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Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

48 PT  EXTRALIGHT

48 PT  EXTRALIGHT ITALIC
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Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

48 PT  LIGHT

48 PT  LIGHT ITALIC
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Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

48 PT  REGULAR

48 PT  REGULAR ITALIC
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Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

48 PT  MEDIUM

48 PT  MEDIUM ITALIC
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Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

48 PT  SEMIBOLD

48 PT  SEMIBOLD ITALIC
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Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

48 PT  BOLD

48 PT  BOLD ITALIC
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Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

Three hundred and forty-
eight years, six months,  
and nineteen days ago

48 PT  EXTRABOLD

48 PT  EXTRABOLD ITALIC
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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 
preserved the memory. There was nothing 
notable in the event which thus set the 
bells and the bourgeois of Paris in a fer-
ment from early morning. It was neither 
an assault by the Picards nor the Bur-
gundians, nor a hunt led along in pro-
cession, 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 thie-
ves by the courts of Paris. Neither was it 
the arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 

16 PT  EXTRALIGHT 16 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 pre-
served the memory. There was nothing no-
table in the event which thus set the bells 
and the bourgeois of Paris in a ferment 
from early morning. It was neither an as-
sault 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, monsie-
ur 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 
plumed and bedizened embassy. It was ba-
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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 
preserved the memory. There was nothing 
notable in the event which thus set the 
bells and the bourgeois of Paris in a fer-
ment from early morning. It was neither 
an assault by the Picards nor the Bur-
gundians, nor a hunt led along in pro-
cession, 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 thie-
ves by the courts of Paris. Neither was it 
the arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 

16 PT  LIGHT 16 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 
preserved the memory. There was nothing 
notable in the event which thus set the 
bells and the bourgeois of Paris in a fer-
ment from early morning. It was neither 
an assault by the Picards nor the Bur-
gundians, 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 pret-
ty hanging of male and female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth cen-
tury, of some plumed and bedizened em-
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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 histo-
ry has preserved the memory. 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-
le thieves by the courts of Paris. Neither 
was it the arrival, so frequent in the 
fifteenth century, of some plumed and be-

16 PT  REGULAR 16 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 
preserved the memory. There was nothing 
notable in the event which thus set the 
bells and the bourgeois of Paris in a fer-
ment from early morning. It was neither 
an assault by the Picards nor the Bur-
gundians, 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 pret-
ty hanging of male and female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth cen-
tury, of some plumed and bedizened em-
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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 histo-
ry has preserved the memory. 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 
female thieves by the courts of Paris. 
Neither was it the arrival, so frequent 
in the fifteenth century, of some plumed 

16 PT  MEDIUM 16 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 
preserved the memory. There was nothing 
notable in the event which thus set the 
bells and the bourgeois of Paris in a fer-
ment from early morning. It was neither 
an assault by the Picards nor the Bur-
gundians, 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 pret-
ty hanging of male and female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth cen-
tury, of some plumed and bedizened em-
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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 rin-
ging a full peal. The sixth of January, 
1482, is not, however, a day of which his-
tory has preserved the memory. 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 
female thieves by the courts of Paris. 
Neither was it the arrival, so frequent 
in the fifteenth century, of some plumed 

16 PT  SEMIBOLD 16 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 
preserved the memory. There was nothing 
notable in the event which thus set the 
bells and the bourgeois of Paris in a fer-
ment from early morning. It was neither 
an assault by the Picards nor the Bur-
gundians, nor a hunt led along in pro-
cession, 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 thie-
ves by the courts of Paris. Neither was it 
the arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
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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 Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of which 
history has preserved 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 procession, nor a revolt of 
scholars in the town of Laas, nor an en-
try 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 fre-
quent in the fifteenth century, of some 

16 PT  BOLD 16 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 
preserved the memory. There was nothing 
notable in the event which thus set the 
bells and the bourgeois of Paris in a fer-
ment from early morning. It was neither 
an assault by the Picards nor the Bur-
gundians, nor a hunt led along in pro-
cession, 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 thie-
ves by the courts of Paris. Neither was it 
the arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
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16 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 
preserved the memory. There was nothing 
notable in the event which thus set the 
bells and the bourgeois of Paris in a fer-
ment from early morning. It was neither 
an assault by the Picards nor the Bur-
gundians, nor a hunt led along in pro-
cession, 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 thie-
ves by the courts of Paris. Neither was it 
the arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 

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 Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of which 
history has preserved 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 procession, nor a revolt of 
scholars in the town of Laas, nor an en-
try 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 

16 PT  EXTRABOLD
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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 Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of which 
history has preserved the memory. 
There was nothing notable in the event 
which thus set the bells and the bour-
geois 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 female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
embassy. It was barely two days since 
the last cavalcade of that nature, that 
of the Flemish ambassadors charged 
with concluding the marriage between 
the dauphin and Marguerite of Flan-
ders, had made its entry into Paris, to 
the great annoyance of M. le Cardinal 
de Bourbon, who, for the sake of plea-
sing the king, had been obliged to ass-
ume an amiable mien towards this whole 
rustic rabble of Flemish burgomasters, 
and to regale them at his Hôtel de 
Bourbon, with a very “pretty morality, 
allegorical satire, and farce,” while a 
driving rain drenched the magnificent 
tapestries at his door. What put the 
“whole population of Paris in commo-
tion,” as Jehan de Troyes expresses it, 
on the sixth of January, was the double 

8 PT  EXTRALIGHT 8 PT  LIGHT8 PT  EXTRALIGHT ITALIC 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 Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of which 
history has preserved the memory. 
There was nothing notable in the event 
which thus set the bells and the bour-
geois 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 female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
embassy. It was barely two days since 
the last cavalcade of that nature, that 
of the Flemish ambassadors charged 
with concluding the marriage between 
the dauphin and Marguerite of Flan-
ders, had made its entry into Paris, to 
the great annoyance of M. le Cardinal 
de Bourbon, who, for the sake of plea-
sing the king, had been obliged to ass-
ume an amiable mien towards this whole 
rustic rabble of Flemish burgomasters, 
and to regale them at his Hôtel de 
Bourbon, with a very “pretty morality, 
allegorical satire, and farce,” while a 
driving rain drenched the magnificent 
tapestries at his door. What put the 
“whole population of Paris in commo-
tion,” as Jehan de Troyes expresses it, 
on the sixth of January, was the double 

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 preserved the memory. 
There was nothing notable in the event 
which thus set the bells and the bourge-
ois 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 female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
embassy. It was barely two days since 
the last cavalcade of that nature, that 
of the Flemish ambassadors charged with 
concluding the marriage between the 
dauphin and Marguerite of Flanders, 
had made its entry into Paris, to the 
great annoyance of M. le Cardinal de 
Bourbon, who, for the sake of pleasing 
the king, had been obliged to assume an 
amiable mien towards this whole rustic 
rabble of Flemish burgomasters, and to 
regale them at his Hôtel de Bourbon, 
with a very “pretty morality, allegorical 
satire, and farce,” while a driving rain 
drenched the magnificent tapestries at 
his door. What put the “whole popula-
tion of Paris in commotion,” as Jehan de 
Troyes expresses it, on the sixth of Ja-
nuary, was the double solemnity, united 

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 preserved the memory. 
There was nothing notable in the event 
which thus set the bells and the bour-
geois 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 female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
embassy. It was barely two days since 
the last cavalcade of that nature, that 
of the Flemish ambassadors charged with 
concluding the marriage between the 
dauphin and Marguerite of Flanders, had 
made its entry into Paris, to the great 
annoyance of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon, 
who, for the sake of pleasing the king, 
had been obliged to assume an amiable 
mien towards this whole rustic rabble 
of Flemish burgomasters, and to regale 
them at his Hôtel de Bourbon, with a 
very “pretty morality, allegorical sa-
tire, and farce,” while a driving rain 
drenched the magnificent tapestries at 
his door. What put the “whole popula-
tion of Paris in commotion,” as Jehan de 
Troyes expresses it, on the sixth of Ja-
nuary, was the double solemnity, united 
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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 Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of which 
history has preserved the memory. 
There was nothing notable in the event 
which thus set the bells and the bour-
geois 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 female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
embassy. It was barely two days since 
the last cavalcade of that nature, that 
of the Flemish ambassadors charged 
with concluding the marriage between 
the dauphin and Marguerite of Flan-
ders, had made its entry into Paris, to 
the great annoyance of M. le Cardinal 
de Bourbon, who, for the sake of plea-
sing the king, had been obliged to ass-
ume an amiable mien towards this whole 
rustic rabble of Flemish burgomasters, 
and to regale them at his Hôtel de 
Bourbon, with a very “pretty morality, 
allegorical satire, and farce,” while a 
driving rain drenched the magnificent 
tapestries at his door. What put the 
“whole population of Paris in commo-
tion,” as Jehan de Troyes expresses it, 
on the sixth of January, was the double 

8 PT  REGULAR 8 PT  MEDIUM8 PT  REGULAR ITALIC 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 preserved the 
memory. 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 
female thieves by the courts of Paris. 
Neither was it the arrival, so frequ-
ent in the fifteenth century, of some 
plumed and bedizened embassy. It was 
barely two days since the last cavalca-
de of that nature, that of the Flemish 
ambassadors charged with concluding 
the marriage between the dauphin and 
Marguerite of Flanders, had made its 
entry into Paris, to the great annoy-
ance of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon, 
who, for the sake of pleasing the king, 
had been obliged to assume an amiable 
mien towards this whole rustic rabble 
of Flemish burgomasters, and to regale 
them at his Hôtel de Bourbon, with a 
very “pretty morality, allegorical sa-
tire, and farce,” while a driving rain 
drenched the magnificent tapestries at 
his door. What put the “whole popula-
tion of Paris in commotion,” as Jehan 
de Troyes expresses it, on the sixth 

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 preserved the memory. 
There was nothing notable in the event 
which thus set the bells and the bour-
geois 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 female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
embassy. It was barely two days since 
the last cavalcade of that nature, that 
of the Flemish ambassadors charged with 
concluding the marriage between the 
dauphin and Marguerite of Flanders, had 
made its entry into Paris, to the great 
annoyance of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon, 
who, for the sake of pleasing the king, 
had been obliged to assume an amiable 
mien towards this whole rustic rabble 
of Flemish burgomasters, and to regale 
them at his Hôtel de Bourbon, with a 
very “pretty morality, allegorical sa-
tire, and farce,” while a driving rain 
drenched the magnificent tapestries at 
his door. What put the “whole popula-
tion of Paris in commotion,” as Jehan 
de Troyes expresses it, on the sixth of 
January, was the double solemnity, uni-

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 Janua-
ry, 1482, is not, however, a day of which 
history has preserved the memory. 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 female thieves by the courts 
of Paris. Neither was it the arrival, 
so frequent in the fifteenth century, 
of some plumed and bedizened embas-
sy. It was barely two days since the 
last cavalcade of that nature, that of 
the Flemish ambassadors charged with 
concluding the marriage between the 
dauphin and Marguerite of Flanders, had 
made its entry into Paris, to the great 
annoyance of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon, 
who, for the sake of pleasing the king, 
had been obliged to assume an amiable 
mien towards this whole rustic rabble 
of Flemish burgomasters, and to regale 
them at his Hôtel de Bourbon, with 
a very “pretty morality, allegorical 
satire, and farce,” while a driving rain 
drenched the magnificent tapestries at 
his door. What put the “whole popula-
tion of Paris in commotion,” as Jehan 
de Troyes expresses it, on the sixth of 
January, was the double solemnity, uni-
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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 preserved the 
memory. 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 
female thieves by the courts of Paris. 
Neither was it the arrival, so frequ-
ent in the fifteenth century, of some 
plumed and bedizened embassy. It was 
barely two days since the last cavalca-
de of that nature, that of the Flemish 
ambassadors charged with concluding 
the marriage between the dauphin and 
Marguerite of Flanders, had made its 
entry into Paris, to the great annoy-
ance of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon, 
who, for the sake of pleasing the king, 
had been obliged to assume an amiable 
mien towards this whole rustic rabble 
of Flemish burgomasters, and to regale 
them at his Hôtel de Bourbon, with a 
very “pretty morality, allegorical sa-
tire, and farce,” while a driving rain 
drenched the magnificent tapestries at 
his door. What put the “whole popula-
tion of Paris in commotion,” as Jehan 
de Troyes expresses it, on the sixth 
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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 preserved the 
memory. 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 female thieves by the courts 
of Paris. Neither was it the arrival, 
so frequent in the fifteenth century, 
of some plumed and bedizened embas-
sy. It was barely two days since the 
last cavalcade of that nature, that of 
the Flemish ambassadors charged with 
concluding the marriage between the 
dauphin and Marguerite of Flanders, 
had made its entry into Paris, to the 
great annoyance of M. le Cardinal de 
Bourbon, who, for the sake of pleasing 
the king, had been obliged to assume 
an amiable mien towards this whole 
rustic rabble of Flemish burgomasters, 
and to regale them at his Hôtel de 
Bourbon, with a very “pretty morality, 
allegorical satire, and farce,” while a 
driving rain drenched the magnificent 
tapestries at his door. What put the 
“whole population of Paris in commo-
tion,” as Jehan de Troyes expresses 

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 preserved the memory. 
There was nothing notable in the event 
which thus set the bells and the bour-
geois 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 female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
embassy. It was barely two days since 
the last cavalcade of that nature, that 
of the Flemish ambassadors charged 
with concluding the marriage between 
the dauphin and Marguerite of Flanders, 
had made its entry into Paris, to the 
great annoyance of M. le Cardinal de 
Bourbon, who, for the sake of pleasing 
the king, had been obliged to assume an 
amiable mien towards this whole rustic 
rabble of Flemish burgomasters, and to 
regale them at his Hôtel de Bourbon, 
with a very “pretty morality, allegori-
cal satire, and farce,” while a driving 
rain drenched the magnificent tapestri-
es at his door. What put the “whole po-
pulation of Paris in commotion,” as Je-
han de Troyes expresses it, on the sixth 
of January, was the double solemnity, 

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 preserved the memory. 
There was nothing notable in the event 
which thus set the bells and the bour-
geois 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 female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
embassy. It was barely two days since 
the last cavalcade of that nature, that 
of the Flemish ambassadors charged 
with concluding the marriage between 
the dauphin and Marguerite of Flanders, 
had made its entry into Paris, to the 
great annoyance of M. le Cardinal de 
Bourbon, who, for the sake of pleasing 
the king, had been obliged to assume 
an amiable mien towards this whole 
rustic rabble of Flemish burgomasters, 
and to regale them at his Hôtel de 
Bourbon, with a very “pretty morality, 
allegorical satire, and farce,” while a 
driving rain drenched the magnificent 
tapestries at his door. What put the 
“whole population of Paris in commo-
tion,” as Jehan de Troyes expresses it, 
on the sixth of January, was the double 
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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 preserved the 
memory. 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 female thieves by the courts 
of Paris. Neither was it the arrival, 
so frequent in the fifteenth century, 
of some plumed and bedizened embas-
sy. It was barely two days since the 
last cavalcade of that nature, that of 
the Flemish ambassadors charged with 
concluding the marriage between the 
dauphin and Marguerite of Flanders, 
had made its entry into Paris, to the 
great annoyance of M. le Cardinal de 
Bourbon, who, for the sake of pleasing 
the king, had been obliged to assume 
an amiable mien towards this whole 
rustic rabble of Flemish burgomas-
ters, and to regale them at his Hôtel 
de Bourbon, with a very “pretty mora-
lity, allegorical satire, and farce,” 
while a driving rain drenched the 
magnificent tapestries at his door. 
What put the “whole population of Pa-
ris in commotion,” as Jehan de Troyes 
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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 preserved the memory. 
There was nothing notable in the event 
which thus set the bells and the bour-
geois 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 female thieves by 
the courts of Paris. Neither was it the 
arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth 
century, of some plumed and bedizened 
embassy. It was barely two days since 
the last cavalcade of that nature, that 
of the Flemish ambassadors charged 
with concluding the marriage between 
the dauphin and Marguerite of Flanders, 
had made its entry into Paris, to the 
great annoyance of M. le Cardinal de 
Bourbon, who, for the sake of pleasing 
the king, had been obliged to assume 
an amiable mien towards this whole 
rustic rabble of Flemish burgomasters, 
and to regale them at his Hôtel de 
Bourbon, with a very “pretty morality, 
allegorical satire, and farce,” while a 
driving rain drenched the magnificent 
tapestries at his door. What put the 
“whole population of Paris in commo-
tion,” as Jehan de Troyes expresses it, 
on the sixth of January, was the double 
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UPPERCASE LETTERS

AÄÀÁÂÃĀĂÅĄẮẶẰẲẴẤẬẦẨẪȀẠẢȂÆǼBCĊĆĈČÇDĎĐÐ 
EĖËÈÉÊĚĒĔĘẾỆỀỂỄȄẸẺȆẼFGĠĜĞĢǦHĤĦIİÏÌÍÎĨĪĬĮȈỊỈȊJĴ 
KĶLĹĽĻŁĿMNŃŇÑŅŊOÖÒÓÔÕŌŎŐØǾỐỘỒỔỖȌȪȰỌỎƠỚỢỜỞỠȎǪȬ
ŒPÞQRŔŘŖȐȒSŚŜŠŞȘẞƏꞋTŤŢȚŦUÜÙÚÛŨŪŬŮŰŲȔỤỦƯỨỰỪỬỮȖ 
VWẄẀẂŴXYŸỲÝŶỴỶȲỸZŻŹŽ

NUMERALS

0123456789

TABULAR NUMERALS

0123456789

SUPERSCRIPT, NUMERATOR, DENOMINATOR & SUBSCRIPT NUMERALS

0123456789 0123456789 0123456789 0123456789

PREBUILT FRACTIONS

½ ¼ ¾

ORDINALS

ªº

LOWERCASE LETTERS

aäàáâãāăåąắặằẳẵấậầẩẫȁạảȃæǽbcċćĉčçdďđð 
eėëèéêěēĕęếệềểễȅẹẻȇẽfgġĝğģǧhĥħıiïìíîĩīĭįȉịỉȋȷjĵ 
kķlĺľļłŀ mnńňñņŋoöòóôõōŏőøǿốộồổỗȍȫȱọỏơớợờởỡȏǫȭ 
œpþqrŕřŗȑȓsśŝšşșßəꞌtťţțŧuüùúûũūŭůűųȕụủưứựừửữȗ 
vwẅẁẃŵxyÿỳýŷỵỷȳỹzżźž

PUNCTUATION & SYMBOLS

., :; … ¡! ¿? ()[]{}⟨⟩ /|\ ¦ ’”‚„‘“ ‹› «» -–—_ ·• ' " *†‡ &¶@§ ©®™

MATH

# %‰ −+±×÷=≠<>≤≥¬~≈∅∞ ° √∙∫ ∏∑ ΔΩ ∂μπ ◊^⁒ ∕ ʹ ʺ ‴ №

CURRENCY

€£¥$¢ƒ฿₵₡₫₣₲₴₭₤₺₼₦₧₱₽₹₪₩¤ 

ARROWS

↑↗→↘↓↙←↖

CHARACTER SET



FT QUASIMONO 21

0123456789

UP-TO-DATE0123456789

0123456789

H2O

3/4 teaspoons
DEFAULT FIGURES

OPENTYPE FEATURES

CASE-SENSITIVE FORMS

The default figures align with 
the uppercase letters in height. 
The widths are proportional  
(not all of them share the same 
width).

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

Tabular figures all share the 
same width. This is usually pre-
ferable in tables since it makes 
the figures align vertically.

The default zero has a slash, 
which suits the aesthetic  
and distinguishes it from the  
letter O. If you prefer a zero 
without slash, please turn on 
Stylistic Set 01.

When this feature is activated, 
fractions are automatically 
set with small numerators and 
denominators at appropriate 
heights.

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

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

TABULAR FIGURES

STYLISTIC SET 01:  
NON-SLASHED ZERO

SUBSCRIPT FIGURES

FRACTIONS

See note3
SUPERSCRIPT FIGURES


