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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of  wine. You may choose your own 
favourite vintage for this imaginary demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering 
crimson in colour. You have two goblets before you. One is ofsolid gold, wrought 
in the most exquisite patterns. The other is of  crystal-clear glass, thin as a 
bubble, and as transparent. Pour and drink; and according to your choice of  goblet, 
I shall know whether or not you are a connoisseur of  wine. For if  you have no 
feelings about wine one way or the other, you will want the sensation of  drinking 
the stuff  out of  a vessel that may have cost thousands of  pounds; but if  you are 
a member of  that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of  fine vintages, you will choose 
the crystal, because everything about it is calculated to reveal rather than hide 
the beautiful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; for you will find that 
almost all the virtues of  the perfect wine-glass have a parallel in typography. 
There is the long, thin stem that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? 
Because no cloud must come between your eyes and the fiery heart of  the liquid. 
Are not the margins on book pages similarlymeant to obviate the necessity of  
fingering the type-page? Again: the glass is colourless or the most only faintly 
tinged in the bowl, because the connoisseur judges wine partly by its colour and 
is impatient of  anything that alters it.There are a thousand mannerisms in
typography that are as impudent and arbitrary as putting port in tumblers of  
red or green glass! When a goblet has a base that looks too small for security, it 
does not matter howcleverly it is weighted; you feel nervous lest it should
tip over. There are ways of  settinglines of  type which may work well enough, 
and yet keep the reader subconsciously worriedby the fear of  'doubling' lines, 
reading three words as one, and so forth.
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You may choose 
your own favourite vintage for this imaginary demonstration, so that 
it be a deep shimmering crimson in colour. You have two goblets 
before you. One is of solid gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. 
The other is of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. 
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I shall know 
whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. For if you have 
no feelings about wine one way or the other, you will want the sensation 
of drinking the stuff out of a vessel that may have cost thousands
of pounds; but if you are members of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs 
of fine vintages you will choose the crystal, because everything about it 
is calculated to reveal rather than hide the beautiful thing which it 
was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; for 
you will find that almost all the virtues of the perfect wine-glass 
havea parallel in typography. There is the long, thin stem that 
obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? Because no cloud must 
come between your eyes and the fiery heart  of the liquid. 
Are not the margins on book pages similarly meant to obviate 
the necessity of fingering the type-page? Again: the glass is 
colourless or at the most only faintly tinged in the bowl.
because the connoisseur judges wine partly by itscolour and 
is impatient of anything that alters it. There are a thousand 
mannerisms in typography that are as impudent and arbitrary 
as putting port in tumblers of red or green glass! When a goblet 
has a base that looks too small for security, it does not matter 
howcleverly it is weighted; you feel nervous lest it should tip over. 
There are ways of setting lines of type which may work well 
enough, and yet keep the reader subconsciously worried by the 
fear of 'doubling' lines, reading three words as one, and so forth.
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You may choose your own favourite 
vintage for this imaginary demonstration, so that it be a deepshimmering crimson in colour. 
You have two goblets before you. One is of solid gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. 
The other is of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. Pour and drink; 
and according to your choice of goblet, I shall know  whether or not youare a connoisseur 
of wine. For if you have no feelings about wine one way or the other, you will want the 
sensation of drinking the stuff out of a vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; but 
if you are a member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine vintages, you will choose 
the crystal, because everything about it is calculated to reveal rather than hide the beauti-
ful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; for you will find that almost all the 
virtues of the perfect wine-glass have a parallel in typography. There is the long, thin stem 
that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? Because no cloud must come between your 
eyes and the fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the margins on book pages similarly meant 
to obviate the necessity of fingering the type-page? Again: the glass is colourless or at 
the most only faintly tinged in the bowl, because the connoisseur judges wine partly by its 
colour and is impatient of anything that alters it. There are a thousand mannerisms in
typography that are as impudent and arbitrary as putting port in tumblers of red or green
glass! When a goblet has a base that looks too small for security, it does not matter how
cleverly it is weighted; you feel nervous lest it should tip over. There are ways of setting
lines of type which may work well enough, and yet keep the reader subconsciously worried
by the fear of 'doubling' lines, reading three words as one, and so forth.

Now the man who first chose glass instead of clay or metal to hold his wine was a
'modernist' in the sense in which I am going to use that term. That is, the first thing he
asked of his particular object was not 'How should it look?' but 'What must it do?' and to
that extent all good typography is modernist.

BEATRICE WARDE, 
(1900-1969)
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because the connoisseur judges wine 
partly by its colour and is impatient 
of anything that alters it. There are a 
thousand mannerisms in typography 
that are as impudent and arbitrary as 
putting port in tumblers of red 
or green glass! 

When a goblet has a base that looks 
too small for security, it does not 
matter how cleverly it's weight; you feel 
nervous lest it should tip over. There 
are ways of setting lines of type which 
may work well enough, and yet keep 
the reader subconsciously worried by 
the fear of 'doubling' lines, reading 
three words as one, and so forth.

Wine is so strange and potent a thing 
that it has been used in the central 
ritual of religion in one place and time, 
and attacked by virago with  hatchet 
in another. There is only one thing in 
the world that is capable of stirring 
and altering men's minds to the same 
extent, and that is the coherent 
expression of thought. That is man's 
chief miracle, unique to man.

Now the man who first chose glass 
instead of clay or metal to hold his wine 
was a 'modernist' in the sense in which 
I am going to use that term. That is, 
the first thing he asked of his particular 
object was not 'How should it look?' but 
'What must it do?' and to that extent 
all good typography is modernist.

“

Imagine that you have before you a 
flagon of wine. You may choose your 
own favourite vintage for this imaginary 
demonstration, so that it be a deep 
shimmering crimson in colour. 
You have two goblets before you. 
One is of solid gold, wrought in the 
most exquisite patterns. The other
is of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, 
and as transparent. Pour and drink; 
and according to your choice of goblet, 
I shall know whether or not you are
a connoisseur of wine. For if you have 
no feelings about wine one way or
the other, you will want the sensation 
of drinking the stuff out of a vessel 
that may have cost thousands pounds; 
but if you are a member of that vanishing 
tribe, the amateurs of fine vintages, 
you will choose the crystal, because 
everything about it is calculated to 
reveal rather than hide the beautiful 
thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and 
fragrant metaphor; for you will find 
that almost all the virtues of the perfect 
wine-glass have a parallel in typography. 
There is the long, thin stem that 
obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? 
Because no cloud must come  between 
your eyes and the fiery heart of the 
liquid. 

Are not the margins on book pages 
similarly meant to obviate the 
necessity of fingering the type-page? 
Again: the glass is colourless or at the 
most only faintly tinged in the bowl, 

BW

Printing demands a 
humility of mind, for the 
lack of which many of 
the fine-arts are even now 
floundering in maudlin
& self-conscious experiments. 
There is nothing simple 
or dull in achieving the 
transparent page.”
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You may choose your own favourite 
vintage for this imaginary demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering crimson in 
colour. You have two goblets before you. One is of solid gold, wrought in the most 
exquisite patterns. The other is of crystal-clear glass, thin as bubble, and as transparent. 
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I shall know whether or not 
you are a connoisseur of wine. For if you have no feelings about wine one way or 
the other, you will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out of a vessel that may 
have cost thousands of pounds; but if you are a member of that vanishing tribe, 
the amateurs of fine vintages, you will choose the crystal, because everything about 
it is calculated to reveal rather than hide the beautiful thing which it was meant 
to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; for you will find that almost 
all the virtues of the perfect wine-glass have a parallel in typography. There is the long, 
thin stem that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? Because no cloud must come 
between your eyes and the fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the margins on book pages 
similarly meant to obviate the necessity of fingering the type-page? Again: the glass 
is  colourless or at the most only faintly tinged in the bowl, because the  connoisseur 
judges wine partly by its colour and is impatient of anything that alters it. There are 
a thousand mannerisms in typography that are as impudent and arbitrary as putting 
port in tumblers of red or green glass! When a goblet has a base that looks too small 
for security, it does not matter how cleverly it is weighted; you feel nervous lest it 
should tip over. There are ways of setting lines of type which may work well enough, 
and yet keep the reader subconsciously worried by the fear of ‘doubling’ lines, reading 
three words as one, and so forth. 

Now the man who first chose glass instead of clay or metal to hold his wine was a
‘modernist’ in the sense in which I am going to use that term. That is, the first thing 
heasked of his particular object was not ‘How should it look?’ but ‘What must it do?’ 
and to that extent all good typography is modernist.
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You 
may choose your own favourite vintage for this imaginary 
demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering crimson 
in colour. You have two goblets before you.One is of solid 
gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The other is 
of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent.
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I 
shall know whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. 
For if you have no feelings about wine one way or the 
other,you will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out 
of a vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; but if 
you are a member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of 
fine vintages, you will choose the crystal, because 
everything about it is calculated to reveal rather than hide 
the beautiful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; 
for you will find that almost all the virtues of the perfect 
wine-glass have a parallel in typography. There is the long, 
thinstem that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? 
Because no cloud must come between your eyes and the 
fiery heart of the liquid.
 
Are not the margins on book pages similarlymeant to 
obviate the necessity of fingering the type-page? Again: 
the glass is colourless or at the most only faintly tinged in 
the bowl, because the connoisseur judges wine partly by 
its colour and is impatient of anything that alters it. There 
are a thousand mannerisms in typography that are as 
arbitrary as putting port in tumblers of red or green glass! 
When a goblet has a base that looks too small for securi-
ty, it does not matter how cleverly it is weighted; you feel 
nervous lest it should tip over. 

By BEATRICE WARDE
(1900- 1969)
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine.You 
may choose your own favourite vintage for this imaginary 
demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering crimson 
in colour. You have two goblets before you. One is of solid 
gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The other is 
of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. 
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I 
shall know whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. 
For if you have no feelings about wine one way or the other, 
you will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out of a 
vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; but if you 
are a member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine 
vintages, you will choose the crystal, because everything 
about it is calculated to reveal rather than hide the 
beautiful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; 
for you will find that almost all the virtues of the perfect 
wine-glass have a parallel in typography. There is the long, 
thinstem that obviates fingerprints on the bowl.Why? 
Because no cloud must come between your eyes and the 
fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the margins on book 
pages similarly meant to obviate the necessity of fingering 
the type-page? Again: the glass is colourless or at the most 
only faintly tinged in the bowl, because the connoisseur 
judges wine partly by its colour and is impatient of anything 
that alters it. There are a thousand mannerisms in 
typography that are as  impudent and arbitrary as putting 
port in tumblers of red or green glass! When a goblet has 
a base that looks too small for security, it does not matter 
how cleverly it is weighted; you feel nervous lest it should 
tip over. There are ways of setting lines of type which may 
work well enough, and yet keep the reader subconsciously 
worried by the fear of ‘doubling’ lines, reading three words.

By Beatrice Warde (1900-96)
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You 

may choose your own favourite vintage for this im
aginary 

demonstration, so that it b
e a deep shimmering crimson 

in colour. You have two goblets before you. One is of solid 

gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The other is of 

crystal-clear glass, th
in as a bubble, and as transparent. Pour 

and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I shall 

know whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. For if 

you have no feelings about wine one way or the other, you 

will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out of a vessel 

that may have cost th
ousands of pounds; but if y

ou are a 

member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine 

vintages, you will choose the crystal, because everything 

about it is
 calculated to reveal rather than hide the  

beautiful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; 

for you will fin
d that almost all the virtues of the perfect 

wine-glass have a parallel in typography. There is th
e long, 

thin stem that obviates fingerprints on the bowl.Why? 

Because no cloud must come between your eyes and the 

fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the margins on book 

pages sim
ilarly meant to obviate the necessity of fingering 

the type page? Again: the glass is 
colourless or at the most 

only faintly tinged in the bowl, because the connoisseur 

judges wine partly by itscolour and is im
patient of anything 

that alters it. T
here are  a thousand mannerisms of the 

typography that are as impudent and arbitrary as putting 

port in tumblers of red or green glass! W
hen a goblet has

a base that looks too small for security, it
 does not matter 

how cleverly it is 
weighted; you feel nervous lest it s

hould 

tip over.
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CRYSTAL 
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You may choose 
your own favourite vintage for this imaginary demonstration, so that it 
be a deep shimmering crimson in colour. You have two goblets before 
you. One is of solid gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The 
other is of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. 
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I shall know 
whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. For if you have no 
feelings about wine one way or the other, you will want the sensation 
of drinking the stuff out of a vessel that may have cost thousands of 
pounds; but if you are a member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs 
of fine vintages, you will choose the crystal, because everything about 
it is calculated to reveal rather than hide the  beautiful thing which it 
was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; for you will 
find that almost all the virtues of the perfect wine-glass have a parallel 
in typography. There is the long, thin stem that obviates fingerprints 
on the bowl.Why? Because no cloud must come between your eyes 
and the fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the margins on book pages 
similarly meant to obviate the necessity of fingering the typepage? 
Again: the glass is colourless or at the most only faintly tinged in the 
bowl, because the connoisseur judges wine partly by itscolour and is 
impatient of anything that alters it. There are a thousand mannerisms 
in typography that are as impudent and arbitrary as putting port in 
tumblers of red or green glass! When a goblet has a base that looks too 
small for security, it does not matter how cleverly it is weighted; you 
feel nervous lest it should tip over.
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You may choose your own favourite 
vintage for this imaginary demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering crimson in colour. 

You have two goblets before you. One is of solid gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. 
The other is of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. Pour and drink; and 

according to your choice of goblet, I shall know whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. 
For if you have no feelings about wine one way or the other, you will want the sensation of 
drinking the stuff out of a vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; but if you 
are a member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine vintages, you will 
choose the crystal, because  everything about it is calculated to reveal 
rather than hide the  beautiful thing which it was 
meant  to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant     
metaphor; for you will find that almost all the virtues 
of the perfect wine-glass have a parallel in the 
typography. There is the long, thin stem that obviates 
fingerprints on the bowl. Why? Because no cloud 
must come between your eyes and the fiery heart of 
the liquid. Are not the margins on book pages 
similarly meant to obviate the necessity of fingering the
 type-page? Again: the glass is colourless or at the 
most only faintly tinged in the bowl, because the 
connoisseur  judges winepartly by itscolour and is 

impatient of  anything thatalters it. There are a thousand mannerisms intypography that 
are as impudent and arbitrary as putting port in tumblers of red or greenglass! When a 

goblet has a base that looks too small for security, it does not matter how cleverly it is 
weighted; you feel nervous lest it should tip over. There are ways of setting lines of 

type which may work well enough, and yet keep the reader subconsciously 
worried by the fear of ‘doubling’ lines, reading three words as one, and so forth.

The 
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of 

wine. You may choose your own favourite
 

vintage for th
is im

aginary demonstra
tion, so

 that 

it b
e a deep shimmering crim

son in colour. Y
ou 

have tw
o goblets b
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ne is o

f so
lid gold, 

wrought in
 the most e

xquisite
 patterns. Th
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l-clear glass, t
hin as a  bubble, and as 

transparent. P
our and drink; and according to 

your choice of goblet, I 
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Bear w
ith me in this lo

ng-winded and fra
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metaphor; fo
r you will find that almost a

ll th
e 
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e perfect w
ine-glass h
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in typography. Th
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he long, th
instem that 
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You 
may choose your own favourite vintage for this imaginary 
demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering crimson 
in colour. You have two goblets before you. One is of solid 
gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The other is 
of crystal-clear glass, thin as bubble, and as transparent. 
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I 
shall know whether or not youare a connoisseur of wine. 
For if you have no feelings about wine one way or the other, 
you will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out of a 
vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; but if you 
are a member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine 
vintages, you will choose the crystal, because everything 
about it is calculated to reveal rather than hide the 
beautiful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; 
for you will find that almost all the virtues of the perfect 
wine-glass have a parallel in typography. There is the long, 
thin stem that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? 
Because no cloud must come between your eyes and the 
fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the margins on book pages 
similarly meant to obviate the necessity of fingering the 
type-page? Again: the glass is  colourless or at the most 
only faintly tinged in the bowl,  because the  connoisseur 
judges wine partly by its colour and is impatient of 
anything that alters it. 
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You 
may choose your own favourite vintage for this imag-
inary demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering 
crimson in colour. You have two goblets before you. One 
is of solid gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. 
The other is of crystal-clear glass, thin as bubble, and 
as transparent. Pour and drink; and according to your 
choice of goblet, I shall know whether or not youare a 
connoisseur of wine. For if you have no feelings about 

wine one way or the other, you will want the 
sensation of drinking the stuff out of a 

vessel that may have cost thousands of 
pounds; but if you are a member of 

that vanishing tribe, the amateurs 
of fine vintages, you will choose 

the crystal, because everything 
about it is calculated to reveal 
rather than hide the 
beautiful thing which it was 
meant to contain.

Bear with me in this 
long-winded and fragrant 
metaphor; for you will find 

that almost all the virtues 
of the perfect wine-glass 

have a parallel in typography. 
There is the long, thin stem 

that obviates fingerprints on the 
bowl. Why? Because no cloud must 

come between your eyes and the fiery 
heart of the liquid. Are not the margins 

on book pages similarly meant to obviate 
the necessity of fingering the type-page? Again: 
the glass is  colourless or at the most only faintly 

tinged in the bowl,  because the  connois-
seur judges wine partly by its colour 

and is impatient of 
anything that alters it. 
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of 
wine. You may choose your own favourite vintage 
for this imaginary demonstration, so that it be 
a deep shimmering crimson in colour. You have 
two goblet before you. One is of it is  solid gold, 
wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The 
other is of crystal-clear glass, thin as bubble, as 
transparent. Pour & drink; and according to your 
choice of goblet, I shall know whether or not 
you are a connoisseur of wine. For if you have no 
feelings about wine one way or the other, you will 
want the sensation of drinking the stuff out of a 
vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; 
but if you are a member of  that vanishing tribe, 
the amateurs of fine vintages, you will choose the 
crystal, because everything about it is calculated to 
reveal rather than hide the beautiful thing which it 
was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant 
metaphor; for you will find that almost all the 
virtues of the perfect wine-glass have a parallel to 
the typography. There is the long, thin stem that 
obviates finger prints on the bowl. Why? Because 
no cloud must come between your eyes and the
fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the margins on 
book pages similarly meant to obviates the
necessity of fingering thetype-page? Again: the 
glass is  colourless or at the most only faintly 
tinged in the bowl,  because the  connoisseur 
judges wine partly by its colour and is impatient 
of anything that alters it. 

Lecture to the British Typographers Guild 
October 1930
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You 
may choose your own favourite vintage for this imaginary 
demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering crimson in 
colour. You have two goblet before you. One is of it is  solid 
gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The other is 
of crystal-clear glass, thin as bubble, as transparent. Pour 
& drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I shall 
know whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. For 
if you have no feelings about wine one way or the other, 
you will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out of a 
vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; but if you 
are a member of  that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine 
vintages, you will choose the crystal, because everything 
about it calculated to reveal rather than hide the beautiful 
thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; 
for you will find that almost all the virtues of the perfect 
wine-glass have a parallel to the typography. There is the 
long, thin stem that obviates finger prints on the bowl. 
Why? Because no cloud must come between your eyes 
and the fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the margins on 
book pages similarly meant to obviates the necessity of 
fingering thetype-page? Again: the glass is  colourless 
or at the most only faintly tinged in the bowl,because the  
connoisseur judges wine partly by it's colour and is 
impatient of anything that alters it. 

There are a thousand mannerisms in typography that are 
as impudent and arbitrary as putting port in tumblers of 
red or green glass! When a goblet has a base that looks 
too small for security, it does not matter how cleverly it is 
weighted; you feel nervous lest it should tip over. There 
are ways of setting lines of type which may work well 
enough, and yet keep the reader subconsciously worried
by the fear of 'doubling' lines, reading three words as one, 
and so forth.

The

Crystal
Goblet

By Beatrice Warde
1900-1969
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of  wine. You may choose 
your own favourite vintage forthis imaginary demonstration, so 
that it be a deep shimmering crimson in colour. You have two goblet 
before you. One is of  it is  solid gold, wrought in the mostexquisite 
patterns. The other is of  crystal-clear glass, thin as bubble, as 
transparent. Pour & drink; and according to your choice of  goblet, 
I shall know whether or not you are a  connoisseur of  wine. For if  
you have no feelings about wine one way or the other, you will want 
the sensation of  drinking the stuff  out of  a vessel that may have 
cost thousands of  pounds: if  you are a member of  that vanishing 
tribe,the amateurs of  fine vintages, you will choose the crystal, 
because everything about it calculated to reveal rather than hide the 
beautiful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; for you 
will find that almost all the virtues of  the perfect wine-glass have a 
parallel to the typography. There is the long, thin stem that obviates 
fingerprints on the bowl Why? Because no cloud must come between 
your eyes and the fiery heart of  the liquid. Are not the margins on 
book pages similarly meant to obviates the necessity of  the type-
page? Again: the glass is  colourless or at the most only faintly tinged 
in the bowl,because the connoisseur judges wine partly by it’s colour 
and is impatient of   anything that alters it.

There are a thousand mannerisms in typography that are as impu-
dent and arbitrary as putting port in tumblers of  red or green glass! 
When a goblet has a base that looks too small for security, it does 
not matter how cleverly it is weighted; you feel nervous lest it should 
tip over. There are ways of  setting lines of  type which may work 
well enough, and yet keep the reader subconsciously worried by the 
fear of  ‘doubling’ lines, reading three words as one, and so forth.

Cystal GobletThe

By Beatrice Warde
(1900-1969)

Piror to the turn of the cneutry, pratitioners often argued over the
virtues of personal style versus neutrality, which waas the underlying 
topic of a lecture given by Beatrice Warde (1900-1969) to the society 
of Typogragraphic Designer in London (later published as an esay). 
Warde, who used the pen  name paul Beaujon, was a respoected type 
historian and critic of the graphic arts industry. in 1927, on the strength 
Beaujon’s writing in the Fleuron, she was appointed editor of the 
Monotype Recorder, published in Englan by the Lanstone Monotype 
Company. “ the Crystal Globel” is the Warde’ best-known (and most 
reprinted) essay on clarity of type and design. In the introduction to 
her book of collected writing, The crystal Goblet, she asserts that the 
essay contains ideas that must be “said over again in the other terms to 
mant... people who in the nature of their work have to deal with 
the putting printeed words on paper– and who , for one reason or 
another, are in danfer of becoming as fascinated by the intriciacies of its 
techniques as birds are supposed to be by the eye of a serpeant.”–SH
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of  

wine. You may choose your own favourite 

vintagefor this imaginary demonstration, so that 

it be a deep shimmering crimson in colour. You 

have two goblet before you. One is of  it is  so
lid 

gold, wrought in the mostexquisite patterns. 

The other is of crystal- clear glass, thin bubble, 

as transparent. Pour & drink; and according to 

your choice of  goblet, I shall know whether or 

not you are a connoisseur of  wine. For if  you 

have no feelings about wine one way or the 

other, you will want the sensation of  drinking 

the stuff  out of  a vessel that may have cost 

thousands of  pounds; but if  you are a member 

of   that vanishing tribe,the amateurs of  fine 

vintages, you will choose the crystal, because 

everything about it calculated to reveal rather 

than hide the beautiful thing which it was meant 

to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant 

metaphor; for you will find that almost all the 

virtues of  the perfect wine-glass have a parallel 

in typography. There is the long, thin stem that 

obviates fingerprints on the bowl.
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of 
wine. You may choose your own favourite
vintage for this imaginary demonstration, so 
that it be a deep shimmering crimson incolour. 
You have two goblets before you. One is of 
solid gold, wrought in the most exquisite 
patterns. The other is of crystal-clear glass, 
thin as a bubble, and as transparent.
Pour and drink; and according to your choice 
of goblet, I shall 
know whether 
or not you are a 
connoisseur of 
wine. For if you 
have no 
feelings about 
wine one way or 
the other,
you will want 
the sensation of 
drinking the stuff 
out of a vessel 
that may have 
cost thousands 
of pounds; but if 
you are a mem-
ber of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine 
vintages, you will choose the crystal, because 
everything about it is calculated to reveal 
rather than hide the beautiful thing which it 
was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant 
metaphor; for you will find that almost all
the virtues of the perfect wine-glass have a 
parallel in typography. There is the long, thin
stem that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. 

Why? Because no cloud must come between
your eyes and the fiery heart of the liquid. Are 
not the margins on book pages similarly
meant to obviate the necessity of fingering the 
type-page? Again: the glass is colourless or at
the most only faintly tinged in the bowl, be-
cause the connoisseur judges wine partly 
by itscolour and is impatient of anything that 
alters it. There are a thousand mannerisms in

typography that are 
as impudent and 
arbitrary as putting 
port in tumblers of 
red or green glass! 
When a goblet has 
a base that looks 
too small for securi-
ty, it does not matter 
how cleverly weight; 
you feel nervous 
lest it should tip 
over. There are 
ways of setting
lines of type which 
may work well 
enough, and yet 

keep the reader subconsciously worried by the 
fear of 'doubling' lines, reading three words as 
one, and so forth.

Now the man who first chose glass instead of 
clay or metal to hold his wine was a
'modernist' in the sense in which I am going to 
use that term. That is, the first thing he
asked of his particular object was not 'How 
should it look?' but 'What must it do?' and to
that extent all good typography is modernist.



BImagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. 
You may choose your own favourite vintage for 
this imaginary demonstration, so that it be a deep 
shimmering crimson in colour. You have two goblets 
before you. One is of  solid gold, wrought in the 
most exquisite patterns. The other is of crystal-clear 
glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. Pour and 
drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I shall 
know whether or not you are a  connoisseur of wine. 
For if you have no feelings about wine one way or 
the other, you will want the sensation of drinking the 
stuff out of a vessel that may have cost thousands of 
pounds; but if you are a member of that vanishing 
tribe, the amateurs of fine vintages, you will choose 
the crystal, because everything about it is calculated 
to reveal rather than hide the beautiful thing which it 
was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant 
metaphor; for you will find that almost all the 
virtues of the perfect wine-glass have a parallel in 
typography. There is the long, thin stem that obviate 
fingerprints on the bowl. Why? Because no cloud 
must come between your eyes and the fiery heart 
of the liquid. Are not the margins on book pages        
similarly meant to obviates the necessity of fingering 
the type-page? Again: the glass is colourless or at
the most only faintly tinged in the bowl, because the 
connoisseur judges wine partly by itscolour and is 
impatient of anything that alters it. There are a
thousand mannerisms in typography that are as 
impudent and arbitrary as putting port in tumblers 
of red or green glass! When a goblet has a base 
that looks too small for security, it does not matter 
howcleverly it is weighted; you feel nervous lest it 
should tip over.
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You may choose 
your own favourite vintage for this imaginary demonstration, so that it be 
a deep shimmering crimson colour. You have two goblets before you. 
One is of solid gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The other 
is of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. Pour and 
drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I shall know whether or not 
you are a connoisseur of wine. For if you have no feeling about wine one 
way or the other, you will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out of a 
vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; but if you are a member 
of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine vintages, you will choose the 
crystal, because everything about it is calculated to reveal rather than 
hide the beautiful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; for you will 
find that almost all the virtues of the perfect wine-glass have a parallel 
in typography. There is the long, thin stem that obviates fingerprints on 
the bowl.Because no cloud must come  between your eyes and the fiery 
heart of the liquid. Are not the  margins on book pages similarly meant 
to obviate the necessity of the type-page? Again: the glass is colourless 
or at the most only faintly tinged in the bowl, because the connoisseur 
judges wine partly by itscolour and is impatient of anything that alters it. 
There are a thousand mannerisms in typography that are as impudent 
and arbitrary as  putting port in tumblers of red or green glass! When a 
goblet has a base that looks too small for security, it does not matter how 
cleverly it is weighted; you feel nervous lest it should tip over. There are 
ways of setting lines of type which may work well enough, and yet keep 
the reader subconsciously worried by the fear of 'doubling' lines, reading 
three words as one, and so forth.

Now the man who first chose glass instead of clay or metal to hold his 
wine was a 'modernist' in the sense in which I am going to use that term. 
That is, the first thing heasked of his particular object was not 'How 
should it look?' but 'What must it do?' and to that extent all good 
typography is modernist.
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THE CRYSTAL GOBLET
OR PRINTING SHOULD,
BE INVISIBLE
By Beatrice Warde (1900-1969)

Imagine that you have before you a flagon of 
wine. You may choose your own favourite 
vintage for this imaginary demonstration, so 
that it be a deep shimmer crimson in colour. You 
have two goblets before you. One is of solid 
gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. 
The other is of crytal-clear glass, thin as a 
bubble, and as transparent.Pour and drink; and 
according to your choice of goblet, I shall know 
whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. 

For if you have no feelings about wine one way 
or the other, you will want the sensation of drinking 
the stuff out of a vessel that may have cost 
thousands of pounds; but if you are a member 
of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine 
vintages, you will choose the crystal, because 
everything about it is calculated to reveal rather 
than hide the beautiful thing which it was meant 
to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant 
metaphor; for you will find that almost all the virtues 
of the perfect wine-glass have a parallel in typography. 
There is the long, thin stem that obviates fingerprints 
on the bowl. Why? Because no cloud must come 
between your eyes and the fiery heart of the liquid. 
Are not the margins on book pages similarly meant to 
obviate fingering the type-page?

Again the glass is colourless or at the most only faintly 
tinged inside bowl, because the connoisseur judges 
wine partly by its colour and is impatient of anything 
that alters it. There are a thousand mannerisms in 
typography that are as impudent and arbitrary as 
putting port in tumblers of red or green glass! When a 
goblet has a base that looks too small for security, it
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GImagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You 

may choose your own favourite vintage for this imaginary 
demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering crimson in 
colour. You have two goblets before you. One is of solid 
gold, wrought in the mostexquisite patterns. The other is of 
crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. 
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I 
shall know whether or not youare a connoisseur of wine. 
For if you have no feelings about wine one way or the 
other, you will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out of 
a vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; but if you 
are a member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine
vintages, you will choose the crystal, because everything 
about it is calculated to reveal rather than hide the 
beautiful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; 
for you will find that almost all the virtues of the perfect 
wine-glass have a parallel in typography. There is the 
long, thin stem that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? 
Because no cloud must come between your eyes and the 
fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the margins on book pages 
similarly meant to obviate the necessity of fingering the 
type-page? Again: the glass is colourless or at the most 
only faintly tinged in the bowl, because the connoisseur 
judges wine partly by its colour and is impatient of 
anything that alters it. 
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You 
may choose your own favourite vintage for this imaginary 
demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering crimson in
colour. You have two goblets before you. One is of solid 
gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The other is of 
crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent.
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I 
shall know whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. 
For if you have no feelings about wine one way or the other,
you will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out of a 
vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; but if you 
are a member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of fine
vintages, you will choose the crystal, because everything 
about it is calculated to reveal rather than hide the beautiful 
thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; for 
you will find that almost all the virtues perfect  wine-glass 
have a parallel in typography. There is the long, thin stem 
that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? Because no 
cloud must come between your eyes and the fiery heart of 
the liquid. Are not the margins on book pages similarly
meant to obviate the necessity of fingering the type-page? 
Again: the glass is colourless or at the most only faintly 
tinged in the bowl, because the connoisseur judges wine 
partly by its colour and is impatient that alters it.

By Beatrice Warde (1900-1969)

Printing demands a hu-
mility of mind, for the 
lack of which many of 
the fine arts are even
now floundering in 
self-conscious and 
maudlin experiments.”

“



The Crystal Goblet, 
Or Printing Should 
Be Invisible

" Printing demands a 
humility of mind, for the 
lack of which many 
of the fine arts are 
even now floundering 
in self-conscious and 
maudlin experiments."
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You 
may choose your own favourite vintage for this imaginary 

demonstration, so that it be a deep shimmering crimson in 
colour. You have two goblets before you. One is of  solid 
gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The other is 
of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. 
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I 
shall know whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. 
For if you have no feelings about wine one way or the
other, you will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out 
of a vessel that may have cost thousands of pounds; but if 
you are a member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of 
fine vintages, you will choose the crystal, because every-
thing about it is calculated to reveal rather than hide the 
beautiful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and 
fragrant metaphor; for you will find that 
almost all the virtues of the perfect 
wine-glass have a parallel in 
typography. There is the long, thin stem 
that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. 
Why? Because no cloud must come 
between your eyes and the fiery heart 
of the liquid. Are not the margins on 
book pages similarly meant to obviate 
the necessity of fingering the 

type-page? Again: the glass is colour-
less or at the most only faintly tinged 
in the bowl, because the connoisseur 
judges wine partly by its colour and 
is impatient of anything that alters it. 
There are a thousand mannerisms in 
typography that are as impudent and 
arbitrary as putting port in tumblers of 
red or green glass! When a goblet has 
a base that looks too small for security, 
it does not matter how cleverly it is

1930
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You may choose 
your own favourite vintage for this imaginary demonstration, so that 
it be a deep shimmering crimson in colour. You have two goblets 
before you. One is of  solid gold, wrought in the most exquisite 
patterns.The other is of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as 
transparent. Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet,
I shall know whether or not youare a connoisseur of wine. For if you 
have no feelings about wine one way or the other,you will wantthe 
sensation of drinking stuff out of a vessel that may cost thousands 
of pounds; but if you are a member of that vanishing tribe, the 
amateurs of finevintages, you will choose the crystal, because
everything about it is calculated to reveal rather than hide the 
beautiful thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded & fragrant metaphor; for you 
will find that almost all the virtues of the perfect wine glass have 
a parallel in typography. There is the long, thin stem that obviate 
fingerprints on the bowl. Why? Because no cloud must come 
betweenyour eyes and the fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the 
margins on book pages similarly meant to obviate the necessity 
of fingering the type-page? Again:the glass is colourless,  or at 
the most only faintly tinged in the bowl, because the connoisseur 
judges wine partly by colour is impatient of anything that alters it. 

There are a thousand mannerisms in typography that are as 
impudent & arbitrary as putting port in tumblers of red or green 
glass! When a goblet has a base that looks too small for security, 
it does not matter how cleverly it is weighted; you feel nervous 
lest it should tip over.
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Imagine that you have before you 
a flagon of wine. You may choose 
your own favourite vintage for this
 imaginary demonstration, so that 
it be a deep shimmering crimson in
colour. You have two goblets before 
you. One is of solid gold, wrought 
in the most exquisite patterns. The 
other is of crystal-clear glass, thin 
as a bubble, and as transparent.
Pour and drink; and according to 
your choice of goblet, I shall know 
whether or not you are connoisseur 
of wine. For if you have no feelings 
about wine one way or other, you 
will want the sensation of drinking 
the stuff out of a vessel that may 
have cost thousands of pounds; 
but if you are a member of that 
vanishing tribe, the amateurs of 
finevintages, you will choose the 
crystal, because everything about 
it is calculated to reveal rather than 
hide the beautiful thing which it 
was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded 
and fragrant metaphor; for you 
will find that almost all the virtues 
of the perfect wine-glass have a 
parallel in typography. There is the 
long, thin stem that obviates 
fingerprints on the bowl. Why? 
Because no cloud must come 
between your eyes and the fiery 
heart of the liquid. Are not the 
margins on book pages similarly
meant to obviate the necessity of 
fingering the type-page?

THE
CRYSTAL
GOBLET

SHOULD BE
INVISIBLE
OR Printing

By Beatrice Warde
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"Printing demands a humility of 
mind, for the lack of which many 
of the fine arts are even now 
floundering in self-conscious and 
maudlin experiments."

Imagine that you have before you a flagon of wine. You 
may choose your own favourite vintage for this imaginary 

demonstration, so that it be a deep  shimmering crimson 
in colour. You will have two goblets before you. One is solid 
gold, wrought in the most exquisite patterns. The other is 
of crystal-clear glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. 
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of goblet, I shall 
know whether or not you are a connoisseur of wine. For if 
you have no feelings about wine one way or the other, you 
will want the sensation of drinking the stuff out of a vessel 
that may have cost thousands of pounds; but if you are a 
member of that vanishing tribe, the amateurs  fine vintages, 
you choose the crystal, because everything about it is 
calculated to reveal rather than hide the beautiful thing 
which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; 
for you will find that almost all the virtues of the perfect 
wine-glass have a parallel in typography. There is the long, 
thin stem that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? 
Because no cloud must come between your eyes and the 
fiery heart of the liquid. Are not the margins on book pages 
similarlymeant to obviate the necessity of fingering the 
typepage? Again: the glass is colourless or atthe most only 
faintly tinged in the bowl, because the connoisseur judges 
wine partly by its colour and is impatient of anything that 
alters it.

By Beatrice Warde (1900-69)

THE CRYSTAL GOBLET
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GImagine that you have before you a flagon of  wine. 
You may choose your own favourite vintage for 
this imaginary demonstration, so that it be a deep 
shimmering crimson in colour. You have two 
goblets before you. One is of  solid gold, wrought 
in the mostexquisite patterns. The other is of  
crystal-clear glass, thin as bubble, and transparent.
Pour and drink; and according to your choice of  
goblet, I shall know whether or not you are a 
connoisseur of  wine. For if  you have no feelings 
about wine one way or the other, you will want the 
sensation of  drinking the stuff  out of  a vessel that 
may have cost thousands of  pounds; but if  you are 
a member of  that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of  
fine vintages, you will choose the crystal, because 
everything about it is calculated to reveal

rather than hide the beautiful thing which it was 
meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant 
metaphor; for you will find that almost all the 
virtues of  the perfect wine-glass have a parallel in 
typography. There is the long, thin stem that 
obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? Because 
no cloud must come betweenyour eyes and the fiery 
heart of  the liquid. Are not the margins on book 
pages similarlymeant to obviates fingering the 
type-page?Again: the glass is colourless or at the 
most only faintly tinged in the bowl, because the 
connoisseur judges wine partly by its colour and is 
impatient of  anything that alters it.    
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"Printing demands a 
humility of  mind, for the 
lack of  which many of
the fine arts are even 
now floundering in
self-conscious and
maudlin experiments."
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Imagine that you have before you a flagon of  wine. You 
may choose your own favourite vintage for this  imaginary 
demonstration, so that it shimmering crimson in colour. You 
have two goblets before you. One is of  solid gold, wrought 
in the most exquisite patterns. The other is of  crystal-clear 
glass, thin as a bubble, and as transparent. Pour and drink; 
and according to your choice of  goblet, I shall know 
whether or not you are a connoisseur of  wine. For if  you 
have no feelings about wine one way or the other, you 
will want the sensation of  drinking the stuffout of  a vessel 
that may have cost thousands of  pounds; but if  you are 
a member of  that vanishing tribe, the amateurs of  fine 
vintages, you will choose crystal,  because everything about 
it is calculated to reveal rather than hide the beautiful thing 
which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and fragrant metaphor; for 
you will find that almost all the virtues of  the perfect wine-
glass have a parallel in typography. There is the long, thin 
stem that obviates fingerprints on the bowl. Why? Because 
no cloud must come between your eyes and the fiery heart 
of  the liquid. Are not the margins on book pages similarly 
meant to obviate the necessity of  fingering the type-page? 
Again: the glass is colourless or at the most only faintly 
tinged in the bowl, because the connoisseur judges wine 
partly by its colour and is impatient of  anything that alters it. 
There are a thousand mannerisms in typography that 
are as impudent and arbitrary as putting port in tumblers 
of  red or green glass! When a goblet has a base that looks 
too small for security, it does not matter howcleverly it is 
weighted; you feel nervous lest it should tip over.
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Imagine that you have before you a 
flagon of wine. You may choose your 
own favourite vintage for this imaginary 
demonstration, so that it be a deep shim-
mering crimson in colour. You have two 
goblets before you. One is of solid gold, 
wrought in the most exquisite patterns. 
The other is of crystal-clear glass, thin as 
a bubble, and as transparent. Pour and 
drink; and according to your choice of 
goblet, I shall know whether or not you
are a connoisseur of wine. If you have 
no feelings about wine one way or the 
other, you will want the sensation of 
drinking the stuff out of a vessel that 
may have cost thousands of pounds; but 
if you are a member of that vanishing 
tribe, the amateurs of fine vintages,
 you will choose the crystal, because 
everything about it is calculated to
reveal rather than hide the beautiful 
thing which it was meant to contain.

Bear with me in this long-winded and 
fragrant metaphor; for you will find 
that almost all the virtues of the perfect 
wine-glass have a parallel in typography. 
There is the long, thin stem that obviates 
fingerprints on the bowl. Why? Because 
no cloud must come between your eyes 
and the fiery heart of the liquid. Are not 
the margins on book pages similarly
meant to obviate necessity of fingering 
the type-page? 

Again: the glass is colourless or at the 
most only faintly tinged in the bowl, 
because the connoisseur judges wine 
partly by it's colour and is impatient of 
anything that alters it. There're a
 thousand mannerisms in typography 
that are as impudent and arbitrary as 
putting port in tumblers of red 
or green glass! 
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