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FT QUASIMONO MONO

16 PT EXTRALIGHT

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of “our much dread
lord, monsieur the king,” nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-

16 PT EXTRALIGHT ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, Six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells 1in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable 1in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of "our much dread
lord, monsieur the king," nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-
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16 PT LIGHT

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of “our much dread
lord, monsieur the king,” nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-

16 PT LIGHT ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells 1in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable 1in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of "our much dread
lord, monsieur the king," nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-
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16 PT REGULAR

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of “our much dread
lord, monsieur the king,” nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-

16 PT REGULAR ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of "our much dread
lord, monsieur the king," nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-
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16 PT MEDIUM

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of “our much dread
lord, monsieur the king,” nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-

16 PT MEDIUM ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of "our much dread
lord, monsieur the king," nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-
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16 PT SEMIBOLD

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of "our much dread
lord, monsieur the king," nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-

16 PT SEMIBOLD ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of "our much dread
lord, monsieur the king," nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-



FT QUASIMONO MONO

14

16 PT BOLD

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of "our much dread
lord, monsieur the king,"” nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-

16 PT BOLD ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of "our much dread
lord, monsieur the king," nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-



FT QUASIMONO MONO
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16 PT EXTRABOLD

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of "our much dread
lord, monsieur the king,"” nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-

16 PT EXTRABOLD ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians awo-
ke to the sound of all the bells in
the triple circuit of the city, the
university, and the town ringing

a full peal. The sixth of Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of
which history has preserved the me-
mory. There was nothing notable in
the event which thus set the bells
and the bourgeois of Paris in a
ferment from early morning. It was
neither an assault by the Picards
nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led
along in procession, nor a revolt
of scholars in the town of Laas,
nor an entry of "our much dread
loxrd, monsieur the king," nor even
a pretty hanging of male and fema-



FT QUASIMONO MONO

16

8 PT EXTRALIGHT

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king,” nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his Ho6tel de Bourbon, with a
very "pretty morality, allegori-

8 PT EXTRALIGHT ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king," nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his HOtel de Bourbon, with a
very "pretty morality, allegori-

8 PT LIGHT

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king,” nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his Ho6tel de Bourbon, with a
very “pretty morality, allegori-

8 PT LIGHT ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king," nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his H6tel de Bourbon, with a
very "pretty morality, allegori-
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8 PT REGULAR

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king,” nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his Ho6tel de Bourbon, with a
very “pretty morality, allegori-

8 PT REGULAR ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king," nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his Ho6tel de Bourbon, with a
very 'pretty morality, allegori-

8 PT MEDIUM

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king,” nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his Hotel de Bourbon, with a
very "“pretty morality, allegori-

8 PT MEDIUM ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king," nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his Ho6tel de Bourbon, with a
very "pretty morality, allegori-
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8 PT SEMIBOLD

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king,"” nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his H6tel de Bourbon, with a
very "pretty morality, allegori-

8 PT SEMIBOLD ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king," nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his Hétel de Bourbon, with a
very "pretty morality, allegori-

8 PT BOLD

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king,"” nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his H6étel de Bourbon, with a
very "pretty morality, allegori-

8 PT BOLD ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king," nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his Hétel de Bourbon, with a
very "pretty morality, allegori-
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8 PT EXTRABOLD

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king," nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his Hotel de Bourbon, with a
very "pretty morality, allegori-

8 PT EXTRABOLD ITALIC

Three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months, and nineteen
days ago to-day, the Parisians
awoke to the sound of all the
bells in the triple circuit of the
city, the university, and the town
ringing a full peal. The sixth of
January, 1482, is not, however, a
day of which history has preser-
ved the memory. There was nothing
notable in the event which thus
set the bells and the bourgeois of
Paris in a ferment from early mor-
ning. It was neither an assault by
the Picards nor the Burgundians,
nor a hunt led along in proces-
sion, nor a revolt of scholars in
the town of Laas, nor an entry of
"our much dread lord, monsieur the
king," nor even a pretty hanging
of male and female thieves by the
courts of Paris. Neither was it
the arrival, so frequent in the
fifteenth century, of some plu-
med and bedizened embassy. It was
barely two days since the last
cavalcade of that nature, that

of the Flemish ambassadors char-
ged with concluding the marriage
between the dauphin and Marguerite
of Flanders, had made its entry
into Paris, to the great annoyan-
ce of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon,
who, for the sake of pleasing the
king, had been obliged to assu-

me an amiable mien towards this
whole rustic rabble of Flemish
burgomasters, and to regale them
at his Hotel de Bourbon, with a
very "pretty morality, allegori-
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CHARACTER SET

UPPERCASE LETTERS

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

........... u

EPPQRRRRRRSSSSSSRB ' TTTTFUULLIO0UIUYUULUGYUUTD
VWWWWWXYYYYYYYYYZZZ7
NUMERALS

0123456789

SUPERSCRIPT & SUBSCRIPT NUMERALS

0123456789
0123456789

PREBUILT FRACTIONS

VaVah

ORDINALS
ao

LOWERCASE LETTERS

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AR

kk111131'mnAnfAnno606686660660666066006333856006
VWWWWWXYVYYYYYYyzzzZ
PUNCTUATION & SYMBOLS

i i1 2 OLHIO/ZINT 7 Gan mm e r kT g
q'l@§©®m

MATH

H %% —FEX+=Ft<><>~=goo © \/ .jnz AQ a[.]TI' VA / 1o

CURRENCY

€£¥SCFBCEAFG2KEENNPPP I

ARROWS

PA->3NER
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OPENTYPE FEATURES

DEFAULT FIGURES

The default figures align
with the uppercase letters
in height.

SUPERSCRIPT FIGURES

Small figures set at a
height appropriate for
footnotes and mathematical
exponents.

SUBSCRIPT FIGURES

Small figures set at

a height appropriate
for scientific inferior
figures, such as in
chemical formulas.

0123456789

See note?

H>0

CASE-SENSITIVE FORMS

When a text is set in all
caps, the height of some
characters are adjusted to
sit at the middle of the
cap height.

STYLISTIC SET 01:
NON-SLASHED ZERO

The default zero has a slash,
which suits the aesthetic

and distinguishes it from the
letter 0. If you prefer a
zero without slash, please
turn on Stylistic Set 01.

UP-TO-DATE

0123456789



