Mirror and the Light, the third part of Hilary Mantel’s exalted account of the power struggles in the court of Henry VIII, would soon start filming in the stately homes of England. Rylance had starred as Thomas Cromwell in the BBC adaptation of Mantel’s first two sagas, Wolf Hall and Bring Up the Bodies, and he was eager to don velvet once more and resume battle between State and Church.


    The television series followed a stage version by the Royal Shakespeare Company, and both enterprises were garlanded with awards. The BBC’s version was widely praised for its period accuracy – the clothes, the hair, the wall hangings – although a lot of viewers complained that the interior use of candlelight was too accurate: they often couldn’t see the action. The actors too had problems with the lack of electricity, and there were reports of bumping into the furniture and catching fire.


    But when it came to type, period accuracy only went so far. Henry VIII and his wives would read their books predominantly in elegantly proportioned, free-flowing typefaces such as those cut in Paris by Claude Garamond, but it was a style today’s viewers might find tricky to negotiate on-screen.


    How did other interpretations tackle the issue? Those responsible for the textual look of television series The Tudors, starring Jonathan Rhys Meyers as Henry VIII and Peter O’Toole as Pope Paul III (2007), kept close to the shore by choosing an old-style alphabet inspired by the letters on the Trajan memorial column in Rome, albeit Adobe’s crisp and consistent digital version rather than the original completed in AD 113. For the 2003 television movie Henry VIII, with Ray Winstone as the big man and Helena Bonham Carter as Anne, the titles were a worn and chipped version of the Octavian family, a classical-looking carved face in a heavy weight, again with inspirational roots in Ancient Rome, but this one a modern version created for the Monotype foundry in 1961.


    But neither of these would do for Mantel and her people. For the initial hardback publication of Wolf Hall and Bring Up the Bodies, her UK publishers chose Gill Sans, designed in 1926 by the sculptor Eric Gill – clean, clear and bold, familiar from its use on British Rail, Penguin paperbacks, and an early choice on the dropdown menu in both Microsoft and Apple software. The Wolf Hall television series felt uneasy using that again, not least because Gill Sans had for decades been used to brand the BBC itself, and perhaps because its creator had himself been branded by an unsavoury past.


    So those responsible for graphic design – the promotional posters, the DVD covers, the show’s main titles – chose Albertus, a sturdy typeface from the 1930s developed by a Jewish refugee named Berthold Wolpe. The fact that the design works as well on a Motown record sleeve, a Star Wars poster and a DVD portraying political and religious power struggles in sixteenth-century England is both its mystery and its joy.

  

  
    4. A FACE IN THE CROWD


    How does one unify the life of a multitalented performer in a consistent typographic style? How does one pin down David Bowie in any way at all?


    In the spring of 2012, Jonathan Barnbrook and Jonathan Abbott were tasked with developing a graphic look for the Bowie exhibition planned for the V & A the following year, a wonderful commission with this dilemma at its core: how could you brand a product that had spent more than forty years consciously resisting all classification?


    More specifically, the design studio Barnbrook wondered how best to portray Bowie in a manner both strikingly new and instantly familiar. One answer was colour: the whole look of the show would be awash with orange – the orange of Ziggy’s hair, the sunset orange of his album Low. Another solution would be typeface, the signage needed to guide the visitor through all the eras and ideas, and adorn the posters and merchandise. Here the choice was less obvious. Initial thoughts turned to past album covers (Barnbrook had worked with Bowie on his record designs since 2002). Perhaps the chunky ITC Zipper suggestive of Hunky Dory? Or the spangly 1950s Cristal lettering of Aladdin Sane? But that would have fixed the look to a particular sound and time.


    There was a brief consideration of Johnston, but that was forever linked to London’s Underground, so wouldn’t work so well for the Berlin and LA and New York periods. Besides, the exhibition would tour, so you couldn’t just have it pegged to Britain. The designers experimented with using various different fonts as the show progressed through photography, video, costumes, memorabilia. Futura would have suited his early space-bound phase, and then a switch to something less spiky for Let’s Dance. Perhaps Eagle Bold would have worked, the tight and blocky font on his Heroes album. Times New Roman or Baskerville would have worked as signage for many shows at the V & A, but here would have penned in Bowie as a traditionalist, so could only have been used ironically.
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      D.B. Is … Finally unified in type.

    

    And then the designers realised they needed one strong, distinctive visual language to tie everything together, so they chose Albertus.


    Recalling that show by flipping through the catalogue – those full graphic spreads emblazoned ‘David Bowie Is Forever And Ever’, ‘David Bowie Is Moving Like A Tiger On Vaseline’ – one wonders how anyone could possibly have chosen anything else. The same for the pin badges in the shop (‘David Bowie Is Turning Us All Into Voyeurs’) and the tote bags (‘David Bowie Is A Face In The Crowd’) and the fold-out maps (‘David Bowie Is Walking In Soho’) – Bowie’s name always electrifying in the font’s capitals. Its slight imperfections, a roughly crafted attribute that withstands digitisation, added something to its vulnerability. And the fact that Albertus could be set quite tightly contributed to its robust visual strength.


    The choice of the typeface had an effect far beyond the intentions of the designers. When Bowie died in January 2016, with the exhibition midway through its tour of Barcelona, Tokyo, Melbourne and Brooklyn, Albertus transitioned from being part of his life to his afterlife.


    ‘It’s hard to imagine it now,’ Jonathan Abbott says, ‘but I recall being at a meeting at the museum where concerns were raised that a sponsor might not be found due to the colourful life of its subject. Bowie’s life and work was considered an unconventional subject for a museum show – should it even be in a museum at all? So it was incumbent on the design to make it clear that, yes, the subject was indeed culturally significant. We wanted to create a vibrant pop object, but we also wanted it to speak with a certain gravitas and I think Albertus helped us do that – echoes of stone-carved lettering making it feel almost monumental.’


    Abbott says that Albertus wasn’t particularly fashionable when they used it for the Bowie project. Or at least it was no more fashionable than it had been at any time in its history: it seemed as if it had just always been around. ‘Often when a typeface is fashionable for a brief period, years later it can feel very much associated with that time. Because Albertus is a historical typeface, it somehow transcends fashion – being neither in, nor out.’

  

  
    5. THE ENTERTAINER


    I first became aware of Albertus in 1978 at the age of eighteen, although only in a way that people with no knowledge and very little interest in typefaces ever become aware of anything. It was just there, part of a book pile and then part of a bookshelf, a copy of The End of the Affair by Graham Greene. I liked the title; I doubt I knew what an affair was. The text on the jacket seemed to thrum, but that was all.


    Not long after that, working in the backroom of the Steimatzky bookshop in central Tel Aviv, I came across Albertus all the time. A bit of Faber poetry, a bit of William Golding. My mother was (I had hoped) in remission from breast cancer, and we were staying with her sister near Tel Aviv, and rather than just hang around the house all day or spend our time queuing for falafel, it was decided that I should busy my hands with books, and so a friend of my uncle arranged for me to do just that.


    My job was vague, and with time it had become vaguer still, but I remember unpacking case after case of imported books which I think then went for distribution around the many other Steimatzkys in Israel. With the exception of the trestles at bus stations, the chain had a monopoly on the sale of English-language books, many of them ideal bar mitzvah presents, others just a weekly purchase for the newly arrived from Britain and America. The shops sold a lot of Haggadot (the Passover story), and a lot of books about Marc Chagall. The most popular of the Chagalls, describing his windows at the Hadassah Medical Center in Jerusalem, with which my mother was familiar, had its title in Albertus.


    During my mother’s convalescence, living in the Tel Aviv suburb of Zahala with Moshe Dayan as a neighbour, I had two comforters: Dylan’s Blood on the Tracks and books. Even a lowly teenage Steimatzky employee was allowed the Steimatzky perks – huge discounts. (Could everything really have been half price? The weight of my suitcase flying home suggested yes).


    There were many Penguin paperbacks. I remember falling for Orwell’s collected essays and journalism. Occasionally I read poetry, without grasping much of it. For the Union Dead by Robert Lowell; Collected Poems by T.S. Eliot; The Shield of Achilles by W.H. Auden; The North Ship by Philip Larkin; Door Into the Dark by Seamus Heaney. These were the Faber poets, but of course there were also Faber novels and play scripts: Lord of the Flies by William Golding; Look Back in Anger and The Entertainer by John Osborne. I remember reading those sad tingling lines at the end. ‘You’ve been a good audience. Very good. A very good audience. Let me know where you’re working tomorrow night – and I’ll come and see YOU.’


    That was my big education, and had I noticed such things then, I would have noticed that the Orwell jackets were in Helvetica, but everything else – all the Faber jackets – featured Albertus. I would have noticed that while both author and title were in Albertus on Look Back in Anger, only ‘John Osborne’ was in Albertus on The Entertainer, the title instead in a hand-cut lower case, something approximating a felt marker, stacked on top of itself and bouncy in style, suggestive of a fun time, or at least an original one.


    Maybe I wondered why that was, that decision to inform the prospective buyer as to what to expect, or perhaps to wrong-foot them. I do remember a mustiness in the back room where I was stationed, and I think some of the paperbacks may have been a bit limp and damp from the start, sea containers never being the book’s friend. But to me, and I imagine to Steimatzky’s English-speaking clientele, the pages seemed as valuable as tablets from Mount Sinai. Hebrew was something to be learnt; Orwell and Piggy were there to be devoured.
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    I notice these things much more clearly now. On my shelves – my real shelves or my Kindle shelf – there are: The Hawk in the Rain and Crow by Ted Hughes; The Flame by Leonard Cohen; One Hundred Lyrics and a Poem by Neil Tennant; American Histories by John Edgar Wideman; Come Rain or Come Shine by Kazuo Ishiguro; The Silence of the Girls by Pat Barker; Pearl by Simon Armitage; Mr Salary by Sally Rooney; The Golden Mole by Katherine Rundell.


    I counted twenty-three. All the jackets in Albertus – Regular, Light, Bold and Semi-bold – all of them never less than beautiful.


    And then in my photo library there are pictures of other books. It’s become a habit for me, and an annoying one for those I’m with, but who could let the opportunity pass? Every bookshop window, every front table, has an example of Albertus, and usually two or three: Love Like Salt by Helen Stevenson; The Lines We Leave Behind by Eliza Graham; Cursed Victory by Ahron Bregman; Night. Sleep. Death. The Stars. by Joyce Carol Oates. One could fill a whole book.


    And then there’s the second-hand trawl online through AbeBooks, which can get expensive: Preoccupations: Selected Prose 1968–1978 by Seamus Heaney; Love Is a Dog From Hell by Charles Bukowski; Jennie by Paul Gallico; Existence and Being by Martin Heidegger; The End of the Affair by Graham Greene. (I should have bought the latter when I had the chance: an inscribed first edition goes for £4,350; an unsigned slightly tatty one for £250.)
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      Taking flight: Ted Hughes establishes his reputation in 1957.

    

    Do these books have anything in common, all these disparate novels, histories, slim volumes? Is there anything that binds them beyond the jacket text? Their visual appeal, certainly. The hand of a marketing director who must have said, ‘This book needs to sell.’ And the mark of an art director who must have realised, ‘I have just the type I need.’

  

  
    6. BEST OF TIMES


    On 10 September 1912, at the age of twenty-three, Stanley Morison bought a copy of The Times at King’s Cross Station. It contained a supplement for the general reader about the type and printing trade, with prominent advertisements for small presses and clever machines. Among the feature articles, Morison read a line that sparked his imagination and would change the direction of his life: ‘New founts were wanted, and are still wanted, in order that there be sufficient variety, each good of its kind, for every sort of book.’


    Morison was born to humble beginnings in Camden Town (his father was a travelling salesman, his mother ran a greengrocer’s), and after an undistinguished time at school he worked as a clerk, first at a Bible society, and then for a French bank. A wide reader with an interest in the mechanical arts, he drifted slowly into printing and typography. Jobs at trade magazine The Imprint were followed by stints at the Catholic publishing firm Burns & Oates, the Pelican Press and the Cloister Press. In 1922 he was appointed a typographic adviser to the Monotype Corporation, the American type and type-machine company that planted English roots in Surrey, and in this capacity he was asked whether he would design an advertisement for Monotype to run in The Times, scheduled for 1929. Morison’s reply was surprising: he would rather pay the newspaper £1,000 than have his company associated with it. The paper was badly printed, he believed, with an old-fashioned typeface that made it difficult to read. Its editor, startled by these assertions, called Morison in to learn more. A lunch was arranged at the Devonshire Club for the paper’s senior staff, during which Morison announced he was experimenting with a range of different typefaces – old styles like Garamond and Baskerville, recent ones including an early cutting of Eric Gill’s new Perpetua – to determine how the look of the paper might be improved.


    None of his experiments proved satisfactory, and so a committee was formed to examine the idea further. Morison presented it with a 34-page analysis. The Memorandum on a Proposal to Revise the Typography of The Times was a lesson in typesetting history, with the unequivocal conclusion that what was needed was a ‘new type with relevant detail of past and present practice … a fount which will be English in its basic tradition, new, though free from conscious archaism or conscious art, losing no scintilla of that “legibility” which rests upon fundamental ocular laws, or that of “readability” which rests upon age-long customs of the eye.’


    Morison determined to create such a typeface himself, or at least the broadest outline of one. He gave Victor Lardent, an advertising draftsman in The Times publicity office, copied pages from a book made by sixteenth-century French printer Christophe Plantin, probably using type cut by his contemporary Robert Granjon, from which Lardent drew a more modern alphabet, each letter then appraised and sometimes amended by Morison. The new face had to harmonise across all sizes and weights throughout the newspaper and its Literary and Educational offshoots, from the 5½-point classified advertisements to 48-point banner headlines, and was designed to be as economical as possible – letters that are both relatively condensed in width, and short in descending length, to allow more lines in a column.


    The first cut was made by Monotype in 9 point in the spring of 1931, with the work still referred to as Times Old Style. Lardent had created a crisp type that combined the transitional elements of Baskerville with a bright sharpness, achieved largely by its prominent serifs and a high contrast between thick and thin strokes that rendered it ‘colourful’ and consistently legible on newsprint.


    It appeared for the first time in the newspapers on 3 October 1932 – a huge and triumphant task requiring almost 15,000 new metal punches to form the letters from moulds. Most readers knew something had changed when they saw the headlines that morning (‘Cloudburst in California – 40 People Killed’; ‘Thieves’ Woman Decoy – Motorist Attacked’), although the assistant editor Robert Barrington-Ward observed that they couldn’t quite put their finger on what it was. All was explained in an article in the middle of the paper: ‘The type which made its last appearance on Saturday has been discarded, not because it compared unfavourably with any other newspaper type in use, but because it had come to lag behind the best of which modern craftsmanship is capable.’ Legibility had been increased without sacrificing essential space; the only sacrifice for the reader would be familiarity. ‘It is not incurable; it derives from the novelty of a type that is truly new, and as comparison will show, from an impression of spontaneous boldness and clearness beyond the capacity of its predecessor … everything freakish and precious has been diligently eschewed, and design both in the headings and the body of the paper has been healthily subordinated to the strict purpose of aiding the eye.’


    Barrington-Ward noted that he had received surprisingly few complaints, a sign he read as indicative of the forward-thinking nature of his readership. And now of course it had a name: Times New Roman. The newspaper had a monopoly on the typeface for a year, after which it was cast on every Monotype machine in the world, and on its major competitor Linotype. It maintained its position as an unyieldingly popular book text for decades and became the dominant face at Time, Forbes and Life magazines, rapidly and secretly dominating the way we read.


    The typeface endures, of course, in many variations. It has ingrained itself so deeply in our consciousness that it barely registers as a design at all, which is its ultimate achievement. But Times New Roman is not an effective display face. Perfect for a CV, bland and unappetising as a book title or on a shop front; fine for the standard Monotype Caster, not for the Monotype Super Caster.


    Which is one reason why, in the same year as he launched Times New Roman, Morison contacted Berthold Wolpe. He had seen a photograph of letters Wolpe had carved on a bronze tablet in Germany and admired their depth of character. It was an inscription with conviction, and Morison thought it might form a solid basis for a typeface.
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    ‘The letters were not incised but raised,’ Berthold Wolpe recalled thirty years later in the journal Print in Britain. ‘In other words, the background was lowered and the outline only of the letters cut in. Such a metal inscription is cut with a chisel and not drawn with a pen, which gives it sharpness without spikiness, and as the outlines of the letters are cut from outside (and not from the inside outwards), this makes for bold simplicity and reduces the serifs to a bare minimum.’


    Wolpe had apprenticed at a bronze foundry near his birthplace in Offenbach am Main, near Frankfurt, and had experience of gold and silversmithing. But his bronze inscriptions did not form an entire alphabet, much less something that could be reproduced. In London, Wolpe now had to create shapes he had never considered before, as well as punctuation, accents and numbers. Initially he found the task difficult, a problem eased a little by obtaining rubbings of his work from Germany.


    Stanley Morison had been thinking specifically of a large point size, which worked in Wolpe’s favour. ‘A lot of nonsense has been talked about the fact that a printing type has to be designed in a much larger size,’ he explained decades later. ‘In my opinion it should be designed as near as possible to its actual size and then the necessary optical adjustments have to be made for the various other sizes which make up the family. In the case of Albertus there was very little difference between the 72 point and the bronze inscriptions which set the style.’


    The type took a while to find its name. Initially called Wolpe Titling, it wasn’t until the beginning of 1935 that its creator suggested to Morison the possibility of naming it after Albertus Magnus, the thirteenth-century German philosopher and theologian, mentor of Thomas Aquinas, best remembered among scientists for isolating the element arsenic (and among Mary Shelley fans for the influence his writing had on Victor Frankenstein). Beyond their shared country of birth, the connection to Wolpe remains uncertain: he may have admired his reputation as an alchemist. Since the days of Gutenberg, right through to Monotype’s casting, those who have witnessed the transformation of lead, tin and antimony into the alloy used for hot-metal printing may similarly believe they are witnessing a form of magic.


    Albertus made its debut on the cover of the bi-monthly trade magazine Monotype Recorder in early summer 1935. Inside, the company pronounced its new alphabet ‘striking’, and gave it the series number 324. But its versatility was not yet displayed. Instead, there was an article set in Baskerville (‘Need school books be dismal, repellent? “No!” says R. D. Morss’), and others in Bembo and Bodoni, all updated castings of traditional types. The full range of the Albertus alphabet wouldn’t appear in the Monotype Recorder for another eighteen months, when the centre spread displayed ‘its suitability for posters and headlines of the Coronation Year’ in 24-point, 36-point, 48-point, 60-point and 72-point capitals. No one could have imagined how well it would still be serving its country two coronations and almost ninety years later.

  

  
    7. SACRED GROUND


    In the London borough of Lambeth, where the street signs are all in Albertus – Liberty Street, Van Gogh Walk, Printers Road – they’re breaking up an empire. Here lies the Type Archive, formerly the Type Museum, the home of what its founder called ‘the industrial jewellery’ of literary England, rows of huge black Monotype casters, a giant Wharfedale ‘Elliott’ two-colour, stop-cylinder, overhead-delivery, 28-foot press, a vast haul of hand-cut punches and brass matrices, and also a great selection of woodcutting pattern machines and pantographs, a centuries-old collection of casts and individual letters in hundreds of fonts, or ‘founts’ as they used to be. There is metal type in drawers from the barely legible dirt specks of 4 point to the roll-up proclamations of 72 point: someone here once estimated there were eight million artefacts all told, a great many of them commas.


    Here, should one wish to get maudlin and lyrical about it, in these leaky warehouses and loft rooms, these bolted tombs, lies a hard and clanking trove, Dickensian in spirit, greased in effect. This is still moveable type from the age of Gutenberg, hot metal sprung from leaden contraptions to kiss the pages of the world’s great books, and many bad ones too. So many posters summoning us to towering art were made with type from these machines, not least those for the circus and the music hall. And a life of instruction was printed with these pistons and stamps – manuals, guide books, a million pamphlets. These machines made us, and brought us up.*


    The onset of dark nostalgia is inevitable here, all this pumping gothic romance. I don’t know anyone who has walked through the halls of the Type Archive and not felt a desire to preserve it, and to shield it from the indignities of a digitised world. But these contraptions began casting a strong and famous case for themselves almost a century ago. Here it is in Albertus:
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      Justified, sacred and profound: Albertus writes the printer’s truth.

    

    How dexterous: a call for attention and respect, for the word and the impressions it makes. (And that passive-aggressive use of ‘friend’, an invitation to a fight if ever there was one.) It was composed in 1932, the work of the American-born type scholar Beatrice Warde, Monotype’s publicity director (and editor of the Monotype Recorder). Printed initially to show the versatility of Perpetua, by Eric Gill, for whom she would sometimes pose as a model, the verse would soon be printed and displayed in almost every printing office in the world; most permanently it still stands cast in metal at the entrance to the United States Government Printing Office in Washington DC.


    Before she assumed prominence, Warde felt inhibited in a man’s world, and wrote articles for the trade press as ‘Paul Beaujon’. By 1932, her identity revealed, she was invited to address the British Typographers’ Guild at the St Bride Institute in London, and her lecture would make her globally famous (or as famous as it’s possible to be in tight type circles). Entitled ‘The Crystal Goblet’, it was a plea for clarity in all things textual. If you were a true wine lover, she told her audience, which would you prefer – a fancy goblet made of solid gold or one of crystal-clear glass? The wine was the important thing, and it was important for opulence not to distract from it. Similarly with type: the message was the thing, not the medium, and awareness of type while reading would only divert the thought it conveyed. The metaphor extended: was the stem of a wine glass not designed to keep fingerprints from the bowl? Were the margins of a book not designed with a similar intention? ‘The most important thing about printing,’ she argued reasonably and obviously, ‘is that it conveys thought, ideas, images, from one mind to other minds.’ That would hold true for both Baskerville and Comic Sans. It would also hold true for its writer, who had no doubt about her own ability as a communicator. ‘What I am really good at is standing up in front of an audience with no preparation at all,’ she once told an interviewer, ‘then for 50 minutes refusing to let them even wriggle an ankle.’†


    In the weeks surrounding her lecture, Beatrice Warde got to know Berthold Wolpe, who had just arrived in London for his discussions with Stanley Morison.
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    Beatrice Warde got it right with her goblet, at least where small book text is concerned. You’d notice if your Jane Austen or Kate Atkinson was in something that impeded their page-turning. Many old types still work perfectly well at 8 point or 98 point, which is why they have remained classics: Bembo from Italy, Garamond from Paris and Baskerville from Birmingham, once available only as small slugs of cast metal, and now digitally modified to accommodate computers and modern printing. But display type – that’s something else.


    A display typeface conveys mood and carries associations. It sets a tone for the text it presents – perhaps a soft and elegant one, perhaps a shouty one. Direct and traditional type may instruct (Exit This Way; Market This Saturday), and lavish, alluring, impactful type may cajole (Buy This and You’ll Feel French; See This Movie Because It’s Action-Packed). Type makes one think of other things that also use that type – indeed, that is the very idea, for type itself is branding. What type of brand is Albertus?


    ‘It never goes out of demand because it’s never been fashionable,’ says Bob Richardson, a large, bearded, aproned man who has been volunteering at the Type Archive since leaving the graphic design department of the BBC. ‘Or rather, it has been fashionable all the time, but it has never been trendy. You know no one is going to object to it.’ (Had he wandered into the wrong department at the BBC, Richardson might have been typecast as a happy butcher in an English village sitcom. Typecasting: the repetitive process of producing the same letters from a mould.)


    For a while at least, the Type Archive was insistent it should be more than a museum, and far less a mausoleum. At the time of my visit in August 2022 it was keeping itself afloat by producing what it had always done, metal letters, a few of its machines still oiled up and working away. It was making more Albertus than any other typeface. It recently fulfilled an order from a small letterpress company wanting 188 point for letterheads and invitations. Before that The Economist bought 368 point for a feature about how a group of enthusiasts are keeping hand type-printing alive. Richardson says he has some 148-point and 728-point Albertus at home, but not everything in each size, not all the punctuation and alternative options for some letters, including the W and the narrow version of upper-case T. ‘And here’s a curious thing. When we were casting the 188 point, we found a Star of David in the [pattern] box, which is not a standard character. We cast it anyway, and put two in each pack.’


    ‘It just has a warmth about it,’ Richardson says. ‘You can compose a whole page in Albertus and it’s not a strain on the eye. Albertus has that legibility across the whole range of sizes, both upper and lower case, quite friendly and clear. It has a few quirky characters – I don’t like the “2” in display sizes, it’s very odd – but almost everything else works.’
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    As well as Albertus, the Monotype machines are making a new type of type – Hungry Dutch, designed by Russell Maret in 2019, the first new metal letters made here for years – alongside the classic metal favourites Monotype Poliphilus and Monotype Blado, both Old Style serifs from 1923. The whole crazy oompah reminds me a little of Robert Stephenson’s Rocket of 1829, the piston mechanism a loud and unsubtle reminder that important and potentially dangerous business is being conducted here. If you want to keep all your fingers you need to be vigilant. Beatrice Warde’s broadside doesn’t quite capture the perils of being spat at by searing metal, nor the hotness or pressures of the place (I’m not sure I’ve ever been anywhere that is both so tempestuous in spirit and dank in reality). Someone with experience of these things, their identity now lost to us (perhaps because their sentiments were commonplace), composed an unromantic, frustrated counter-verse to Warde’s:
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    * The circus has ghosts here: before it was the Type Archive, this was the Horse, Dog and Circus Animal Infirmary, home to resting and recovering performers, and a baby elephant called Jumbo.


    † Warde’s broadside bore a noticeable resemblance, in both scansion and tone, to the iconoclastic inscription the eighteenth-century nonconformist type founder John Baskerville composed for his burial place in Birmingham: Stranger – Beneath this Cone in Unconsecrated Ground / A Friend to the Liberties of mankind Directed his Body to be Inurned / May the Example Contribute to Emancipate thy Mind / From the Idle Fears of Superstition / And the Wicked arts of Priesthood. For more on this macabre afterlife see Baskerville, the second book in this series, in which Warde appears as Baskerville’s most eloquent champion.

  

  
    8. THE INDUSTRIAL JEWELLERY


    My guide through the armoury is Sallie Morris, the archive’s manager and custodian. We walk past more casters, oil cans, curling posters, a grease-thumbed laminated sheet denoting the number of particular letters to be produced for a particular metal alphabet – how many E’s, how many T’s, similar to Scrabble. We go up the stairs to another warehouse, down again into vaults, where Morris warns about rats. We pass the unique reference section, the metal samples containing some 600,000 individual brass patterns of every letter and glyph Monotype ever cast (from all the alphabets in all fonts in almost three hundred languages). The patterns, alongside the punches and matrices made from them, occupy 23,000 drawers. ‘Try lifting one,’ Morris dares, and it is almost impossible. In 1996, when the Monotype material arrived here in a move called Operation Hannibal it took two ten-ton trucks and several men forty days to offload it.


    We pass wooden compartments holding paper sheets of type specimens showing an entire alphabet and all sorts of ornaments (fancy borders, space dividers and such). There are samples of fonts called Old Style (serial number 2), Clarendon (number 12), French Round Face (44) and Bembo (270). The serial numbers run to 989 (Univers Medium Inclined), and include many famous types and type families long since converted to a digital equivalent: Garamond, Bodoni, Didot, Times New Roman, Palatino.


    Sallie gives me sepia sheets of Albertus Titling (serial number 324), Albertus (481), Albertus Light (534) and Albertus Bold (538). Within these variations there are the shared attributes that make the typeface so visually rewarding, and so recognisable: the B that tapers to a fine point around its belt, the tilting O with its cavernous bowl, and the chiselled E with its angled arms like a warrior facing battle. Its letters are distinguished by a solid bloom and the subtle grounding of its serif legs. It boasts a carved quality, which betrays its origins. Albertus is classified as a ‘Wedge Serif’ or ‘Hybrid Serif’, ‘Glyphic Serif’ or ‘Flare Serif’, the range of description suggesting a struggle to classify something original; the letters’ padded shoulders, indomitable and sturdy, are common to most of its capitals, while even its rounded letters O and Q show an unusual marked cut within their bowl like the stem and blossom end of a lemon. The tail of the Q and the leg of the R half-heartedly seem to be reaching towards the next letter, but the robust next letters are all keen to resist.


    We walk on. An Albertus tea towel has been pinned to the back of an office door, a 72-point sample of capitals in black and red, the colon, ampersand, question mark and exclamation mark particularly prominent. Two men are working on the machines now, fulfilling an order for a little Centaur, a classic fifteenth-century Venetian book face updated in 1914 by the American designer Bruce Rogers. The elder man is Parminder Kumar Rajput, mid-seventies, who joined Monotype in 1965 and loved it so much that he is still fulfilling boutique orders long into his retirement. Rajput is regarded as the only man left who can still operate all of these machines: the Compositional Caster (for lines of text), the Super Caster (for larger display sizes, borders and other ornaments), the Monophoto Compositor, in addition to all their respective attachments, the Air Blower and Furniture Trimmer, for cooling and filing. His apprentice Richard Ardagh, early forties, seated at a desk nearby, is filing down the thin letter strips that spit from Rajput’s machine. ‘With all of these processes you need very fine proportions, because you’re dealing with one-tenth of a thousandth of an inch. Whenever you mill one side of something you create a burr, which you then have to trim.’
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      Too good to use: a tea towel illuminates a Type Archive door.

    

    Before Centaur, Ardagh was filing down some Albertus. ‘I think it has a humanism to it,’ he says. ‘Designing typefaces is such a subtle art, but if you saw one letter you would instantly recognise it. It has a quirk to each of the characters, a weight and proportion that make it distinctive, but you can very happily read it in all sorts of contexts. You couldn’t really say it was a German font. It’s going towards the [classic German heavy] black-letter tradition, but people have put their own meaning into it.’
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    When I’d first dropped by the archive in 2009, another woman showed me around. Sue Shaw had founded the place with generous colleagues in 1992, and named it the Type Museum, hoping for a more public face than it ever achieved, and for almost three decades she fought for its values and expansion. She just loved letterpress and the physicality of printing; she knew that to lose the tactile wonderments of the printing and reading experience to a universally flat screen would be to lose the character of five hundred years.
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      Soldiers of lead: Albertus spills from the Wolpe crates.

    

    A tiny irrepressible woman, Shaw had spent almost her whole life in books and design, knowing, befriending and pestering almost every name in that smallish world. Her mind would seldom allow a direct answer to any question. She was always bemoaning, judging, proclaiming. I remember her with great fondness and modest irritation, as charmed by her enthusiasms as I was concerned by her mild self-delusions. Once your email was in her system, she wouldn’t leave you alone.


    But occasionally there would be pleasant surprises. In 2011 she sent me a birthday present, a small cardboard package with the archive’s logo of an elephant on it. The package had a name impressed in Albertus: ‘A Box of Delights’. It contained the most carefully designed and romantically worded fundraising plan I had ever seen, several card concertinas of photos, historical timelines and bullet points outlining an overambitious scheme for the future (new wings, new educational courses, a scheme for the centenary revival of Lambeth’s Christmas Pudding Club, a treat for those in need). In this case, alas, the constant need was exposed in the empty coffers of the Type Archive; there was seldom enough to meet even basic running costs.


    As well as Monotype’s hot-metal haul, Shaw and her trustees had also secured ninety pallets of type and accompanying materials from the Stephenson Blake company of Sheffield, materials with a direct lineage to the eighteenth-century type founder William Caslon, as well as a large collection from Robert DeLittle, the major wood-type manufacturer established in York in the 1880s.


    Shaw died in June 2020 at the age of eighty-seven, and it was almost inevitable that the Type Archive’s demise would follow her own. But her birth year was significant too. Nineteen thirty-two was the year of Beatrice Warde’s decree, and the year Berthold Wolpe arrived from Germany with inscriptions in his pocket. Shaw was particularly close to Wolpe, whom she would often dine with, and mock and adore in equal measure. She had worked at Penguin, Chatto & Windus and Faber & Faber, but she also had her own small business, the Merrion Press, from which she issued beautiful and esoteric editions, one of the first being Wolperiana, which contained quirky Wolpe wisdom and caricatures by his friend Charles Mozley.


    I never asked her whether Albertus was her favourite typeface, but I’m not sure I had to. It was everywhere on the walls when I visited her, it was all over her Merrion Press books, and was even more prominent at the time of her death. She was instrumental in putting it onto the surrounding street signs of Lambeth, including a new passage adjacent to the archive she managed to have renamed Alphabet Mews.

  

  
    9. THE DAUGHTER


    ‘I was born in Chelsea when it was cheap and all artists,’ Deborah Hopson-Wolpe, the second of four children, tells me. She’s in her early seventies.


    ‘When I was about ten, we moved just south of the river to Kennington. I always had trouble at school. I used to get terrible reports. They said, “She would do well if she would only try.” Bottom set for this, bottom set for that. I used to show them to my dad first, because Mum would get really cross. I was showing him one dreadful report and he would say, “Well, it’s not very good is it? The main thing is that you tried, and that you’re kind to people, and nothing else matters.” He said, “And if things really get too bad you can just go away and start another life somewhere else.” At the time I thought, “That’s fair enough.” Thinking about it now, I see that’s exactly what he did.’


    We are at her wooden kitchen table in Olney, a small ancient market town in Buckinghamshire where she’s lived since the 1970s.


    ‘Sarah is the oldest,’ Deborah says, ‘then me, then Paul, then Toby. There’s ten years between us. I speak to Sarah every couple of days and my brothers every couple of weeks.’


    ‘Is it pronounced Volpy, with that heavy German V sound?’


    ‘I think it ought to be Volper.’ Deborah, who has followed her father into the creative arts, principally as a potter and printmaker, begins to open some fat folders on the table. Artwork – in its roughest state, with lots of instructional pencil marks and corrections – slips out.


    ‘In Offenbach he lived with his sister, his mother and his aunt. His dad, a dentist, had died in the 1920s. I think Berthold was pretty good at school. He wrote good German and English, and he knew some Hebrew, Latin and Italian. His mother was a good Jewish mum, modern reform Jews, and I think she kept a kosher household. His sister Hilde, who was about fifteen years older than Berthold, took over the dental practice and helped look after the family.’


    Not long after the war ended in 1918, her grandfather arranged a meeting between Berthold and the influential calligrapher and type designer Rudolf Koch. ‘I think he would have gone to university to be an engineer, but Koch perhaps suggested it would have been better to get some sort of craft training.’ His apprenticeship involved letter design, fine metalwork and time at a foundry where he learnt to write relief inscriptions on bells and memorial stones. Deborah Wolpe has a brooch from his silversmithing that he made for his mother.


    After her father’s family left Germany, neighbours shipped their house contents in boxes marked ‘Wolpe, London’. ‘We’ve got lots of their chairs and things like my grandfather’s skis and ice skates, things that refugees seldom managed to keep or bring over, and a wonderful broom for clearing cobwebs.’ There is homemade pizza for lunch, which Deborah cuts on her grandmother’s chopping board.


    Her mother’s things are also in evidence. Several of Margaret Wolpe’s paintings hang nearby, and by the door there’s a Regency-period coat she made during the war for a play to entertain the troops.


    Her parents met at a tea party arranged for refugee artists by the Anglo-German art collector William Ohly. ‘A generation later she would have had a career as an artist herself,’ Deborah says of her mother. ‘She began at Westminster art school doing letter cutting and sculpture, and then sculpture and silversmithing at Chelsea. During the war she switched to dressmaking [she worked in the camouflage department and designed outfits for ENSA]. She became a freelance illustrator, including book jackets for Faber. Then we all came along and she really couldn’t continue.’


    Throughout her childhood in the 1950s, Deborah heard a softening of her father’s accent. There were conscious changes of self-expression elsewhere. ‘If you see his handwriting before he came to England it was a typical German script, very beautiful but quite difficult to read. I found in a sketchbook a poem he’d written out from the time of Luther, about freedom and oppression, about how justice was being crushed, and at that point his handwriting had changed to an italic, and his signature changed as well. When I was at school, I had the choice of doing German and Latin, and he said, “Do Latin – much more useful.” He didn’t really want German spoken at home.’


    Wolpe had left Germany for England twice, first in 1932, returning to his family at the end of that year after making his first sketches of Albertus. In 1935 he departed for England again. There is a poignant story connecting the fate of his typeface with the fate of his relatives, although its neatness may raise eyebrows. ‘With Albertus he was paid a pound a letter,’ his daughter explains, ‘so he sat down with a friend and cooked up as many punctuation marks and extra marks, connecting elisions and whatever, and he said that’s what saved the family. If it had been slightly more, then he could have got his aunt out as well.’


    By the outbreak of war, Wolpe had found other sources of income. He worked as a designer at the Fanfare Press, leading to his display typeface Fanfare (a bold condensed italic). In 1935 he made Tempest Titling (a heavy but dashing italic sans serif designed to portray speed and motion), and two years later he created Pegasus (a serif text face with some compelling irregularities, often regarded as a natural partner to Albertus). He also designed dynamic text-only jackets for the publisher Victor Gollancz, including the original cover for Orwell’s The Road to Wigan Pier.*


    Before Albertus became Faber house style in the 1940s, other publishers tried it for size. Penguin chose it for its Illustrated Classics series of 1938, ten jacketed paperbacks made vivid with bold woodcuts and Wolpe’s type reselling masterworks including A Sentimental Journey, Gulliver’s Travels and Robinson Crusoe. And Wolpe’s reputation at Faber was based less on his typefaces than his dramatic early jacket contributions as a freelancer. One of his first was Descent into Hell, the novel by Charles Williams, with the calligraphy at a dramatic downward angle. This set the tone for much of his work – the title as a gentle illustrative joke. In the decades to come he would make several hundred more.
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    The outbreak of war brought publishing its anticipated deprivations – rougher paper, less colour – but for a man with Wolpe’s background there were also personal complications.


    ‘In 1940 he was sent to an internment camp in Australia for seven or eight months. An awful mix up: they rounded up all the suspected German spies and Jewish refugees and put them on boats, supposedly sending the spies to Australia and the refugees to the Isle of Man, but they got them all muddled up. He was on the same boat as German suspects and he had to go to the captain and say, “Look, this is not going to work.” And the captain apparently said, “You sort it out between you,” and so they more or less painted a line down the middle of the ship.’


    The internment vessel that preceded Wolpe’s, SS Arandora Star, was sunk by a German torpedo with a loss of more than eight hundred lives, while his ship, HMT Dunera, survived its own bombardment. Everyone on the 57-day voyage was sick, many with severe dysentery, but the camp itself, by the small town of Hay in New South Wales, was recalled by Wolpe as generally agreeable. ‘But he tried to be positive about everything,’ Deborah Hopson-Wolpe says. ‘He remembers they ate very well because they had Viennese pastry cooks. And they set up a university, and they did theatricals, and I think they even had their own money which he did some of the lettering for.’
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      A dramatic journey: Wolpe plots a path from kitchen table to bookshop.

    

    Wolpe’s permanent employment at Faber began almost as soon as he returned in 1941 and lasted until his retirement in 1975. One of his supplementary roles involved fire-watching from the roof of the Russell Square office. ‘Of all the things Berthold heard and saw during this time,’ Deborah remembers, ‘he said one of the most awful was a piano, in flames, falling slowly through several floors of a burning building. He told me it seemed to him like the sound of the end of civilisation.’
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    His children would often meet him at the Faber offices in Russell Square, and they’d go for tea or early supper at Lyons’ Corner House. He shared an office with the production manager David Bland, whose distinguishing feature (for children) was his loftiness. Hopson-Wolpe remembers that he had a carefully ordered desk with an in-tray (usually neat and not very full) and an out-tray (typically also neat but fuller); the most remarkable thing about his desk was that you could see lots of wood, lots of surface. Her father’s desk, by contrast, was only apparent by the huge amount of paperwork and other objects it held. To emphasise the point, she says you would be lucky to see its occupant behind it. A photo taken in his office shows him holding a pipe, a long flick of hair over his balding pate, a wistful stare, and a room just as his daughter recalled it, full of detritus and what looked like crap. One of his sons later told me, ‘Everything there had significance which would probably have needed Berthold to explain.’


    His colleagues, including Shirley Tucker and Sue Shaw, tend to remember his profile first: a large nose, a vast balding head, a mind that thought carefully before it spoke incisively. They say it was unusual for him to appear in the office before lunchtime, as he spent his mornings trawling London’s bookshops and junk shops for treasures (and on the days when he did make it in just before lunch, he would then go for lunch). He liked the occasional drink. He wore a trilby and a Sherlock-style Inverness cape, and once he had established himself as an eccentric, he loved playing up to it. Not that he wasn’t utterly committed to his work, nor that he wasn’t convinced of its value.


    ‘He would often work at home on the kitchen table until one or two at night,’ Hopson-Wolpe says. ‘I remember coming downstairs from my bedroom in the evening needing a drink of water, and he would show me what he was up to. He showed me how to do a wash-out, where you do your lettering in white poster paint, and then you go over the whole thing in black Indian ink, and then as it dries the shellac in the Indian ink seals it to the paper, and then you hold it under the bath tap and it washes off to leave this fantastically lively bit of lettering. But you have to wash the bath immediately, or it dries all around it.’


    His daughter removed several large piles of paper and card from their folders and spread them out. This was the original artwork for just a few of the estimated 1,500 jackets her father designed for Faber, a spread of such freestyle calligraphy and liberated joy that they still seemed to be alive, the ink not quite dry, as vivid as the day they were constructed some seventy or eighty years ago. One can see the pencil sketching beneath Indian ink, the paint correcting the elaborate letters (long before Tipp-Ex was invented in the late fifties near his German birthplace), the faint blue lines familiar from school exercise books beneath the writing, the glue beneath the cut-out letters, the instructions to the printers to ‘please reproduce the brush marks inside the white letters’ or ‘SS line’ (same size) or ‘extremely urgent’ or ‘cut out this corner’ or ‘press by Tuesday please without fail’ or ‘leave rough outline as original’. Sometimes Wolpe signs his work with a small BLW, sometimes just W.†


    There is, of course, one easily identifiable typeface on much of this work. The Brass Butterfly by William Golding; Fertile Image by Paul Nash; Smooth & Rough by Adrian Stokes; The Mind and Work of Paul Klee by Werner Haftmann; Firefly in the Night by Irene Nicholson; Sultan in Oman by James Morris; The Grass Roots of Art by Herbert Read. The Faber sales team would sometimes complain that Wolpe’s use of Albertus made all their books look the same, but what was now commonly referred to as ‘Faber lettering’ almost always enhanced the attractiveness to readers. And in this way, without any official dictum, did Albertus become the company’s organic branding. Penguin had already realised how valuable a uniform design could be in the increasingly competitive post-war market; you would have to hold eclectic tastes indeed to purchase all of Faber’s output just because it was Faber’s output, but Albertus certainly helped subliminally – perhaps even consciously – connect each book to perceptions of quality and discernment. As before, display type is nothing without association, and if you’re selling something – books, beans, the Boston Philharmonic – that association ideally creates a positive endorsement.


    In 2009, when the novelist Joseph Connolly compiled a large book of Faber jackets to celebrate the publisher’s eightieth anniversary, he compared the marriage of Wolpe and Faber to Lennon and McCartney, Rolls and Royce, Fred and Ginger. ‘The vast majority of his cover designs are truly a sight to behold. Because of his training, Wolpe knew backwards all of the rules, but being a true creative artist he had the daring and instinct, the wit and bravado, to break them at will. The solid blocks and bars of often clashing colours, the frequently overscaled typeface, sometimes whimsically vertical – in the hands of a lesser talent all this would surely have been the pathway to ugliness and chaos.’ Somehow Wolpe managed to avoid both the gaudy and the glaring, but still made ‘doubtful taste’ very sure of itself. ‘His triumph is thrilling,’ Connolly concludes. Regarding Albertus, ‘it is quite impossible to exaggerate the power and dignity … its style and excitement continue to reverberate.’


    A great many Faber writers – Auden, Eliot, Larkin, Golding, Hughes and Plath – were defined by Wolpe’s modern boldness. The text on the jacket announced daring new talent; the books weren’t just published, they were fired from a cannon. Occasionally Wolpe would receive unsolicited credit for famous jackets that weren’t his, such as the mesmeric rippling circles on the hardback of Sylvia Plath’s novel The Bell Jar, designed by Shirley Tucker. Wolpe did do the first hardback edition of Ariel, however, Plath’s second searing poetry collection published in 1965, two years after her suicide. The jacket is all text, the title letters unusually jaunty, considering the subject matter.


    We go through another folder of jacket designs on the kitchen table. It’s a rewardingly tactile job, like examining old schoolwork (indeed, some of the work is sketched on his children’s school exercise books). There’s a lot of cut-out, stuck-on paper, a lot of instructions to printers in pencil. Every piece looks original and different from the last, although all of it looks like it was composed in a hurry. A lot of work is marked ‘Return to Berthold Wolpe’. Otherwise, his daughter assures me, it would have all ended up in the Faber dustbin.


    Hopson-Wolpe shows me her father’s little tin box of watercolours: twelve tiny, cracked Chiclets of pigment, the original red and white missing due to use, their replacements too almost gone. ‘He was very frugal, the paper he used is appalling, often the backs of other things like cereal packets.’


    We turn over sketches on tracing paper for the novel Avalanche by Kay Boyle, a whooshing cascade of diagonal letters and scratched lines occupying all available space, and for Venice: An Aspect of Art by Adrian Stokes, six thick waves of ink effortlessly and cornily denoting water. Then there’s If Their Mothers Only Knew by Shirley Joseph (the title in a script resembling sprigs of rosemary) and A String of Beads by Dorothy McCall (1960, title ringed by a string of beads, obvious but effective, with an extra bead positioned in the middle of the S and B, and red pen scribbled beneath it: ‘extremely urgent, blocks to John Roberts, press by Tuesday please without fail’).‡


    ‘Some of these books look great but may read terribly,’ I suggest. Not her father’s problem, of course: his job was to make us notice them, the bookish exemplar of art-as-commerce. The more we sift these piles, the more I am awed by their creator’s persuasive instincts. Many of the outlines were drawn in an hour, his daughter says, and when one compares them with the published book it is evident how little changed during the production journey – one late evening at the Wolpe family’s kitchen table, and then for ever in the culture. Today, with so many meetings and so many drafts, and so many different people chiming in, book jacket design is a very different proposition.


    Some authors clearly wanted a little more consultation. The Faber archive contains a spiky correspondence between Wolpe and Lawrence Durrell over the jackets for two of his books. The designer had used a large smudgy handprint for the cover of Justine, the hand of his eldest daughter Sarah. When he sent the author a proof and Durrell voiced his objections, Wolpe replied that his letter had ‘unfortunately’ taken a while to arrive, and the jacket had already left for the printer, ‘and I am sorry to say it was therefore impossible to make any alterations’. Durrell then railed against Wolpe’s jacket for his novel The Dark Labyrinth. ‘It seems to me beyond horrible. This dreadful puce! And I really think that two drunken snails dipped in permanganate could have produced more aesthetically pleasing shapes.’ Wolpe didn’t change the book’s cover. There is no record of any disquiet from the author over the jacket for his travel book Bitter Lemons, nor for Durrell’s Collected Poems, both of which were adorned with Albertus.


    Hopson-Wolpe remembers these tricks, most conducted with enough charm (or at least conviction) not to offend. ‘If someone disagreed about a design he would say, “Oh, I think you may be wrong about that,” or “I’ll think about it,” and then he’d put it through regardless. The key for him was not getting into the office too early so there wasn’t enough time to change the block. But he wasn’t confrontational, and people seemed to be very kindly towards my dad. I think they either liked him or avoided him. The only time I ever heard him say something nasty was when he said, “The Nazis were terrible people.”’


    Deborah slept on the top floor of their Kennington house, while her brother Paul slept in a room directly above his parents. ‘He often heard loud noises from below – his father having nightmares “that they were coming to get him”. Of course, Daddy never spoke about that with us.’


    [image: Images]


    One of the most memorable Faber jackets – for Philip Larkin’s second novel A Girl in Winter (a well-wrapped woman carrying a letter as snow descends around her) – was created in 1947, not by Wolpe but by his wife Margaret.


    Deborah has created two fat books of photographs showing the range of her mother’s work, illustrations alongside carvings, pottery and textiles. Family photographs too, suggesting almost everything happened in their kitchen in Kennington. A black-and-white television is crammed in alongside pictures and pots, some wine on the table, a cropcircle calendar and a dragonfly kite. ‘Ghost images and snowstorms on the television, because there were lots of tower blocks near us where the signal came in, but if you hit the boiler thermostat that improved the picture … That’s Mum’s garden, she had apple trees, a mulberry, a fantastic magnolia, sour cherry. That’s one of the cats named Sid after Sid Vicious because he used to bite everyone.§
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      A singular genius: Berthold Wolpe reflects in the early 1970s.

    

    ‘It was great fun going on outings with him, until you got to a bookshop. We used to go up to Portobello more or less every Saturday. He said, “I’m just going to be a couple of minutes,” and we went, “Oh no …” Three hours later …


    ‘There was a lot of arguing, bickering between [him and Margaret]. They both had strong ideas on things. They both did the shopping and they both cooked, and sometimes they would come back with an awful lot of the [same] things that were on offer that day. So there was scolding: “You should have checked first.” I was always aware that money was tight but looking back on things … perhaps money wasn’t as tight as we thought.’


    Deborah’s husband Jock joins us at the kitchen table.


    ‘He would always come back and scuffle,’ Jock says.


    ‘Yes, he used to come home and scuffle: “I’ll just be down in a minute …”’


    ‘Something he bought he would scuffle away somewhere. Scuffle, scuffle, scuffle.’


    ‘He would collect anything. He was terribly enthusiastic, one of the things we liked best about him. There were always jokes and arguments. Jock found it quite intimidating.’


    ‘I remember being bored to death by some of the things he’d bring home. “Oh look, I’ve got something new!” And I’d have no interest in it whatsoever. Another bloody Japanese pen case or something. I’ve got a life to lead … but you just couldn’t get away.’


    ‘Did he milk that mad professor side?’


    Deborah: ‘I never saw that. He was just completely himself.’


    Jock: ‘But the German cape …’


    Deborah: ‘It wasn’t a German cape. It was English.’


    Jock: ‘Well, my dad didn’t wear one.’
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    As I leave, Deborah Hopson-Wolpe asks me, ‘Have you seen FuckYeahAlbertus?’


    I hadn’t. The Instagram account charted random sightings of the ‘bold, crisp and iconic’ typeface, and there were several examples I’d never seen. Rekorderlig cider. Elephant Atta chapatti flour. Waitrose Merlot. Salaam basmati rice. The Wyvern Bindery bookbinding firm in Hoxton. The signage at the Library of Congress. The programme cover for Brian Friel’s Translations at the National Theatre. The pastiche Ladybird book The Story of Brexit. A new edition of Jules Verne’s Around the World in Eighty Days.


    Contributors to the account had been a little sparse recently. We could change that.


    


    * Typically, type would occupy the entire page, often slanted or enclosed within boxes. The text would include early review quotes and extravagant claims: ‘The most famous novel of the century’, asserted the jacket for The Citadel by A.J. Cronin. According to the publisher’s biographer Sheila Hodges, Wolpe’s layouts often relied upon instructions from Victor Gollancz himself, such as ‘Title important – author unimportant – reviewer important.’


    † The L stood for Ludwig, a composite from the Old High German, meaning ‘famous warrior’. Berthold also has a joint derivation: ‘bright’ and ‘ruler’.


    ‡ When, in 2015, Faber produced a gift box of a hundred classic jackets as postcards, an 85-year trawl through the archives with the box text all in Albertus, more than a third were designed by Wolpe. Of those that weren’t, several featured his typefaces.


    § Everyone? Historians of punk would argue that his bark was worse than his bite.

  

  
    10. FUCKYEAH ALBERTUS


    In a now-famous thought experiment, the type designer Cyrus Highsmith once tried to plan a day in New York without Helvetica. A tough assignment, for it was everywhere: dollar bills, breakfast cereals, morning newspapers, subway lettering.


    Albertus is not Helvetica; perhaps, conducting a similar experiment in London, I would have an easier time. But that meant not going for a walk on Hampstead Heath, managed by the Corporation of London, where Albertus handles all the information and instructions, if not all the grammar: ‘Childrens Enclosure. No Dogs. Please Shut The Gate. Did You Know: All the money we gain from car parking will be used to help keep Hampstead Heath a safer, healthier and more attractive open space.’ Wolpe’s work, approaching its ninetieth year, is also there for ‘Women’ and ‘Men’.


    Off 300 miles, then, to the many charms of St Ives, Cornwall. Here one can walk coastal paths and tour the Tate and Barbara Hepworth’s house and see no Albertus at all. Things get trickier along the main thoroughfare Fore Street, however, where the Methodist Church says, ‘We Worship Jesus Christ as Lord’ and the Bible Christian Chapel up the road announces, ‘Christ Paid the Penalty for Our Sins’ (in Albertus). The sign at Lulu’s kebab shop on Tregenna Hill says ‘Special Pizzas’ in Albertus; you can eat them riding with the St Ives Bus Company, with its logo in Albertus.
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      Wherever you go, there it is: gentle instruction on Hampstead Heath.

    

    Back in London where the street signs say ‘Great Tower Street’ and ‘Old Fish Street Hill’ and ‘London Bridge’ in Albertus, one might go on to the Queen Street Laundry by Southwark Bridge and the nearest Curzon at Aldgate East for a new print of Jean-Luc Godard’s Breathless (with the poster in Albertus), and hang around for David Lynch’s Dune (screen credits), and then return a week later for the John Carpenter season, featuring Escape from New York, The Thing, Christine, Starman, Big Trouble in Little China, Prince of Darkness, They Live and Escape From L.A. The opening screen credits are all in Albertus, obviously. The consistent framing of Carpenter’s movies created a reassuring sense of homecoming to his fans, and then he’d blow that up. There is also a John Carpenter Street (in Albertus) in Blackfriars, although that’s a different John Carpenter (1372–1442, town clerk, founder of City of London School).


    You get the idea; it can get very annoying for those you’re with. Obviously you should never venture into the huge Waterstones in Piccadilly, because even if you buy something that doesn’t have Albertus on it, a person behind the counter will offer you a nice tote bag with the shop name in Albertus. A few yards along, at Hatchards, the shelves by the payment desk offer the most alluring first editions: The Night-Comers by Eric Ambler; Autumn Journal by Louis MacNeice; Wilfred Thesiger’s Arabian Sands; Other Voices, Other Rooms by Truman Capote. All wrapped in cellophane, all wrapped in Albertus.


    And you can’t relax with television at home. Even if you escape the opening credits of reruns of The Prisoner, you’ll run into the titles for Jihad, a documentary on Amazon Prime about Afghanistan’s latest holy war, or you’ll notice something familiar about the book jacket of a memoir written by, of all people, Spock, titled The Many and the One, which appears in Star Trek: Picard. And the typeface on the door of the insurance racket Claffin & Sons in Sharon Horgan’s murder comedy Bad Sisters looks like Albertus too, because it is Albertus.


    And not much joy in music: Nick Cave’s album Ghosteen; Metronomy’s Small World; Coldplay’s Parachutes; New Order’s ‘Ceremony’ single; The Beach Boys’ Surfin’ Safari; Elvis Costello’s collaboration with the Roots, Wise Up Ghost, and his song cycle with the Brodsky Quartet The Juliet Letters.


    Sport – always relief in sport, so long as you’re not a Liverpool fan: that ‘Players’ Entrance’ sign at Anfield looks familiar, as does the badge on a Stoke City shirt, as does the Nike website for basketball superstar LeBron James: ‘Greatness Is A Journey’.


    If a designer chooses Albertus, I think I will get to know about it fairly soon. It is like discovering an old friend for the first time, a feeling that Wolpe’s parents would have identified as Gemütlichkeit, a warming comfort, and I’ve spoken to other type enthusiasts who have similar feelings towards Futura. Sometimes I wish it would leave me alone. I have at least three hundred photographs of Albertus showing unique usage, and only someone who’s totally insane would have more.

  

  
    11. THE SONS


    A few weeks after visiting Deborah Hopson-Wolpe in Buckinghamshire I am met at the train station in Fareham, Hampshire, by Berthold Wolpe’s two sons, Paul and Toby. They are both recently retired, Toby from his role as an online news editor for CBS, Paul from his job as a local GP (the Albertus sign outside his surgery was hand-drawn by his father and cast in a local foundry).


    There are files and boxes waiting for me on the dining room table at Paul’s home. There is the money Wolpe printed during his internment in Hay (with secret inscriptions around the perimeter: ‘We are here because we are here’ is drawn behind barbed wire on the two-shilling note). There is a card from 1940 printed onboard HMT Dunera: ‘Souvenir of a voyage from somewhere to somewhere. Printed this year in the month of July on the high seas.’


    Toby passes me a thin sheet of paper marked ‘Opened By Censor’. Their father had used faint pencil to list his work thus far. ‘There is often some confusion about the dates,’ Toby says, ‘but this should settle it.’ Hyperion Fraktur and Hyperion Roman (Capitals), both 1932; Albertus Titling, 1933; Albertus Roman, 1937; Albertus Light, 1938; Albertus Bold Titling 1940; Tempest Titling 1935; Sachsenwald Bold, 1935; Sachsenwald Light 1939; Pegasus Roman, 1937.


    Sachsenwald was Wolpe’s interpretation of a heavy German black-letter typeface, a version of which appeared in a songbook he helped design for the Nazis in March 1935 entitled Wohlauf Kameraden (Arise Comrades), for which he also drew some illustrations, including a spread eagle.


    ‘I wouldn’t get it out of proportion,’ Toby says. ‘It was one job, and how he came about doing it we’re not sure. He’d lost his job and shouldn’t have been working. I later found a note stating “these are not for reproduction”, so he was certainly ashamed of it at some point. It may have been the only work he could get.’


    I asked the sons about the idea of Albertus saving the family. ‘Not strictly true,’ Paul says. ‘But it was true over time. If he hadn’t got that commission [for The Times], then he wouldn’t have got his other work. He made a lot of good connections from Albertus. He did it as a job and then the job rescued him. But he would have done better if he’d retained some sort of control over it, or a royalty.’


    ‘His mother and sister had come across earlier, in 1935/36, and they hadn’t liked it,’ Toby tells me. ‘Hilde [Berthold’s sister] couldn’t work as a dentist, they didn’t have the language, and so they actually went back to Germany. Berthold had these rooms in Essex Court in the Temple, and he was still working there in 1939 when he read about an explosion in Offenbach. He went to the Evening News building on Fleet Street, and then to the Reuters building, and in the end someone came down with the wire story with more details, and it was the building where his sister and mother were.’ A Jewish couple had committed suicide by gassing themselves, and when a postman rang the bell, a spark set off an explosion. Wolpe then returned to Germany five months before the war to get them out. The son of a neighbour ran a truck company, loaded them in with all their stuff, and they caught a ferry from the Hook of Holland. ‘My daughter has the damaged viola that belonged to [Berthold’s] mother,’ Paul Wolpe says. ‘I’m pretty sure the son then got a jail term for helping them.’


    His sons believe that their father enquired about joining the British army, but was turned down. And shortly afterwards he was deported to Australia. ‘The original plan was just to send those who were seriously dangerous, and he wasn’t,’ Paul says. ‘Then they all became a danger, and Churchill wanted to round everyone up. Then newspapers stoked up the public to believe that all “enemy aliens” were a risk. Apparently when he asked about joining the army, a policeman sent him round the corner to the German embassy.’


    The brothers discuss the work he did on his return. In addition to his permanent post at Faber, he moonlighted for the Political Warfare Executive, a little black propaganda. ‘They wanted someone who could do the type properly for German-looking paperwork, the idea being they would flood Germany with official-looking documents that would undermine morale. One of the classics was about how all the German women were catching venereal diseases when their men were away fighting.’ Wolpe’s assignment was more subtle. Two days before his marriage in November 1941 he was summoned to a Mayfair hotel to design ‘threatening seasonal greeting cards’ to send to printing firms in the Reich.


    ‘You really had to get things out of him,’ Paul Wolpe says. ‘He wouldn’t volunteer the information. In my twenties I listened to The Threepenny Opera and I thought it was wonderful, and then he would tell me about Berlin. His English was very beautiful; he wasn’t just fluent, he was eloquent. He used to have a saying, “There’s no matter so urgent that can’t be made non-urgent with sufficient delay.”’


    We discuss a clip of their father on YouTube, an interview marking a typography award in 1982.* He talks about his attendance at Rudolf Koch’s lettering classes in Offenbach, about his metalworking apprenticeship at a foundry in Frankfurt, and his decorative role in the drawing of a new map of Germany. Wolpe sits on a high stool looking like he’d rather be at the dentist. The colour of his brown checked jacket matches his thinning combed-over hair. He speaks slowly and carefully, unaccustomed to being filmed, aware he is speaking for posterity. He tells a story about being gifted the American type designer F.W. Goudy’s razors, and adds a little to the record, listing his teaching posts at Camberwell art school, the Royal College and City and Guilds.


    ‘I had forgotten about his accent,’ Toby says. ‘When he’s your dad you don’t hear it. When I was small we went to the museum in St Albans and I got bored and went off and got lost, and when I went to the front desk to ask the person whether they’d seen my dad, they said, “The man with the accent?” And I said “No.”’


    The sons talk of him with deep love, his absences excused as eccentricities. ‘He wasn’t taking us to football – he was fifty-one when I was born, so he wasn’t that kind of dad at all. We’d go on holiday and he wouldn’t be with us for the first few weeks, but then he’d suddenly appear. He would catch up with work deep into the night, and I would crawl around on all fours in pyjamas and crawl right round his desk, and try to surprise him. Usually I’d get only halfway and he’d say, “Is that you, Toby?”’ Only when they accompanied their father to the Double Crown Club, the esteemed London society of printers and designers, did they realise he was such a significant figure, and held in such high esteem.


    ‘He didn’t come to the school gates,’ Paul says. ‘Toby was in the first eleven for football, and he never came to the matches. But we were all always making things and painting, great fun, obviously creative.’


    ‘Then there was the Portobello Road,’ Toby continues. ‘I would be six or seven and Paul would be eight or nine, and we’d get there and he would just leave you. This huge, long street market, and he’d be looking at pen cases and styluses and writing tablets with inscriptions. He had all these dealers he knew – there was one called the Professor who always had something round the back for him. My mum would go crazy. He had spent all the food money on a new Byzantine implement.


    ‘We never felt there was a lot of money about. The other kids were talking about what they’d seen on ITV, but we only had BBC, one channel. One of the great things when we finally got ITV was we could see the wrestling for the first time. But they let us get on with whatever we wanted by ourselves. They never pressurised us about work choices or how we would spend our lives. The only time I can remember him saying something was when I was going to change jobs. I was running the press service in the French embassy for a few years, and he thought that was really good, but then when I was offered another journalism job somewhere, he was worried about long-term security.’


    We sift through the early inky drafts of his typefaces. As with their sister’s jacket designs, white paint corrects and redirects, while pencil instructs and straightens the lines. ‘72 Punkt’ stands in for 72 point on a near-perfect actual-size rendering of Albertus, which is signed ‘Berthold L Wolpe 1933’ at bottom-right. It’s the equivalent of Lennon’s lyric manuscript for ‘A Day in the Life’.


    We try to define its essence: the staunch A, the ragged counter of the O, the kick-serifs at the foot of E and F, the slide of the R, the consistency of the forms, the Jeeves-like service of the ampersand. We tie ourselves in knots, we look for diversions. ‘Have you seen Private Eye?’ Paul asks as he locates a recent issue in the hall. He shows me a page with an article from the ‘Roman Times’, the then-prime minister cast as Boris Caesar. ‘Said Boris … “Look, only 148 people stabbed me, which is far fewer than I expected. And the real point is that 211 people didn’t stab me at all, which makes it a convincing victory for me.”’ Albertus throughout, two different weights and three different point-sizes.
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      Humanity: a slightly disordered 72pt drawing from 1933.

    

    We turn over other pages, some mounted on card, now with umlauts and alternative designs and numbers. Pegasus originals too, one signed 3 May 1938, with fine pencilled arrows drawing attention to the sharp cuts of g and k. Paul tells me there’s still a lot of his father’s stuff – mostly books and magazines – at the Type Archive in Stockwell; he says he used to volunteer there and he laments its decline as much as anyone. One of the more unusual objects he passed each day was a large sketch of his father on a white door drawn by his friend Charles Mozley, and on its handle a scrap of paper carried the instruction, ‘This drawing may not be fixed. It can smudge very easily.’
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      Berthold in the 1980s with his sons Paul and Toby.

    

    I ask him what he wants to happen to all of this wonderful material. ‘It’s a big ongoing debate among us all,’ the brothers say. They would like to be paid decent money for it; they would like to keep it together; they are struggling to find anywhere that will do both. We run through some obvious candidates: St Bride Library in the City? The typography department of Reading University? Neither have the money at the moment. Klingspor Museum in Offenbach? Possible, and there have been Wolpe displays there in the past, but that means a permanent departure from the UK. As would shipping the internment items to the National Library of Australia in Canberra. There are institutions in the United States too, although few have direct connections with Wolpe’s life.
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      Wolpe with honours: Charles Mozley sketches his friend on a door.

    

    ‘When he died we found there was a huge amount of unclaimed money in a pension fund in his name,’ Paul tells me. ‘That would have been so useful to have when he was alive. I was a junior doctor with a mortgage larger than my weekly pay, so I was doing a lot of other jobs. I wouldn’t have had to be up all night.’†


    We finish our tea and lament the lack of money in type. I mention the Harry Ransom Center at the University of Texas at Austin, which pays a lot of money for valuable archives. I felt a bit foolish wondering whether, after publication of this book, Wolpe’s work may be worth a little more.


    A few months after my visit, Paul Wolpe sent me an email. The four stamps issued to mark King Charles’s coronation all featured his father’s type. He sent me a link, and there it was: Albertus spelling out each stamp’s theme: The Coronation; Diversity and Community; the Commonwealth; Sustainability and Biodiversity. Ian Chilvers, a partner in the graphic design company Atelier Works, had chosen Albertus because ‘it has the character of a font cut by hand into stone’ and fitted well with Andrew Davidson’s wood engravings. ‘It is a nice feeling,’ Wolpe wrote. ‘I suppose “pride” covers it – the happiness you feel when someone you love does something good or succeeds, like when your kid does well in a recital or exam. Pride but without the ownership.’‡
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    On my second visit to Olney, Deborah Hopson-Wolpe escorts me to her workshop at the side of her house. She gives me a small round dish decorated with a familiar alphabet around the rim. It’s thrown, she says, and then when it’s ‘cheese hard’ she stamps the letters in with Albertus punches. She has made some wonderful graphic prints too, and postcards with the text ‘Whatever Will They Think Of Next?’, ‘Apropos Of Nothing In Particular’, and ‘Strike While The Toast Is Hot’. Others carry pencil sketches of the hallway of her childhood home and her mother’s workbench. There is something about them of Edward Bawden, for whose work she and her parents shared a passion.


    ‘Towards the end his legs got slower and he couldn’t carry a case, he had terrible back pain at one point. He did some sort of swimming therapy. It was probably just a lifetime of carrying too many books. After he retired from Faber they started travelling more. Cosmos coach holidays around Europe. His Faber pension just about paid the rates in Kennington.’


    He didn’t like all the modernisation he saw at Faber – new offices in Queen Square, the new ‘ff’ logo. ‘The last six months he was slowing down. We picked him up on the train once and we went to the Edward Bawden Museum in Bedford. He found it quite difficult lifting one foot. Then a few months later we were due to visit him and Mum said, “Perhaps don’t come,” because our kids were quite loud and tiring. And then Paul was concerned. They got him into St Thomas’s, where they said it was some kind of a heart event, they weren’t quite sure. Then a few days later he died in the night, his aorta burst. He’d got some books out of the hospital library, and was showing my mum a bit of typography, something interesting.’


    


    * The Frederic W. Goudy Award for Excellence in Typography from the Rochester (New York) Institute of Technology.


    † Money, or the lack of it, became a familiar theme in the conversations I had with Wolpe’s children. A common frustration among his children was how poorly their father handled it, and specifically how unconcerned he was. There were tales, also, of him being easily exploitable. Deborah Hopson-Wolpe told me: ‘I know he was terribly upset because when it all came out of copyright, Letraset started doing Letraset Albertus, and he wrote to them saying “I’m really glad you’re using this, but just to point out …” He wasn’t asking them for money, but he pointed out that the copyright had reverted back to him. He then got letters from lawyers saying “we’re going to sue you … you can’t stop us using it”. They took fright.’


    ‡ The use of Albertus went beyond the stamps. During the coronation procession the king’s carriage passed beneath a series of vertical banners on Admiralty Arch proclaiming ‘Happy & Glorious’, each banner with one huge letter. Similar signs lined the route, and Albertus appeared on signs and banners at the official concert at Windsor the following day.

  

  
    12. THE REVIVAL


    Recently, Albertus and Wolpe were born again.


    In 2015, Toshi Omagari, a young designer at Monotype, had just completed his revival of a typeface called Haas Unica, a modern Swiss design inspired, as its name suggested, by elements of Univers and Helvetica. Omagari’s fresh take, called Neue Haas Unica, subtly modified the alphabet for wide digital use, and added small capitals. He also made a Greek and Cyrillic version. The job was successful, and won a significant prize. Not long after its launch its creator began to look for a new project.


    Omagari was born in Fukuoka, the sixth-largest city in Japan. After studying typography and typeface design at university in Tokyo, he thought he’d pursue the standard route of a commercial graphic designer into advertising, but he decided it wasn’t his thing. Instead he fell in love with type, something purer. He was accepted on to the highly regarded typography course at the University of Reading, and soon found he had a talent not only for Roman (English) types, but also Mongolian and Arabic, both of which he developed during an internship at Monotype. ‘I worked like crazy to get them to hire me,’ he told me. ‘It was clearly the place to start serious work.’


    His serious work soon entered the marketplace. He made Metro Nova, a revival of Metro, the sans serif typeface designed by William Addison Dwiggins in 1929. He made Marco, an informal text font with a strong calligraphic feel inspired by classic early Venetian types created by Nicolas Jenson and Aldus Manutius. He then made Cowhand, a display face designed to keep words at one specific width (one-letter words have one very wide character, two-letter words have characters of half that width and so on; very long words get very compressed). If you are familiar with the brand Tony’s Chocolonely you will have some idea of its friendly blocky characteristics (remarkably, he designed it during a four-day hackathon). After this he began a project that would take the best part of two years, his most ambitious challenge to date: a complete reworking of five typefaces by Berthold Wolpe – Albertus, Pegasus, Sachsenwald, Fanfare and Tempest.


    ‘This might surprise you, but Albertus might have been the least favourite of the five,’ Omagari remembers. ‘I saw lots of problems with the original. Wolpe had noted how hard it was to transfer the original stone cut to a typeface on paper. His first attempt for Monotype was miserable, and looks more like a traditional black letter. The second attempt was a lot closer to his final design.’


    Omagari examined the original drawings at the Monotype archive and with Paul Wolpe at the Type Archive. ‘Despite its popularity I’ve always thought that the whole thing wasn’t drawn particularly well,’ he told me. ‘The Light version was especially terrible.’ Examining the early sketches, which were covered with washes of white corrective paint and arrows pointing to a letter’s particular quirks, Omagari found many attempts at the lower-case g and h. He noted on his website, ‘What seemed like a technical compromise might have actually been Wolpe’s quirky decision … I strove for the best version that meets the modern demand of design, with changes that are still true to the original intention, if not truer.’


    
      [image: Images]


      Birth and death: an image of a memorial carving on Toshi Omagari’s computer.

    

    This was not the first time Berthold Wolpe’s work had received the honour of renewed attention; on the first occasion he was still alive to help organise it. A retrospective of his work was held at the Victoria & Albert Museum in 1980, marking his seventy-fifth birthday, and showed off the entire range of his abilities, a display stretching far beyond type for printing. There was also type for plaques, tiles, tapestries, bowls and other vessels, book illustrations and nameplate decorations, medals and coinage, the latter featuring Albertus on the five-shillings Churchill commemorative crown and Jersey penny (in time it would also appear around the 50p piece).


    The exhibition also shone a light on Wolpe’s scholarship, including essays on the history of italics and calligraphy, as well as his earliest drawings with Rudolf Koch near Frankfurt before the war. Polite introductory essays spoke of Wolpe’s skills as a soft-spoken teacher at the Royal College of Art, and of his deserved receipt of professional honours. The oration that accompanied his honorary doctorate at the RCA in 1968 spoke of his unquenchable curiosity and his variegated lore; he was, in Gerald Manley Hopkins’s words, a lover of ‘all things counter, original, spare and strange’. An OBE would follow in 1983.


    Of course, the main body of the exhibition concentrated on his hand-drawn book jackets and typefaces, and although his work for the Bodley Head and Penguin got a look-in, the focus was on Faber. John Bodley, who worked with Wolpe at the company, observed how everyone at the office in Queen Square indulged and vaguely envied Wolpe’s bohemian way, including his lax observance of deadlines and the audacity of his designs. His nonconformism was bolstered by the wartime shortage of materials and the necessarily improvised disregard for formal working practices; if you were designing jackets for such utilitarian subjects as composting and first aid, anything went. Wolpe’s creative convictions, and his forceful charm, ensured that this approach endured throughout his Faber tenure.
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    Toshi Omagari’s digital revival succeeded in retaining the enriching hand-finished quality of Wolpe’s original letters, not least the slightly rough impression they made when printed by letterpress. He tried to correct the weight and spacing discrepancies between the original upper- and lowercases, arising from Wolpe adding the lower several years after the upper. Each letter’s proportion was slightly revised, and all the original alternative letters drawn by Wolpe were restored. Alongside a freshly drawn set of small capitals and a new Greek and Cyrillic version, Omagari configured Albertus Nova in five weights: Thin, Light, Regular, Bold and Black.*


    Omagari’s only regret is not accompanying his revival and new weights with their equivalent italics. He says he underestimated the demand for these among Monotype customers, although he was in no doubt that the current version, made by Wolpe himself, was unsatisfactory. ‘The old man wanted money,’ Omagari told me; it was a story he had heard second- or third-hand. ‘So that’s why it existed. In the 1930s he was paid one pound for each character, but he didn’t get anything after that, no royalties. In the 1980s, when he was in his eighties, he started complaining that he should be getting more money. And Monotype decided that he should make a new typeface from which they could pay royalties to him, but because he was too old to come up with a new typeface he decided to expand his most popular one, so that’s how Albertus Italic came to be. But if you look at the italic it’s actually a pretty lazy job. It’s mechanically condensed, mechanically slanted. The italic lower case had to change – the lower case a and f are different, for example, and I think those changes were done not by Wolpe but in-house at Monotype.’
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      Toshi Omagari’s Albertus Nova with rarely seen alternates.
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    Beyond Albertus, Monotype was also keen to celebrate Wolpe’s other designs, all long overdue a satisfactory digital makeover. So Toshi Omagari created a revival of Fanfare (first made in 1937), the energetic and modern slanted display face with a paper-cutout look, ideal for print media and advertising, as playful as Albertus is monumental; Omagari claims it was his ‘happiest discovery’ in the archive. A heavy contrast came in the shape of Wolpe Sachsenwald, a more approachable version of the original foreboding black letter. Released in 1936, its deep German roots did not make it popular among Monotype’s clientele; Omagari heard that in the thirty years before it was withdrawn it sold only three copies. Today, slightly more rounded and slightly less jackboot, the revived Sachsenwald works best in the areas you might expect – logo names for heavy metal bands and on labels of German lager – although Omagari has also spotted it in a hip-hop context.


    Then there was Wolpe Pegasus, a consciously inconsistent and quirky text font where nothing seems to match, with its unpredictable letters – the non-matching bowls of b, d, p and q, and the stroke terminals of a, c, f and r – its biggest calling card. Omagari refined the irregularities to work in a digital format (the original, from 1937, was only available in one size – 16 point), and he paid particular attention to improving the italics. ‘It is not a revival so much as digging up a corpse if you do not give the design a new life,’ he noted. ‘All of Wolpe’s designs have aged remarkably well, but none better than Pegasus in my opinion.’†


    Omagari’s final contribution to the set was Wolpe Tempest, a dynamic all-caps slanted face suggesting movement at speed. Its fin-like terminals were best displayed on the title-piece of 1950s comic Eagle, home to Dan Dare, Pilot of the Future. Omagari gave it a lighter weight, but also some elaborate ‘swash’ adornments to several letters to increase its movement and power.


    The launch of the Wolpe Collection was celebrated in September 2017 with a colourful event at the Type Archive with banners, notebooks and souvenir Albertus tea towels. It was reassuring to see typefaces celebrated in this way, and better still to learn that traditional Monotype Albertus Titling in many sizes of metal was being sold by the Type Archive as fast as Kumar and his associates could make it. Who was buying it? A lot of small presses, and a lot of amateurs discovering the tactile rewards of letterpress for the first time. In a video accompanying the launch, the Type Archive’s director Sue Shaw says that Wolpe’s real gift was bringing the past and present together; the celebrated type designer Matthew Carter (Georgia, Verdana, Helvetica Compressed) points out that in all of Omagari’s revivals one can still see Wolpe shining through.


    The following year the Lettering Arts Trust in Snape Maltings, Suffolk, hosted an exhibition of Wolpe’s work to mark the publication of a wonderfully illustrated oral history compiled by the graphic designer Phil Cleaver, a professor at Middlesex University. Among the book’s appraisals of Wolpe’s life, all set in Wolpe Pegasus, the printer Rowley Atterbury called him ‘one of the greats of the last century … original in both thought and execution’. The artist David Gentleman concluded, ‘As calligrapher, type designer, typographer, pen collector and scholar with a European breadth of understanding, Berthold was a good person to have known.’ Julia Ramos, an artist and friend, remembered: ‘Berthold had a streak of true genius, which was demonstrated not only in his inventiveness as a designer but by his scholarly and enquiring mind. Anything strange, unusual, be it an object found in a junkyard, or a box of craftsman’s tools no longer used, would be a source for him, to reassess and value what he had found. If one met him by chance, he would retrieve such an object from his pocket and show you. His gentle sweetness and nobility showed always.’


    Monotype was pleased with its dynamic new collection. ‘We did something really interesting,’ Omagari says, and he thinks that sales, particularly of Albertus Nova, have been strong and lucrative, citing its use on the Disney movies The Lion King and Mulan. As a staff member he received a wage enhanced by bonuses rather than a royalty, echoing Wolpe’s own remuneration. But the designer was laid off by the company during Covid, after which he set himself up as a freelancer and completed a book on the history and application of type in video games. In a rewarding twist, in 2020 his revival of Wolpe Pegasus was officially adopted as Faber’s typographic house style, visible on all its branding, replacing the unofficial face of Albertus that dominated the company’s look for almost half a century.
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    These days Faber’s creative director Peter Adlington still welcomes the ‘confounding ability’ of Albertus to apply itself to so much so well. ‘It can appear whimsical, definitive, literary, threatening, quiet …’ His fellow designer Jonathan Pelham notes other identities: ‘Modern yet old fashioned, stiffly formal yet faintly eccentric, folkloric yet empirical. Often it can embody two seemingly opposing qualities at once. It can be used to communicate a huge range of messages, but unlike the expressly universalist modernism of Helvetica or Univers, it doesn’t flatten the effect behind the message in the process.’


    Donna Payne, Faber’s former creative director, remembers that when she joined the company in 2007 Albertus ‘almost had its own office’. ‘It’s incredibly hard to make it look bad,’ she says. ‘It even looks good on a phone, it just lends a literary quality to everything. The only problem is that it can make a designer lazy; the familiarity means you have to work harder to create something innovative. I’ve tried to deconstruct it, but no matter what you do with it, even with horrible spacing, it always manages to look beautiful. There’s just something magical about it.’
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    Wolpe died in 1989, aged eighty-three. His funeral took place at Golders Green Crematorium. It’s a short walk from my childhood home, and where several of my extended family each has a rose bush planted in their name, close to one for Berthold.


    ‘At the funeral, people were both sad and cheerful,’ Deborah Hopson-Wolpe says. ‘The rabbi gave a nice talk, mentioning all the mastheads he’d designed – The Times, Jewish Chronicle, even the Eagle. There were lots of jokes all the way through. All these printers had made something and brought their work along, and I’d made these little ABC Albertus bowls with the year on them. It was like a kid’s party with all these little presents, all these wonderful bits of printing and letters.’


    The generous and thorough obituary in the Independent mentioned his type designs and teaching achievements, the text framing a large central display of Albertus capitals. The Daily Telegraph was less forthcoming, offering a mere ten lines. Albertus got two of them, acknowledging its prominence as ‘the most common display face in Britain’.


    In the summer of 2022, on my last visit to the Type Archive, I went through some of the cardboard boxes marked ‘B. Wolpe’, or similar. There was a letter from the Double Crown Club about a late subscription payment; there were original articles he had written for obscure journals; there were a lot of Monotype newsletters and book jackets for specialist books, all featuring Albertus: Calligraphy and Palaeography; Byzantine Art in the Making; Seven Hundred Years of Ornamental Carpets. And there were brown envelopes filled with old slugs of metal type.


    An overwhelming sadness filled the cavernous rooms. The place was a mausoleum, punctuated with a few shell-shocked people, all involved in its dismantling. Soon it would no longer make Albertus or anything else, nor demonstrate how it’s done. The art of typecasting will thus die another death; it has survived photographic composition, it had survived the computer, but it cannot survive the gas bills.


    The archive does not own the magnificent things it cares for, so the collection is being broken up and going back to its owners (the Monotype collection belongs to the Science Museum, the Stephenson Blake collection to the V & A) – all the typecasters and all those key banks and stop bars and button clips, all those monumental alphabets. As neither institution has the space or money to display them, they will be boxed and vaulted. In my mind I see the closing scene of Raiders of the Lost Ark, the treasure somewhere subterranean, overly secure and access forbidden, and eventually maybe forgotten.
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      Sign of the times: Alphabet Mews runs out of road at the Type Archive.

    

    And then there’s the singular genius of Berthold Wolpe. Perhaps it’s all too creatively voracious to tell a single marketable tale; I hope this book at least helps a little. But the typographic arts are not valued as they should be, then or now. Or rather, they are valued, but by a too-select few who choose the likes of Albertus again and again and again for their artistic and commercial expression, driven by instinct and drawn to near-perfection.


    


    * You will find them all in the Albertus Nova collection on myfonts.com. In Monotype’s Albertus Titling the alternative letters included an M with its central V strokes meeting at the baseline rather than halfway, a T with narrower arms, a W with its two Vs crossing in the middle rather than their usual meeting at the apex, and a more open, less complex ampersand. In the original Albertus Light, the tail of an alternative J hits the baseline rather than falling below it.


    † An earlier revival appeared two years before, designed by Fabian Harb of the Swiss foundry Dinamo, but it is not commercially available.

  

  
    13. THE TEST


    Ultimately, I wanted to test Donna Payne’s theory that it was incredibly hard to make Albertus look bad.


    I would meet Simon Trewin on a cold November afternoon at Bell House in Dulwich, formerly the mansion of Thomas Wright, once mayor of London and printer of Bibles, almanacs and other works in the 1760s. Trewin had a lock-up in a former stable block, and he’d recently bought some new metal type.


    I had known Simon for a while as a literary agent, but I was only reminded of his enthusiasm for type when I saw his name on a couple of heavy brown packages at the Type Archive, both full of shiny Albertus. Trewin was a director at the archive, and had recently emailed me with significant news: Parminder Kumar Rajput, the oldest working machinist from Monotype’s hot-metal heyday, had just cut his last set of letters. It was the end of the line.


    Trewin had been busy building his own little emporium, beginning the way I imagine to be common: watching a short film of someone else printing on a little press; buying a little press – an Adana – himself; finding it wasn’t as easy as it looked; going on a course; buying a few more little presses and a lot more kit; then a much larger press that had its own name, Gloria, after a previous owner; buying quite a lot of type from Sky Line foundry in Arizona.


    ‘I need to stop buying,’ he tells me as he unbolts the door. He’s recently done an inventory of his presses. ‘I have twenty-one.’ Most of them are small enough to put in a car, but still – he’s half proud, half guilty, and there’s definitely pushback from his wife. He points to his massive drawers of type around the walls. ‘Am I ever going to set that up? I don’t even know what that is … Baskerville? Italics? I like making quite bold, whimsical statements and italics aren’t the best for that. There are difficult decisions to be made on that front …’ (A few weeks later he sent me an email: ‘It looks like Bell House might be taking custody of an 1850 Albion from the Type Archive so next time you come – maybe to print some Baskerville – we can use it to print a big type sample.’ Also, ‘Ed at Hellbox is today casting some of Wolpe’s Fanfare ornaments that sat alongside the Festival type. I have obviously ordered a box or two.’)


    He holds printing workshops here, and in so doing turns attendees into addicts.


    There are lovely signs and ephemera pinned up all around. A theatre poster from the 1850s, a sign saying ‘Silence Please, I Am Inking’, another inviting ‘Applause! Applause! Applause!’, another imploring ‘Now Wash Your Hands’. There is a small strip of paper saying ‘THANKYOU’ in tightly spaced Albertus. I asked him about it, and he hesitated. ‘There is something very … I don’t know, it makes a nice statement, doesnt it? If you set something in Albertus it looks quite imposing and important.’ More generally, he notes, ‘As soon as you put ink on type it suddenly comes alive. You make a hundred different prints by letterpress and they’re all different – little bubbles, little bits you’ve missed, the way the air interacts with the ink, the great imperfections.’


    Trewin had already prepared almost everything by the time I arrived, setting things up on an Adana press known as a Showcard, formerly beloved by shopkeepers and small businesses wanting to run off a sign about their produce or its price. He’d laid the 72-point and 18-point metal letters on a small flat bed, spacing each line with metal blocks and wooden pegs, requiring a bit of gentle hammering with a wooden mallet. He’d placed a simple etched wooden block of shaking hands in the middle to denote friendship.


    Not at my prompting, but Trewin’s sign was about me. Part of it proclaimed, ‘Handprinted by Mr. Garfield’. ‘The reason it doesn’t say Simon Garfield,’ Trewin explains, ‘is because I ran out of S’s.’


    All that was left for me to do was place a sheet of A4 in the frame, carefully roll red ink on the words ‘ALBERTUS IS’, roll black ink over the other letters, adjust some side-dials to ensure a flat impression all round, close the contraption and press the platen (the flat metal lid) firmly with a metal bar, much as one might press trousers in an old hotel. The roller squeaks, the press seems to sigh, something between a kiss and a spank. This is a wholly pleasing sound, and for me Albertus makes it sweeter still. The pleasure lies deep within the metal, a wholly natural asset, like planing with the grain. And then I have a sign for framing:
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      Impossible to look bad? The author tries his hand …

    

    Of course it took me back. It was like a supersized version of the John Bull printing set I had when I was a boy. It made us tiny lords of type, and it was a wholly congenial way to spend one’s time, making something, anything, that wasn’t there before. I could tell from the grin on Trewin’s face that the process transported him too. His father was the publisher and editor Ion Trewin, once literary editor at The Times. Simon remembers a childhood visit to the offices at Printing House Square, Blackfriars, in the early 1970s, and being transfixed by a tour of the machinery clanking away in the basement. For Christmas his father gave him some Times New Roman in four sizes, three of which he still has.


    As we said goodbye neither of us could find a reason why Albertus wouldn’t maintain its popularity well into the future, perhaps falling out of favour from time to time, overtaken by the latest trend for Futura Now Stencil or Nordt or HD Colton Variable, or one of those, but always coming back as a brilliant standard, a bulletproof display type the way Baskerville is bulletproof text. Other typefaces plummet from popularity with the speed of pop singers. Who now mourns Libra, Hidalgo or Egmont? I like Nebiolo Augusta Filettata and Stevens Shanks Antique 6, not to mention Stempel Melior from 1952, but really it’s the names I like, for I could barely distinguish these from AdamCG Pro Light, a nice sharp all-caps sans serif from 2014. And yet carved letters from a bronze bell from before the war still lasso my heart. Albertus still says ‘trust me’ – a promise of constancy, and who doesn’t want that?


    Cycling home, I would again pass Albertus on many signs – Milkwood Road, Heron Road, Poplar Walk – and pass Cubitts the spectacles shop, which has Albertus as a masthead on its magazine, and then past Liberty on Oxford Street, where all the signs in its ground-floor creams and lotions department are in Albertus (and there are a lot of them). And of course all the new displays in bookshop windows: Moon Witch Spider King by Marlon James; Clytemnestra by Costanza Casati; Getting Better by Michael Rosen; A History of Water by Edward Wilson-Lee. I again wondered what these books had in common; what was it that called for Albertus once more? And what called me to it? There would never be an answer. The beauty of the alphabet was intrinsic, set at its very first sketch and cutting, each letter its own tough song, and within each letter its own memory and endless rhyme.

  

  
    [image: Images]

  

  
    BIBLIOGRAPHY, REFERENCES AND FURTHER READING


    I would like to thank everyone who helped me with this book, especially the family of Berthold and Margaret Wolpe for their time, encouragement and provision of illustrations.


    What follows is a brief list of books, journal articles and online references that have been valuable in writing this book. Not all mention Albertus or Berthold Wolpe specifically, but all should be useful in placing his work within a wider context. The online links were intact at the time of publication.


    Bringhurst, Robert, The Elements of Typographic Style (Seattle: Hartley & Marks, 2016)


    Carter, Sebastian, Twentieth Century Type Designers (London: Trefoil, 1987)


    Cleaver, Phil, Berthold Wolpe, The Total Man (London: Impress, 2018)


    Connolly, Joseph, Eighty Years of Book Cover Design (London: Faber & Faber, 2009)


    Lawson, Alexander, Anatomy of a Typeface (London: Hamish Hamilton, 1990)


    McLean, Ruari (ed.), Typographers on Type (London: Lund Humphries, 1995)


    Mozley, Charles, Wolperiana (London: Merrion Press, 1960)


    Pao, Imin and Berger, Joshua (eds), 30 Essential Typefaces for a Lifetime (Massachusetts: Rockport, 2006)


    Wolpe, Berthold, A Retrospective Survey (Catalogue of retrospective exhibition at V & A) (London: V & A and Faber & Faber, 1980)


    PREFACE: THE ABC OF FONTS


    Incunabula Short Title Catalogue at the British Library: data.cerl.org/istc


    Andrew Solomon’s op-ed: nytimes.com/2004/07/10/opinion/the-closingof-the-american-book.html


    1. THE SOUND IN YOUR HEAD


    For the full Kool Herc catalogue and other biographical details: onlineonly.christies.com/s/dj-kool-herc-birth-hip-hop/lots/2139


    2. DISNEYFIED


    Obi-Wan Kenobi in Albertus can be seen here. Albertus also features in the behind-the-scenes trailer: imdb.com/title/tt21860836


    For a fascinating insider history of the main Star Wars lettering by its designer Suzy Rice see: suzyrice.com/the-star-wars-logo-design-page-one-of-two


    4. A FACE IN THE CROWD


    For a closer look at Barnbook Studio’s Bowie work, including the use of Albertus for the V & A catalogue see: barnbrook.net/projecttags/bowie and: vam.ac.uk/content/videos/j/jonathan-barnbrook-david-bowie-is


    5. THE ENTERTAINER


    For a look at how Steimatzky’s English shopfront uses a slightly modified version of Albertus (and some old news of its financial woes), see: judaicaused.blogspot.com/2014/11/steimatzky-oldest-and-largest-bookstore.html


    6. BEST OF TIMES


    For Stanley Morison’s full report see: books.google.co.uk, Selected Essays on the History of Letter-forms in Manuscript and Print, volume 2


    A clear and well illustrated explanation of the Monotype system may be found here: letterpresscommons.com/monotype


    There is a good selection of old copies of the Monotype Recorder here: metaltype.co.uk/wpress/library/monotype-recorder


    7. SACRED GROUND


    For an extensive history and inventory of the Type Archive see: typearchive.org


    An intriguing interview with Beatrice Warde is available here: eyemagazine.com/feature/article/beatrice-warde-manners-and-type


    An inspiring pictorial account of type enthusiast Glenn Fleishman’s typographic tour of London, including the Type Archive at St Bride’s Library can be viewed here: flickr.com/photos/glennf/albums/72157700510060155


    8. THE INDUSTRIAL JEWELLERY


    A useful introduction to the Monotype collection at the Type Archive can be found here: sciencemuseumgroup.org.uk/blog/studying-the-monotype-collection


    9. THE DAUGHTER


    Deborah Hopson-Wolpe’s fine ceramics and print work at the Olney Pottery: deborah-hopson-wolpe.co.uk


    A full tour of Rudolf Koch’s inspirational work, on show at Klingspor Museum in Offenbach, is available here: youtu.be/HCpMYO_Sgrg


    A large display of original Wolpe jacket designs can be found here: museumcrush.org/the-man-who-designed-faber-book-coversmaster-of-design-berthold-wolpe


    10. FUCKYEAHALBERTUS


    Reader, please add to this! instagram.com/fuckyeahalbertus


    11. THE SONS


    The Goudy Award interview with Berthold Wolpe: youtu.be/QFaHxWbadB44


    12. THE REVIVAL


    Toshi Omagari’s website provides a good insight into his Wolpe revivals and other work: tosche.net/profile


    Glenn Fleishman’s article and video on Albertus Nova and Omagari’s other revivals can be found here: creativepro.com/revivaltypefaces-book-design-from-berthold-wolpe


    13. THE TEST


    Further details of Simon Trewin’s Garage Press can be found here: bellhouse.co.uk/bell-house-blog-overview/2022/9/18/haib96fln79suhm6d86vb4ap2e3nl8

  

  
    IMAGE CREDITS


    Gianni Basso (Author’s own)


    ‘Rare Earth, rarer record’ (Popimages / Alamy Stock Photo)


    ‘D.B. Is…’ (Randy Duchaine / Alamy Stock Photo)


    The Complete Poems and Plays of T. S. Eliot (Reprinted by permission of Faber and Faber Ltd © T. S. Eliot)


    ‘Taking flight’ (Reprinted by permission of Faber and Faber Ltd © Ted Hughes)


    ‘Justified, sacred and profound’ (Author’s own)


    ‘Too good to use’ (Author’s own)


    ‘Soldiers of lead’ (Author’s own)


    ‘A dramatic journey’ (Courtesy of the Wolpe family)


    ‘A singular genius’ (Courtesy of the Wolpe family)


    ‘Wherever you go, there it is’ (Author’s own)


    ‘Humanity’ (Courtesy of the Wolpe family)


    ‘Berthold in the 1980s’ (Courtesy of the Wolpe family)


    ‘Wolpe with honours’ (Author’s own)


    ‘Birth and death’ (Author’s own)


    Street sign (Author’s own)


    ‘Impossible to look bad?’ (Simon Trewin)

  

  
    INDEX


    Page numbers listed correspond to the print edition of this book. You can use your device’s search function to locate particular terms in the text.


    A


    Abbott, Jonathan, 25, 28–9


    Adlington, Peter, 109


    Anaheim Convention Center, California, D23 Expo, 20–1


    Anfield football ground, 84


    Apostrophe misplaced, 51


    Arandora Star, SS, 65


    Ardagh, Richard, 54–6


    Armitage, Simon, Pearl, 33


    Atelier Works (graphic design company), 96


    Atterbury, Rowley, 108


    Augustea typeface, 10


    B


    Barker, Pat, The Silence of Girls, 33


    Barnbrook, Jonathan, 25–6


    Barrington-Ward, Robert, 38–9


    Baskerville, John, 47n


    Baskerville typeface, 42, 47


    Basso, Gianni (printer), 8, 9–12


    Bawden, Edward, 97, 98


    BBC, adaptations, 22–4


    Beach Boys, Surfin’ Safari, 83


    Bembo typeface, 48, 53


    Bland, David, 68


    Bodley, John, 103


    Bodoni typeface, 10


    Bonham Carter, Helena, 23


    Bowie, David, V & A Exhibition (2013), 25–9


    Boyle, Kay, Avalanche, 73


    Bregman, Ahron, Cursed Victory, 33


    British Library, Incunabula Short Title Catalogue, 9n


    British Typographers’ Guild, 46


    Brodsky Quartet, 84


    Bukowski, Charles, Love Is a Dog From Hell, 33


    Burns & Oates (publishers), 36


    C


    Campbell, Cindy, 15


    Carpenter, John, 82


    Carter, Matthew, 108


    Casati, Costanza, Clytemnestra, 120


    Caslon, William, 58


    Cato, Bob, 18–19


    Cave, Nick, Ghosteen, 83


    Caxton, William, 9n


    Centaur typeface, 54


    Chagall, Marc, 30


    Chilvers, Ian, 96


    Christie’s (auction house), 17


    Clarendon typeface, 53


    Cleaver, Phil, 108


    Cloister Press, 36


    Cohen, Leonard, The Flame, 33


    Coldplay, Parachutes, 83


    Colonia, Johannes de, 8


    Connolly, Joseph, 71–2


    coronation stamps, for King Charles III, 96


    Corporation of London, 80, 81


    Costello, Elvis: The Juliet Letters, 84; Wise Up Ghost, 83–4


    Cowhand typeface, 99–100


    Cronin, A. J., The Citadel, 64n


    D


    Daily Telegraph, 111


    Dare, Dan, 107


    Davidson, Andrew, 96


    DeLittle, Robert, 58


    display typeface, 48


    DJ Kool Herc, 16–17


    Double Crown Club, London, 90, 111


    Dunera, HMT, 65, 85


    Durrell, Lawrence, book jackets for, 74–5


    Dwiggins, William Addison, 99


    E


    Eagle (comic), 107


    Economist, The, 49


    F


    Faber books: adopts Pegasus typeface, 109; use of Albertus, 31–2, 71–2; Wolpe’s role at, 64, 68–76, 103


    Fanfare Press, 63


    Fanfare typeface, 63, 100, 106


    Florentius de Argentina, 9


    Forbes (magazine), 40


    French Round Face typeface, 53


    Friel, Brian, Translations, 79


    FuckYeahAlbertus (Instagram account), 79–80


    G


    Gallico, Paul, Jennie, 33


    Garamond typeface, 10, 37, 48


    Gentleman, David, 108


    Gill, Eric, 24, 37, 46


    Gill Sans typeface, 24


    Godard, Jean-Luc, Breathless, 82


    Gollancz, Victor see Victor Gollancz (publisher)


    Graham, Eliza, The Lines We Leave Behind, 33


    Granjon, Robert, 38


    Greene, Graham, The End of the Affair, 29, 33


    Griffo, Francesco, 9


    Gutenberg, Johannes, 8


    H


    Harry Ransom Center, University of Texas, 96


    Hatchards, Piccadilly, 83


    Hay, New South Wales, 65, 85


    Heaney, Seamus, Preoccupations, 33


    Heidegger, Martin, Existence and Being, 33


    Helvetica typeface, 19, 21, 31, 80


    Henry VIII (film, 2003), 23


    Highsmith, Cyrus, 80


    hip-hop, birth of, 16


    Hodges, Sheila, 64n


    Hopkins, Gerard Manley, 102


    Hopson-Wolpe, Deborah, 59–63, 65–70, 73–9, 95n, 97–8, 111


    Horgan, Sharon, Bad Sisters, 83


    Hughes, Ted, 33


    Hungry Dutch typeface, 50


    Hyperion typeface, 86


    I


    Imprint, The (trade magazine), 36


    Independent, The, 111


    Ishiguro, Kazuo, Come Rain or Come Shine, 33


    Italia typeface, 10


    J


    James, LeBron 84


    James, Marlon, Moon Witch Spider King, 120


    Japanese pen case, bloody, 79


    Jenson, Nicolas, 8, 12, 99


    Jihad (documentary), 83


    Johnston typeface, 26


    Joseph, Shirley, If Their Mothers Only Knew, 73


    K


    Kennedy, Kathleen, 21


    Kindle, typefaces available, 14


    Koch, Rudolf, 61, 89, 102


    L


    Lambeth, London, 43, 59


    Lardent, Victor, 37–8


    Larkin, Philip, A Girl in Winter, 76


    Lettering Arts Trust, 108


    Liberty (department store), 119


    Library of Congress, 79


    Life (magazine), 40


    Linotype, 39


    Lion King, The (film, 1994), 109


    London, early printing in, 9n


    Lynch, David, Dune, 82


    M


    Magnus, Albertus, 42


    Mantel, Hilary, The Mirror and the Light, 22–4


    Manutius, Aldus, 8–9, 99


    Marco typeface, 99


    Maret, Russell, 50


    McCall, Dorothy, A String of Beads, 73–4


    McGregor, Ewan, 21


    Merrion Press, 58–9


    Metro Nova typeface, 99


    Metronomy, Small World, 83


    Mirror and the Light, The (BBC adaptation), 22, 24


    Monotype Corporation, 36, 38–40, 50, 54, 98–9, 106, 109


    Monotype Recorder (trade magazine), 42, 46


    Morison, Stanley, 12, 35–8, 40–1, 42, 47


    Morris, Sallie, 52–3


    Mozley, Charles, 58, 94


    Mulan (film, 1998), 109


    N


    Neue Haas Unica typeface, 98–9


    New Order, ‘Ceremony’, 83


    O


    Oates, Joyce Carol, Night. Sleep. Death. The Stars, 33, 34


    Obi-Wan Kenobi (series), 21


    Octavia typeface, 23


    Offenbach, Germany, 41, 60, 87, 89


    Ohly, William, 62


    Old Style typeface, 53


    Omagari, Toshi, 98–100, 101, 103–7, 109


    Orwell, George, The Road to Wigan Pier, 64


    O’Toole, Peter, 23


    P


    Pannartz, Arnold, 8


    Paunch, affable, 9


    Payne, Donna, 110, 114


    Pegasus typeface, 63, 86, 93, 100, 106, 108, 109


    Pelham, Jonathan, 109–10


    Pelican Press, 36


    Penguin (publisher), 64, 71, 103


    Perpetua typeface, 37, 46


    Pietro, Gabriele and Filippo di, 9


    Plantin, Christophe, 37


    Plath, Sylvia: Ariel, 72; The Bell Jar, 72


    Political Warfare Executive, 88


    Print in Britain (journal), 40


    Prisoner, The (TV series), 83


    Private Eye (magazine), 92


    R


    Rajput, Parminder Kumar, 54, 107, 114


    Ramos, Julia, 108


    Rare Earth (band), Get Ready (album), 16–18


    Reading University, 94–5, 99


    record sleeves, typeface, 19


    Renner, Franciscus, 9


    Rhys Meyers, Jonathan, 23


    Richardson, Bob, 48–50


    Rogers, Bruce, 54


    Rooney, Sally, Mr Salary, 33


    Rosen, Michael, Getting Better, 120


    Royal Shakespeare Company, 22


    Rundell, Katherine, The Golden Mole, 33


    Rylance, Mark, 22


    S


    Sachsenwald typeface, 86, 100, 106


    Science Museum, 112


    Shaw, Sue, 56–9, 69, 108


    Solomon, Andrew, 13


    Spira, Johannes and Vindelinus da, 9


    St Ives, Cornwall, 81


    Stagninus, Bernardinus, 9


    Star Trek: Picard (TV series), 83


    Star Wars movies, 20–1


    Steimatzky bookshops, Israel, 29–32


    Stephenson, Robert, 50


    Stephenson Blake (type founder), 58


    Stevenson, Helen, Love Like Salt, 33


    Stoke City football club, 84


    Stokes, Adrian, Venice: An Aspect of Art, 73


    street signs, in Albertus, 43, 59, 82


    Sweynheym, Konrad, 8


    T


    technology, and typefaces, 14


    television, Albertus on, 83


    Tempest Titling typeface, 63, 86


    Tennant, Neil, 33


    Tiger on Vaseline, 27


    Time (magazine), 40


    Times, The, 36–9


    Times New Roman typeface, 39–40


    Times Old Style, 38


    Trajan typeface, 23


    Trewin, Simon, 114–19


    Tucker, Shirley, 69, 72


    Tudors, The (TV series), 23


    Type Archive, London, 43–4, 48–59, 93–6, 100, 107, 108, 111–13, 114


    U


    US Government Printing Office, Washington, 46


    V


    Venice, birth of commercial printing, 8–9


    Verne, Jules, Around the World in Eighty Days, 79


    Victor Gollancz (publisher), 63–4


    Victoria & Albert Museum, 25–9, 102


    W


    Warde, Beatrice, 46–8, 50–1, 58


    Waterstones, Piccadilly, 83


    Wideman, John Edgar, American Histories, 33


    Williams, Charles, Descent into Hell, 64, 66, 67


    Wilson-Lee, Edward, A History of Water, 120


    Winstone, Ray, 23


    Wohlauf Kameraden (songbook, 1935), 86


    Wolf Hall (BBC adaptation), 22, 23


    Wolpe, Berthold: background and arrival in England, 60–3; sent to internment camp in Australia, 65, 85; book jacket design, 64, 70–6; at Faber, 64, 68–76; home life, 76–9; propaganda work in the war, 88; handling of money, 95n; death and obituaries, 110–11; exhibition at Snape Maltings, 108; retrospective at the V&A (1980), 102–3; YouTube clip, 89


    Wolpe, Margaret, 62, 76–8


    Wolpe, Paul, 85–96, 100


    Wolpe, Toby, 85–96


    Wolpe Collection, digitised versions, 98–109


    Wright, Thomas, 114

  

  
    Also by Simon Garfield:


    Expensive Habits


    The End of Innocence


    The Wrestling


    The Nation’s Favourite


    Mauve


    The Last Journey of William Huskisson


    Our Hidden Lives (ed.)


    We Are at War (ed.)


    Private Battles (ed.)


    The Error World


    Mini


    Exposure


    Just My Type


    On the Map


    To the Letter


    My Dear Bessie (ed.)


    A Notable Woman (ed.)


    Timekeepers


    In Miniature


    Dog’s Best Friend


    All the Knowledge in the World


    Baskerville


    Comic Sans

  

  
    Copyright © 2024, 2023 by Simon Garfield


    First published in Great Britain in 2023 by Weidenfeld & Nicolson, an imprint of The Orion Publishing Group Ltd.


    All rights reserved


    First American Edition 2024


    For information about permission to reproduce selections from this book, write to Permissions, W. W. Norton & Company, Inc., 500 Fifth Avenue, New York, NY 10110


    For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please contact W. W. Norton Special Sales at specialsales@wwnorton.com or 800-233-4830


    Jacket design: Derek Thornton


    Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available


    ISBN 978-1-324-08622-2


    ISBN 978-1-324-08623-9 (epub)


    W. W. Norton & Company, Inc.


    500 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10110


    www.wwnorton.com


    W. W. Norton & Company Ltd.


    15 Carlisle Street, London W1D 3BS

  
OEBPS/images/pg117.jpg
ALBERTUS IS
JUST MY TYPE
ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXY&Z
handprinted by
Mr. Garfield





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml

  Contents



  
    		Cover



    		Title



    		Contents



    		Preface: The ABC of Fonts



    		1. The Sound in Your Head



    		2. Disneyfied



    		3. Type for All Seasons



    		4. A Face in the Crowd



    		5. The Entertainer



    		6. Best of Times



    		7. Sacred Ground



    		8. The Industrial Jewellery



    		9. The Daughter



    		10. FuckYeahAlbertus



    		11. The Sons



    		12. The Revival



    		13. The Test



    		Bibliography, References and Further Reading



    		Image Credits



    		Index



    		Also by Simon Garfield



    		Copyright


  



  Guide



  
    		Cover



    		Title



    		Contents


  



  Page List



  
    		3



    		5



    		6



    		7



    		8



    		9



    		10



    		11



    		12



    		13



    		14



    		15



    		16



    		17



    		18



    		19



    		20



    		21



    		22



    		23



    		24



    		25



    		26



    		27



    		28



    		29



    		30



    		31



    		32



    		33



    		34



    		35



    		36



    		37



    		38



    		39



    		40



    		41



    		42



    		43



    		44



    		45



    		46



    		47



    		48



    		49



    		50



    		51



    		52



    		53



    		54



    		55



    		56



    		57



    		58



    		59



    		60



    		61



    		62



    		63



    		64



    		65



    		66



    		67



    		68



    		69



    		70



    		71



    		72



    		73



    		74



    		75



    		76



    		77



    		78



    		79



    		80



    		81



    		82



    		83



    		84



    		85



    		86



    		87



    		88



    		89



    		90



    		91



    		92



    		93



    		94



    		95



    		96



    		97



    		98



    		99



    		100



    		101



    		102



    		103



    		104



    		105



    		106



    		107



    		108



    		109



    		110



    		111



    		112



    		113



    		114



    		115



    		116



    		117



    		118



    		119



    		120



    		121



    		122



    		123



    		124



    		125



    		126



    		127



    		128



    		129



    		130



    		131



    		132



    		133



    		134



    		135



    		136



    		137



    		138



    		139



    		1



    		2



    		4


  




OEBPS/images/9781324086239_fc.jpg
SIMON GARFIELD

BEST-SELLING AUTHOR OF JUST MY TYPE

ALBERTUS

(EST. 1932)

THE BIOGRAPHY
OF A TYPEFACE

THE ABC OF FONTS






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
ALBERTUS

The Biography of a Typeface
Simon Garfield

~
W. W. NORTON & COMPANY





OEBPS/images/f0118-01.jpg
% ”“\\\\W\

I\

AT
\\\\\\\\\‘
\\\\\\\\\\






OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0122-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0101-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0094-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0112-01.jpg
| MEW!





OEBPS/images/f0105-01.jpg
AMEE
22-\WW
JJJU





OEBPS/images/f0081-01.jpg
CORPORATION
"¥B¥ OF LONDON

| - CHILDRENS ENCLOSURE |
| NODOGS

PLEASE SHUT THE |
GATE ;

o

e

RPORATION
SPLoNBON

TODDLERS ONLY
ALLOWED TO PLAY
BALL GAMES.AND

USE CYCLES






OEBPS/images/f0077-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0093-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0092-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0067-01.jpg
" CHARLES
WILLIAMS





OEBPS/images/f0066-01.jpg
1
4§-

fo[ﬁ/{

/ CHARLES.
L WILLIAMS -

L
LR






OEBPS/images/f0034-01.jpg
SIHONH 43Il uley s

Jaqeq






OEBPS/images/f0045-01.jpg
THISIS A
PRINTING-OFFICE

CROSS-ROADS OF CIVILIZATION
REFUGE OF ALL THE ARTS

AGAINST THE RAVAGES OF TIME

ARMOURY OF FEARLESS TRUTH
AGAINST WHISPERING RUMOUR

INCESSANT TRUMPET OF TRADE

*

rrom THis pLace \W/ QR DS ™Ay riy asroap

NOT TO PERISH AS WAVES OF SOUND BUT FIXED IN TIME
NOT CORRUPTED BY THE HURRYING HAND BUT VERIFIED IN PROOF

FRIEND, YOU STAND ON SACRED GROUND:
THIS IS A PRINTING-OFFICE






OEBPS/images/f0026-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0032-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0056-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0052-01.jpg
THIS IS A
PRINTING OFFICE

TERMINAL OF TRIBULATION
HOME OF THE HARRIED
WHO LABOUR EVER TO ETERNITY
ARMOURY OF ALTERED COPY
AND MISPLACED APOSTROPHE
INCESSANT DIN OF MALLET AND MOTOR
xx
IN THIs PLACE WORDS po FLy asout

NOT TO VANISH BEYOND RECALL
NOT TO VARY EXCEPT IN VOCAL RANGE
BUT ECHOING ON,
CONFIRMED AS CHOICE PROFANITY

x*x

FRIEND, SEEK YE FIRMER GROUND

THIS IS A PRINTING OFFICE






OEBPS/images/f0055-01.jpg
*ABCDEFGH
[JKLMNOP
(ALBERTVS]

FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFF
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

IN72PT

-QRSTUVW
XYZ12gM:






OEBPS/images/f0010-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0018-01.jpg
STEREO

RARE EARTH






