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  The Crumbling City


  OH GOD, HOW PITIABLE IS ROME


  YOU MUST HAVE heard of this city from others, wrote a visitor to Rome in the middle of the fifteenth century.


  
    
      
        There are many splendid palaces, houses, tombs and temples here, and infinite numbers of other edifices, but they are all in ruins. There is much porphyry and marble from
        ancient buildings but every day these marbles are destroyed in a scandalous fashion by being burned to make lime. And what is modern is poor stuff . . . The men of today, who call themselves
        Romans, are very different in bearing and conduct from the ancient inhabitants . . . They all look like cowherds.

      

    

  


  Other visitors wrote of moss-covered statues, of defaced and indecipherable inscriptions, of parts within the walls that look like thick woods or caves where
  forest animals were wont to breed, of deer and hares being caught in the streets . . . of the daily sight of heads and limbs of men who had been executed and quartered being nailed to doors, placed
  in cages or impaled on spears.


  This was the state of the city that had once been the capital of a mighty empire; now two-thirds of the area inside the walls, which had been built to protect a population of 800,000, was
  uninhabited, acres of open countryside used for orchards, pasture, and vineyards, and dotted with ancient ruins, which provided safe hiding places for thieves and bandits. And this was the state of
  the true home of the pope, the leader of the church who could trace his predecessors back in an unbroken line to St Peter, the apostle entrusted by Christ himself with the care of his flock.


  For most of the fourteenth century, even the papacy had abandoned Rome. In 1305, distressed by the unrest and bloody disturbances in the city, the French Pope Clement V (130514) had set
  up his court in Avignon, in the rambling palace on the east bank of the Rhne, which is known as the Palais des Papes. In Rome there had been constant calls for the papacy to return from its
  French exile. Most recently these calls had come from an elderly woman, who could be seen almost every day in the crumbling city, sitting by the door of the convent of San Lorenzo, begging for alms
  for the poor.


  She was Birgitta Gudmarsson, the daughter of a rich Swedish judge and widow of a Swedish nobleman, to whom she had been married at the age of thirteen and for whom she had borne eight children.
  Founder of the Brigittines, she had left Sweden after experiencing a vision in which Christ had appeared before her, commanding her to leave immediately for Rome and to remain there until she had witnessed the popes return. As she went about Rome, from church to crumbling church, house to ruinous house, she claimed to have had further visions; both Jesus and
  his mother Mary, she said, had spoken to her, and they had strengthened her faith in the restoration of the pope and in the eventual salvation of the city.


  Around the house where she lived stretched the charred shells of burned-out buildings, piles of rotting refuse, deserted palaces, derelict churches, stagnant swamps, fortresses abandoned by
  their rich owners, who had gone to live on their estates in the Campagna, hovels occupied by families on the verge of starvation. Pilgrims took home with them stories of a gloomy city, whose
  silence was broken only by the howling of dogs and wolves, and the shouts of rampaging mobs.


  In Avignon the popes remained deaf to the calls for their return, heedless of the prayers that the saintly Birgitta Gudmarsson uttered so fervently and of the letters that the poet Francesco
  Petrarch wrote, describing the rubbish heap of history that Rome had become. This once-superb imperial capital was now a lawless ruin, a city torn by violence in which belligerent
  factions paraded through the streets with daggers and swords, where houses were invaded and looted by armed bands, pilgrims and travellers were robbed, nuns violated in their convents, and long
  lines of flagellants filed through the gates, barefoot, their heads covered in cowls, claiming board and lodging but offering no money, scourging their naked bloody backs, chanting frightening
  hymns outside churches, throwing themselves weeping, moaning, bleeding before the altars.


  Goats nibbled at the weeds growing up between the stones littering the piazzas and flourishing in the overgrown, rat-infested ruins of the Campo Marzio; cattle grazed
  by the altars of roofless churches; robbers lurked in the narrow alleys; at night wolves fought with dogs beneath the walls of St Peters and dug up corpses in the nearby Campo Santo.
  Oh God, how pitiable is Rome, an English visitor lamented, once she was filled with great nobles and palaces, now with huts, wolves and vermin; and the Romans themselves tear
  each other to pieces.


  In 1362, while Petrarch was urging the papacy to return to Rome, a sixth Frenchman was elected to the line of Avignon popes: the austere and unworldly Urban V. Encouraged by Emperor Charles IV,
  who offered to accompany him, he recognized the necessity of return, not only for the sake of the neglected and decaying city but also for the papacy itself, now in danger at Avignon, both from the
  mercenary bands roaming throughout western Europe as well as from the English, who were fighting the French in wars that were to last intermittently for a hundred years.


  Five years after his election, Urban V travelled across the Alps, knelt in prayer before the grave of St Peter, and took up residence in the stuffy, dismal rooms that had been prepared for him
  in the Vatican Palace. His visit to Rome, however, was brief. He found the city even more dilapidated and depressing than he had feared; and, feeling that he could undertake the role of mediator
  between England and France more effectively from Avignon than from Rome, he went back to France in 1370. Having ignored Birgitta Gudmarssons warning that he would die if he abandoned the
  city, he then fulfilled her prophecy by expiring within just a few months of his return to the Palais des Papes.


  It was his successor, Gregory XI, another Frenchman and the last of the Avignon popes, who finally moved the Curia back to Rome, fearful that the Church and her estates
  in Italy would be lost to the papacy forever. He died there, however, in March 1378, little more than a year after his return, and his death provoked a papal election of extraordinary animosity.
  Terrified by the Roman mob, which had invaded the Vatican during the course of the conclave, the cardinals chose the Neapolitan Bartolomeo Prignano, who took the title of Urban VI. The French
  cardinals, however, refused to accept him, declaring the election invalid and electing their own candidate, a Frenchman, naturally, Clement VII. The Great Schism had begun; the lame and wall-eyed
  Clement VII returned to Avignon, while the rough and energetic Urban VI remained in Rome.


  By now it was not just the sight of the city, little more than a decayed provincial town, that distressed visitors. Corruption was rife in the Church and shocked the pilgrims who came to Rome to
  receive indulgences, which were now being dispensed on an unprecedented scale. Abandoning in despair their attempts to forma strong and stable political state, the Romans allowed Urban VIs
  successor, the clever and avaricious Boniface IX, another Neapolitan, to assume full control of their city, to turn the Vatican as well as the enlarged Castel SantAngelo into fortified
  strongholds, and to appoint his relations and friends to positions of power and profit. On his death in 1404, fear of the powerful Kingdom of Naples led to the election of another pontiff known to
  be on good terms with the king: the ineffective Innocent VII from the Abruzzi, against whom the Romans roused themselves to revolt in a tragic uprising that was to end in humiliating retreat; and
  after the death of Innocent VII in 1406, the election of Gregory XII, a Venetian who seemed disposed to come to terms with the anti-pope in Avignon, led to the invasion of
  Rome in 1413 by the king of Naples, who was determined not to lose his influence by ending the Great Schism.


  Meanwhile, a fresh attempt had been started to end the schism, which had divided Europe, by summoning a council of the Church at Pisa. The councils solution was to charge both the Avignon
  and Roman popes with heresy and to depose them. In their place the council elected a cardinal from the island of Crete, Petros Philargos, who took the title of Alexander V and who promptly
  adjourned the council, whose decision was, in any case, not recognized by either of his rivals. There were now three popes instead of two, each claiming legitimate descent from St Peter and each of
  whom excommunicated the others.


  A second attempt to disentangle the imbroglio was now made by Emperor Sigismund, who summoned another Church council at Constance. By this time a new pope had appeared on the scene in the
  unlikely person of Baldassare Cossa, successor of Alexander V, the pope chosen at Pisa, whom he was widely supposed to have murdered. Once a pirate and then a dissolute soldier, John XXIII was
  sensual, unscrupulous, and extremely superstitious. He came from an old Neapolitan family and established himself in Rome with the help of a mutually suspicious alliance with the king of Naples. On
  June 8, 1413, in breach of their understanding, the king attacked Rome, driving the pope out of the city. John XXIII fled with his court along the Via Cassia, beside which several prelates died of
  exhaustion and the rest were robbed by their own mercenaries. Yet again, the city behind them was plundered. The Neapolitan soldiers, unchecked by their commander, set fire to houses, looted the
  sacristy of St Peters, stabled their horses in this ancient basilica, ransacked sanctuaries and churches, and sat down amid their loot with prostitutes, drinking
  wine from consecrated chalices.


  John XXIII travelled to the council at Constance, where he found himself accused of all manner of crimes, including heresy, simony, tyranny, murder, and the seduction of some two hundred ladies
  of Bologna. After escaping from Constance in the guise of a soldier of fortune, he was recognized, betrayed, and brought back to face the council, which deposed both him and the Avignon pope and
  which, once the Germans and the English had united with the Italians to keep out the French, managed to elect a new pope, the Roman Martin V.


  Martin V was a member of the Colonna family, one of the old baronial dynasties of Rome. When he returned to the city in 1420 under a purple baldachin, jesters danced before him and the people
  ran through the streets with flaming torches, shouting their welcome long into the night. He was to reign in Rome for over ten years, followed by two more Italians, Eugenius IV and Nicholas V.
  There was hope at last that a new age was dawning for the city.


  Nicholas V, who had been elected in 1447, in appearance at least looked peculiarly unsuited for his role as the champion of this new age. Small, pale, and withered, he walked with stooped
  shoulders, his bright black eyes darting nervous glances around him. But no one doubted either his generosity or his kindliness, just as all those who knew him praised his piety and his learning:
  He owed his distinction not to his birth, wrote one contemporary, but to his erudition and intellectual qualities. They also praised his determination to reconcile the
  Church with the secular culture of the burgeoning Renaissance, sending his agents all over Europe and beyond in his search for manuscripts of the literary and theoretical
  works of antiquity, many of which were preserved in monastic libraries, and then generously rewarding the humanist scholars who translated and copied these ancient texts.


  The Rome of Nicholas V, however, was still a crumbling, dirty medieval city, bitterly cold in winter, when the tramontana blew across the frozen marshes, unhealthy in summer when malaria
  was rife. The inhabitants, a large proportion of them foreigners and many of the rest born outside the city, numbered no more than 40,000, less than a twentieth of the population that had lived in
  Rome in the days of Emperor Nero. The city was small also by the standards of the time  Florence had a population of 50,000, whereas Venice, one of the largest cities in Europe, could boast
  over 100,000 inhabitants. Rome, however, was the true heart of the Christian world, and those who made the long pilgrimage there each year provided the city with its one highly profitable
  trade.


  At the beginning of 1449, Nicholas V proclaimed a Holy Year for 1450, and the surge of pilgrims who came to Rome to celebrate the Jubilee brought immense profits to the Church  not least
  from the sale of indulgences. So much money, in fact, that Nicholas V was able to deposit 100,000 golden sovereigns in the Medici bank and to continue confidently with his plans to restore the
  city. In the judgement of Enea Silvio Piccolomini, the cardinal of Siena, he built magnificent edifices in his city, though he started more than he finished.


  The focus of Nicholas Vs new Christian capital was St Peters, the church built by Emperor Constantine over the tomb of the first pope and restored by Nicholas. He also moved his
  official residence from the Lateran to the Vatican Palace, and the influx of artists who came to Rome to work on his projects was soon to make the city a leading centre
  for goldsmiths and silversmiths, as well as painters and sculptors. It also became home for a time to Fra Angelico, who decorated Nicholas Vs lovely private chapel in the Vatican with scenes
  from the lives of two early Christian martyrs, St Stephen and St Laurence. This small and saintly Dominican friar knelt to pray before starting to paint each morning and was so overcome with
  emotion when painting Christ upon the Cross that tears poured down his cheeks.


  


   CHAPTER 2 
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  Elections and Celebrations


  THERE WAS NOT A PLACE WHERE HORNS AND TRUMPETS DID NOT SOUND


  SHORTLY AFTER THE DEATH of Nicholas V, on March 24, 1455, there was held in Rome the annual ceremony of the Exposition of the Vernicle, the handkerchief
  that was alleged to have belonged to St Veronica. Tradition had it that when she wiped the sweat from Christs face on his way to Calvary, his features were miraculously impressed upon her
  handkerchief. A few days later those cardinals resident in Rome, and such others as had been able to reach the city in time, took part in the magnificent procession, accompanied by the papal choir
  intoning the hymn Veni Creator Spiritus, from St Peters to the Vatican, where they would choose Nicholas Vs successor. Trumpets sounded; drums were beaten; the cardinals
  entered the apartments where the conclave was to take place; the doors were locked; the entrances bricked up; and the discussions and arguments began.


  Hour after hour the talks went on. Promises were made, veiled threats issued, bribes offered. Night fell and no decision was reached. No agreement was possible between
  the mutually antagonistic candidates supported by the rival Roman barons, the Colonna and Orsini families. Many hoped for the election of the elderly, frail John Bessarion, who suffered
  excruciatingly from kidney stones, a common complaint of the time. He was a distinguished theologian and humanist who had been brought up as a member of the Orthodox Church but had recently
  converted to Rome. Shall we give the Latin Church to a Greek Pope? asked one of the French cardinals in the conclave. How can we be sure that his conversion is sincere?
  he added. Shall he be the leader of the Christian army?


  At length a compromise was proposed: it was decided to support the candidature of a man who would probably not live long. The names of two elderly candidates emerged in the discussions; both
  were considered unobjectionable, although both were unfortunately Spaniards and, therefore, not likely to prove a popular choice with the Roman people, notoriously hostile to the Catalans, as
  Spaniards were generally known. Of these two, the less objectionable was the modest and scholarly bishop of Valencia, and it was he who was eventually chosen to succeed Nicholas V.


  Again the trumpets in the piazza of St Peters sounded; a cloud of smoke rose into the sky as a signal that the conclave had come to a conclusion, and it was greeted with shouts by the
  large crowd gathered there; the recently erected brickwork was knocked down. The doors opened and the dean of the college of cardinals appeared to announce the conclaves decision: I
  proclaim to you great joy, he said, we have a new pope, Lord Alfonso de Borja, Bishop of Valencia; he desires to be known as Calixtus the Third.


  The Borjas, or Borgias as they were known in Italy, were a family of some consequence in Spain, descended, as they claimed, from the ancient royal House of Aragon.
  Alfonso, born in 1378, was the son of the owner of an estate at Jtiva near Valencia; he had studied and then taught law at Lrida and, at the age of thirty-eight, had been appointed
  to the prestigious post of private secretary to King Alfonso V of Aragon, in whose service he was to remain for forty-two years. He helped to arrange the abdication of the anti-pope Clement VIII,
  thus paving the way for the ending of the Great Schism, and was given the bishopric of Valencia as a reward for his services. In 1442 he moved to Naples, still in the service of his king, who had
  conquered the city to become Alfonso I of Naples.


  As the kings private secretary, he was closely involved in the negotiations to reconcile his master with Pope Eugenius IV, who rewarded Alfonso Borgia with a cardinals hat and the
  splendid titular Church of Santi Quattro Coronati. By the time of the conclave of April 1455, he was living in Rome, an austere, modest, and increasingly gouty old man in his late seventies, in
  such poor health that it was doubted that he would survive the arduous ceremonies of his coronation. These involved a long service in St Peters during which he would receive from the
  cardinal archdeacon the Triple Crown and Cross, the Keys, and the Mantle of Jurisdiction. This coronation would be followed by a long procession to the Church of San Giovanni in Laterano, where, in
  another lengthy ceremony, the new pope would be enthroned as bishop of Rome.


  The procession from St Peters to the Lateran, known as the possesso, was one of the most colourful and, to the Roman populace, exciting sights that the city had to offer. Vatican
  guards and choristers, preceded by falconers with their hawks and rat catchers with dogs to clear the vermin from the low-lying land by the Tiber, marched along the
  streets, followed by the bearers of sweet-smelling herbs. Then came the officials of the government of Rome, the bishops and cardinals, and, finally, Pope Calixtus III himself, riding a saddle
  horse beneath a canopy of gold supported by dignitaries and escorted by lancers and foot soldiers, to keep at a distance the importunate crowds of sightseers.


  Waiting as the procession approached Monte Giordano stood a rabbi together with a crowd of his fellow Jews, who, as custom dictated, offered the pope a bejewelled copy of the Torah, the book of
  the Jewish laws. Calixtus III accepted it, then threw it to the ground with the traditional words, This is the law we know; but we do not accept your interpretation of it. As he
  spoke, a number of onlookers scrambled to take possession of the book beneath the palfrey and the horses of the guards.


  By the steps of the Church of San Giovanni in Laterano, Calixtus III knelt down submissively, as his white-and-gold vestments were removed to be replaced by a black soutane. He raised his hands
  in a gesture of benediction as a fight broke out, as it so often did, between the rival supporters of the constantly feuding Orsini and Colonna families.


  No sooner had he been elected, the new pope now set his heart upon the organization of a crusade that would free Constantinople from the grip of the Turks, who had captured the city in May 1453.
  He vowed to focus all his efforts against the heretic Turks, wrote Enea Silvio Piccolomini, whom Calixtus III created the cardinal of Siena, giving absolution for the sins of
  all who enlisted. The popes determination surprised many; it was well known that he was suffering increasingly from painful attacks of gout, and it had been expected that he would continue to live a quiet and pious life in the Vatican, rather than embark on such an ambitious venture.


  Money was raised by the imposition of taxes and by the selling of works of art, including the precious book bindings that had been bought at such expense by Nicholas V; Calixtus III went so far
  as to pawn his own mitre and sent numerous preachers armed with indulgences all over Europe; he also put a stop to various works of restoration and rebuilding in Rome, which had been initiated by
  his predecessor.


  Self-willed, parsimonious, and obstinate, Calixtus III would tolerate no opposition from those cardinals who were opposed to his bellicose ambitions, and in the end he raised enough funds to
  finance the building of galleys and to muster troops for the conduct of a holy war. Yet while his soldiers and sailors enjoyed some minor successes, including the defeat of a Turkish army outside
  Belgrade in July 1456 and the partial destruction of a Turkish fleet off Lesbos in August the following year, his ambitions were not shared by all the European powers, many of whom failed to
  contribute either money or men to the scheme. Moreover, the favours he bestowed upon his relations and his fellow Spaniards, the hated Catalans, had begun to cause widespread resentment in
  Rome.


  Three of his nephews received special favour. Two were created cardinals before they were thirty years old, and Calixtus III appointed one of them, Rodrigo Borgia, to the post of vice-chancellor
  of the Holy See, the most influential office in the papal government. The third, Pedro Luis Borgia, elder brother of Rodrigo, was given the title Duke of Spoleto and appointed captain general of
  the church, prefect of Rome, and governor of Romes great fortress, Castel SantAngelo.


  Calixtus IIIs death on August 6, 1458  just three years after his elevation, in the small, dark bedchamber where ill health had obliged him to spend so
  much of his time  was greeted by riots in Rome, in protest against the detested Catalans whom he had so provocatively indulged. Once again the cardinals converged on Rome to play their part
  in a conclave at which, so it was hoped, a pope would be elected in whom the papacy and Rome, by now indissolubly interwoven, could take pride.


  At this conclave the divisions within the college were greater than they had been three years earlier: The richer and more important cardinals, as Enea Silvio Piccolomini, the
  cardinal of Siena, recalled, made promises and threats, and some, shamelessly abandoning all vestiges of decency, pleaded their own cases for election. Guillaume dEstouteville,
  the wealthy cardinal of Rouen, offered tempting prizes: Not a few were won over by Rouens grandiose promises, caught like flies by their greed, and they schemed all night in
  the communal lavatories, being a secluded and private place.


  Early the next morning, the cardinal of Siena went to visit the young Spaniard Rodrigo Borgia, the vice-chancellor, to ask him if he, too, was promised to Rouen. What would you have me
  do? responded Borgia, who had been assured by dEstouteville that he would keep the lucrative post of vice-chancellor in return for his vote: The election is certain.
  Piccolomini cautioned the twenty-seven-year-old Rodrigo: You young fool, will you put faith in a man who is not to be trusted? You may have the promise but it is the Cardinal of Avignon who
  will have the post, for what has been promised to you has also been promised to him, he said, adding wisely, Will a Frenchman be more friendly to a Frenchman or to a
  Catalan?


  The next day after Mass, the cardinals assembled in the papal chapel to cast their votes, and when they had written their choices on slips of paper, they rose, one by
  one, in order of rank, and walked across to the altar, where they placed their votes in the gilded ceremonial chalice. The voting over, the cardinals resumed their seats and the names on each
  ballot paper were solemnly read out. There was not a cardinal in the room who did not take note of those named, to ensure that there was no chance for trickery. Much to
  everyones surprise, it was found that Piccolomini had amassed nine votes, dEstouteville had just six, and several others had one or two. As neither of the front-runners had achieved
  the necessary two-thirds majority, the cardinals decided to see if it would be possible to elect the new pope that morning by the method known as accession.


  All sat in their places, silent and pale, as though they had been struck senseless. No one spoke for some time, no one so much as moved a muscle apart from his eyes which glanced first to
  one side, then to the other. The silence was astonishing. Suddenly the young Rodrigo Borgia stood up: I accede to the Cardinal of Siena, he announced. But after this
  declaration, all fell into silence once more, until two cardinals, reluctant to commit themselves, hurriedly left the others, pleading the calls of nature.


  Then another cardinal rose to announce his support for Piccolomini. Yet even this did not secure the necessary two-thirds majority. One more vote was still required. No one spoke; no one moved.
  At length the aged Prospero Colonna rose unsteadily to his feet and was about to pronounce his vote for the cardinal of Siena when he was seized about the waist by the
  wily, ambitious Frenchman Guillaume dEstouteville, archbishop of Rouen, and by Cardinal Bessarion, who still entertained hopes of being elected himself. They
  rebuked Cardinal Colonna harshly; and when he persisted in his intention to vote for Piccolomini, they tried to remove him from the room by force. Provoked by this indignity, Colonna, who had voted
  for dEstouteville in the scrutiny, now called out in loud protest, I also accede to Siena and I make him Pope.


  Your Holiness, we are thankful for your election and we have no doubts that it is of God, Cardinal Bessarion equivocated, after the election had been ratified according to custom.
  The reason we did not vote for you was your illness; we thought that your gout would be a handicap for the Church which stands in much need of an active man with physical strength, he
  explained. You, on the other hand, need rest. Piccolomini responded with dignity: What is done by two-thirds of the Sacred College is surely the work of the Holy Spirit,
  he said, before removing his cardinals red robes and donning the white tunic of Christ. When he was asked by what name he wished to be known, he announced Pius,
  and his election was proclaimed to the crowds gathered in the piazza in front of St Peters.


  That night of August 19, 1458, there was great rejoicing in the streets and piazzas of Rome, as men and women celebrated the news that an Italian had been chosen rather than a Frenchman or
  another Spaniard:


  
    
      
        There was laughter and joy everywhere and voices crying Siena! Siena! Oh, fortunate Siena! Viva Siena! . . . As night fell,
        bonfires blazed at every crossroads . . . men sang in the streets; neighbour feasted neighbour; there was not a place where horns and trumpets did not sound, nor a quarter of the city that
        was not alive with public joy. The older men said they had never seen such popular rejoicings in Rome before.

      

    

  


  Piccolomini, prematurely old at fifty-three, had up until now led a more or less dissolute life. He was the father of several bastards and had distinguished himself as a diplomat, orator, and
  writer rather than as a churchman; he was the author of, among other works, a widely read novel, Euryalus and Lucretia; a distinguished series of biographies, On Famous Men; his own
  memoirs; a book on the correct way to educate young boys; and a history of Bohemia  this last work he wrote while resting at the famous baths at Viterbo, where he hoped to ease his gout
  but not expecting a cure, because this illness, once it has become chronic and firmly rooted, is only ended by death.


  He had received his cardinals hat at Christmas 1456 and just over eighteen months later had entered the conclave with quiet confidence that he would be elected; and while prepared to
  promote the interests of friends and family, and to indulge their whims, in the manner of so many of his predecessors, he was also determined to become a worthy occupant of his holy office. He
  undertook to bear always in mind the words he had spoken to a friend when he was ordained deacon and had accepted that the chastity he confessed to dread must now replace his former licentiousness.
  I do not deny my past. I have been a great wanderer from what is right, but at least I know it and hope that the knowledge has not come too late.


  Like his predecessor, he had the same overriding ambition: Of all the intentions he had at heart, there was none so dear as that of inciting Christians against the Turks and declaring war
  on them. He discussed at length the means of achieving the organization of a crusade that could resist the advance of the Turks into Europe with Rodrigo Borgia, whose position as
  vice-chancellor of the Church Pius II had confirmed within hours of his election, in grateful thanks for Rodrigos support in the conclave.


  


   CHAPTER 3 


  [image: ]


  A Man of Endless Virility


  THE DANCES WERE IMMODEST AND THE SEDUCTION OF LOVE BEYOND BOUNDS


  THE MOST TALENTED of Calixtus IIIs nephews, Rodrigo Borgia had been created a cardinal at the age of twenty-five. He had made a brief study of
  canon law at Bologna University, where he took his degree after less than a years residence, which, since the normal course of study was five years, led to a widespread supposition that
  money had exchanged hands, a not unusual occurrence.


  Nor did Rodrigo Borgias appointment to the influential and lucrative position of vice-chancellor at the age of twenty-seven, after an equally brief military career, pass
  without angry complaint; nor had his appointment to his uncles valuable see of Valencia. Yet it had to be conceded that while nepotism had been largely responsible for these appointments,
  Rodrigo was a highly competent administrator, an extraordinarily able man, as Pius II commented, and that if indeed he did take immoderate care to ensure that his tenure in the office of vice-chancellor was an extremely profitable one  thanks to the bribes he readily accepted for all manner of favours, from the arranging of divorces to
  the licensing of incestuous marriages by means of forged documents  it could not be denied that he performed the duties of the post conscientiously. He was enormously rich, with a taste for
  extravagance; as Jacopo Gherardi da Volterra commented:


  
    
      
        Borgias various offices, his numerous abbeys in Italy and Spain, and his three bishoprics of Valencia, Porto and Cartagena yield him a vast fortune; and it is said
        that that the office of Vice-Chancellor alone brings him in 8,000 gold florins. His plate, his pearls, his clothes embroidered with silk and gold, and his books in every department of
        learning are very numerous, and all are magnificent. I need not mention the innumerable bed-hangings, the trappings of his horses . . . the gold embroideries, the richness of his beds, his
        tapestries in silver and silk, nor his magnificent clothes, nor the immense amount of gold he possesses.

      

    

  


  Beautiful women are attracted to him in a most remarkable way, more powerfully than iron is drawn to the magnet, wrote one observer. He was also, in the guarded
  words of Johannes Burchard, who later became his master of ceremonies, a man of endless virility. It was well known that his sexual appetite was consuming and that attractive women
  who came to him for advice or favours were more than likely to take part in such orgies as those that were brought to the notice of Pius II, who thus admonished his vice-chancellor in these
  terms:


  
    
      
        We have learned that three days ago a large number of women of Siena, adorned with all worldly vanity, assembled in the gardens of . . .
        Giovanni di Bichio, and that your Eminence, in contempt of the dignity of your position, remained with them from one oclock until six and that you were accompanied by another cardinal
        . . .We are told that the dances were immodest and the seduction of love beyond bounds and that you yourself behaved as though you were one of the most vulgar young men of the age . . . I
        should blush to record all that I have been told. The mere mention of such things is a dishonour to the office you hold. In order to have more freedom for your amusements you forbade entry to
        the husbands, fathers, brothers and other male relations who came with these young women . . . It seems at present nothing else is spoken of in Siena . . .We are more angry than we can say .
        . . Your behaviour gives a pretext to those who accuse us of using our wealth and our high office for orgies . . . The Vicar of Christ himself is an object of scorn because it is believed he
        closes his eyes to these excesses . . . You rule the pontifical chancellery; and what renders your behaviour more reprehensible is that you are close to us, the Sovereign Pontiff, as
        Vice-Chancellor of the Holy See. We leave it to your own judgement to say if it befits your high office to flaunt with women, to drink a mouthful of wine and then have the glass carried to
        the woman who pleases you most, to spend a whole day as a delighted spectator of all kinds of lewd games . . . Your faults reflect upon us, and upon Calixtus, your uncle of happy memory, who
        is accused of a grave fault of judgement for having laden you with undeserved honours. Let your Eminence then decide to put an end to these frivolities.

      

    

  


  Rodrigo had no intention of putting an end to such frivolities; but he did take considerably more care in the future not to take part in them in places or in company from which
  reports were likely to reach the ears of the stern Pius II. Such entertainments as those enjoyed in the garden at Siena were now to be held within the walls of his luxurious palace, which the
  vice-chancellors new wealth, both legitimately and fraudulently acquired, enabled him to build in Rome.


  During Easter week in 1462, a grand procession was held in Rome to escort the skull of St Andrew, brother of St Peter, which Pius II had acquired after the relic had been saved from the Turks
  invading Greece. Such crowds had blocked the streets that the soldiers guarding the Pope, who were armed with truncheons, were hardly able to open a path for him. The whole city was
  adorned. Narrow streets were covered with canopies and branches of greenery to shade them from the sun and all the houses were decked with hangings and tapestries in canopies, wrote
  Pius II. Everyone vied with each other in doing honour to the Apostle. Of all the magnificently ornamented palaces along the route, none was more lavishly decorated than that of
  Cardinal Rodrigo Borgia. As the pope wrote in his memoirs:


  
    
      
        All the cardinals who lived along the route of the procession had decorated their houses splendidly . . . But all were eclipsed in cost and ingenuity by that of Rodrigo,
        the Vice-Chancellor. His huge towering house, built on the site of the ancient mint, was bedecked with marvellous and costly tapestries . . . He had decorated his
        neighbours houses as well as his own, so that the surrounding square was transformed into a sort of park, filled with music and song and his own palace seemed to be gleaming with gold,
        such as they say the Emperor Neros palace once did.

      

    

  


  The interior of the Borgia palace was equally splendid. One visitor described the ever-increasing magnificence:


  
    
      
        The walls of the entrance hall are hung with tapestries depicting various historical scenes. A small drawing-room, also decorated with fine tapestries, leads off it. The
        carpets on the floor harmonize with the furniture, which includes a sumptuous day-bed upholstered in red satin with a canopy over it, and a chest on which is displayed a large and beautiful
        collection of gold and silver plate. Beyond this drawing-room there are two more reception rooms, one of them with another canopied day-bed covered with velvet, the other with a sofa covered
        with cloth-of-gold. In this latter room is a large table on which is spread a fine velvet cloth and around which is a set of finely carved chairs.

      

    

  


  In this palace and its outbuildings and stables, as many as two hundred servants, several of them slaves, lived and worked, wearing the dark mulberry red and yellow of the Borgia livery. In
  addition to the grooms and guards and domestic servants, there were numerous courtiers, secretaries, and clerks installed in the rooms above, as well as the
  cardinals lawyer, Camillo Beneimbene, discreet and reliable, the repository of many secrets.


  In the square outside the palace on festive occasions, the populace was regaled with allegories and pantomimes, fireworks, the roar of cannons, and the savagery of bullfights, while cups of wine
  were offered to the crowds of spectators by Rodrigos numerous servants.


  Despite the huge sums expended upon his palace and its furnishings, Rodrigo had enough money to spare for such gestures as the supply and equipment of a galley for the Venetian fleet in
  Christendoms war against the Turkish infidels, and for generous contributions to the crusade, which Pius II was planning with missionary zeal and which he intended to lead in person.
  Accompanied by Rodrigo, he left Rome for Ancona, where, already a gravely ill man, he died in the episcopal palace on August 15, 1464.


  Rodrigo, too, fell ill at Ancona, a notoriously unhealthy city, possibly with the plague or with some sexually transmitted disease. The Vice-Chancellor is stricken with illness,
  the governor of Ancona was informed, and this is its symptom: he has pain in his ears and a swelling under his arm. The doctor who has seen him says that he has little hope of curing him,
  especially considering that a short while ago he did not sleep alone in his bed. Certainly on his way to Ancona, Rodrigo had not stinted himself in enjoying the masked balls and nocturnal
  parties that were given at his request so that the passage of the dignitaries of the Holy Church, northeast across the Apennines to the Adriatic coast, would not depress the
  social life of the towns through which he passed.


  Rodrigo, however, turned out not to be as seriously ill as his doctors first thought, and he was back in Rome in time to attend the conclave to choose the new pope.
  The cardinals choice this time was a Venetian, Pietro Barbo, a handsome, self-regarding, and pleasure-loving man who had originally intended becoming a merchant like his rich father; but
  when his uncle had been elected to succeed Martin V as Pope Eugenius IV, he decided that the Church might well offer a life more suited to his character. His love of display, indeed, was soon
  indulged by building a fine palace in central Rome, the Palazzo San Marco, now the Palazzo di Venezia; he moved the papal court there in 1466 and lived in the palace, in ostentatious splendour,
  surrounded by his superb collection of antique cameos, bronzes, marble busts, and precious gems until his death in 1471.


  At the conclave following Paul IIs death, Rodrigo played a key role in manoeuvring the election of Francesco della Rovere, who took the name Sixtus IV. A large, ambitious, gruff, and
  toothless man with a huge head, a flattened nose, and an intimidating presence, Sixtus IV had been born into an impoverished fishing community in Liguria and became a Franciscan, rising though the
  ranks of the order to become its minister general. This pope was the first, claimed Niccol Machiavelli, to show just how much a pontiff could do and how many actions
  which would have been called errors in earlier times were now hidden under the cloak of papal authority. Others praised his nobility, not of birth but of character and
  erudition, and many commented on his fervent devotion to the Virgin.


  From the moment of his election, this apparently austere friar was unremitting in granting to his relations offices, money, and profitable lordships in the Papal States  those lands in
  central Italy that belonged to the pope, the Patrimony of St Peter. He soon became notorious for the particularly lucrative preferments he lavished upon two young
  nephews, Pietro Riario and Giuliano della Rovere, both of whom he made cardinals within months of his election and appointed to numerous abbacies, benefices, and bishoprics. He also gave red hats
  to another four of his relations, a total of six of the thirty-four cardinals he created during his long pontificate, not all of whom were as unworthy as his family.


  The two nephews played a prominent part in the reception of the young Neapolitan princess Eleonora of Aragon as she passed through Rome in June 1473 on her way north to marry Ercole
  dEste, the Duke of Ferrara. Such was the grandeur of the apartments furnished for her at Pietro Riarios palace at Santi Apostoli that, as she recounted in a letter to her father, the
  king of Naples, even her chamber pot was a vessel of gilded silver. The treasure of the Church, she wrote, in astonishment, is being put to such uses. The sumptuous
  banquet Pietro hosted for her lasted six hours, a relentless succession of opulent dishes, eaten to the accompaniment of music, poetry, and dancing: gilded and silvered breads, peacocks, pies
  filled with live quail that ran about the table when the crust was removed, a whole bear, plates of silvered eels and sturgeon, and ships made of sugar filled with silver acorns, the della Rovere
  emblem.


  Pietro Riario and Giuliano della Rovere, who had both followed their uncle into the Franciscan order, rapidly abandoned their vows to poverty and chastity once they were cardinals. Pietro,
  described by one contemporary as another Caligula, was the popes favourite; indeed, it was widely rumoured that he was in fact Sixtus IVs son. With an income of over 50,000 ducats a
  year from his benefices, he could indulge freely in the luxuries of life and flaunt his mistress, whom he installed in his palace at Santi Apostoli, where her shoes,
  reputedly, were sewn with pearls. He died suddenly in January 1474, leaving debts of over 60,000 ducats, after suffering severe stomach pains that many thought were the result of poison but were
  more probably due to appendicitis. Giuliano now became Sixtus IVs right-hand man in the college and started to build up his position at the papal court, where he would soon begin to rival
  Rodrigo.


  Yet for all his persistent nepotism, Sixtus IV was a great benefactor to Rome and to the Roman people; and, largely by means of the heavy taxation of foreign churches and the sale of
  ecclesiastical offices, he was able to carry out numerous public works. Streets were paved and widened; at the same time the numerous conduits of ancient Rome, which had once brought fresh water to
  hundreds of the citys fountains, were cleared and once again gave the Roman people a clean supply.


  Hundreds of churches were repaired and rebuilt, so many indeed that Sixtus IV was hailed by his humanists as a second Augustus, following in the footsteps of the emperor who had found Rome built
  in brick and left it in marble. He sold off Paul IIs magnificent collection of valuable antiquities, for money or for political favour, and spent the proceeds on improving the city of Rome.
  A foundling hospital was established; new palaces appeared where desolate ruins had once stood; the citys main market was moved to the Piazza Navona, the site of ancient Romes
  imperial circus, the infamous Stadium of Domitian.


  The University of Rome, the Sapienza, was re-formed; in preparation for the Holy Year of 1475, the pope laid the foundation stone of the Ponte Sisto, standing up in a
  boat as he dropped several gold coins into the murky waters of the Tiber. Most memorably of all, it was Sixtus IV who was responsible for the Sistine Chapel, which was built for him by Giovannino
  de Dolci with its walls decorated with scenes of the lives of Moses and Christ by some of the most gifted artists of his time, including Botticelli, Ghirlandaio, Perugino, and
  Pinturicchio.


  Sixtus IV had been quick to reward Rodrigo for his support in the conclave, promoting him to the cardinal-bishopric of Albano and giving him the lucrative abbey of Subiaco, which included the
  lordship of the surrounding area and a castle that would provide the cardinal and his family with a pleasing summer retreat. The pope also appointed him as papal legate to Spain, to sort out the
  tricky situation that had developed there regarding the consanguineous marriage of Ferdinand of Aragon and Isabella of Castile, which had already taken place using a forged papal dispensation, much
  to the fury of the archbishop of Seville, who opposed the union of the two Spanish kingdoms.


  Rodrigo left Rome in May 1472 and received a rapturous reception in Valencia, his episcopal seat. In Spain he displayed his intelligence, tact, discretion, good humour, and confidence to do what
  was necessary to regularize the marriage and to negotiate peace with the archbishop, who was placated with a cardinals hat; he also gained Spanish support for another crusade against the
  Turks. He left Spain fourteen months later, but on his journey home his galley ran into a violent storm and was wrecked off the coast of Tuscany. He was taken to Pisa to recover from his ordeal,
  and while there he was invited as guest of honour to a banquet, where he met an attractive and intelligent woman some ten years younger than himself, named Vannozza
  de Catanei.


  A courtesan of charm and discretion from a family of the lesser nobility, Vannozza de Catanei seems to have intrigued the cardinal from the very beginning of their acquaintance. So as to
  facilitate what was to become a loving and lasting relationship, Rodrigos confidential legal adviser and notary, Camillo Beneimbene, arranged for her marriage to a complaisant husband, an
  elderly lawyer called Domenico da Rignano, who could be relied upon not to make any unwanted demands upon his wife.


  In 1475, a year after Rodrigo had made his appearance, dressed in the red robes befitting a cardinal, at the marriage of his mistress, she gave birth to a son, who was named Cesare 
  Sixtus IV showed his approval of his vice-chancellor by legitimizing the boy. Soon after this Vannozzas well-rewarded husband died, and the widow gave birth to two more of Rodrigos
  children  another boy, Juan, a year younger than Cesare, and four years after that a girl, Lucrezia. Vannozza did not remain a widow long; she was married twice again to men selected by the
  cardinal and gave birth to Jofr, yet another son for Rodrigo, and Ottaviano, who may or may not have been his progeny.


  Certainly their good-natured mother profited from the arrangement, being able to establish herself in a comfortable house in Rome and to buy a plot of land near the Baths of Diocletian on which
  she had another house built. She also acquired a lucrative interest in three of Romes best inns, while her third husband, Carlo Canale, made a handsome profit from his appointment as
  governor of Romes prison, the Torre Nuova, where the incarcerated men were charged for such privileges as they could afford.


  Vannozzas were by no means the only children who were generally believed to have been fathered by Cardinal Rodrigo. There were at least three others, all older
  than Vannozzas offspring, who were widely assumed to be his, although very few people in Rome knew who their mother was. Two of these children were girls  one of them, Gerolama,
  having been quietly married into an unassuming though noble family, died young; the other, Isabella, lived into old age, dying in the middle of the sixteenth century, an object of much curiosity
  that she haughtily ignored. The third was a son, named Pedro Luis after Rodrigos brother, and he was created Duke of Ganda but, like Gerolama, died young, having spent much of his
  short life as an apparently worthy officer in the army in Spain.


  Around 1483, when Cesare was eight years old and his brother Jofr still a baby, Rodrigo had taken his children away from their mother and placed them in the care of his cousin Adriana da
  Mila. Despite her evident charms and his affection for her, Vannozzas background made her unsuitable for the upbringing of their family; Adriana, on the other hand, was a Spanish noblewoman
  and had married into one of the most powerful clans in Rome, the Orsini. In 1489 her son, Orsino Orsini, was married in Rodrigos palace in Rome to Giulia Farnese, a beautiful
  nineteen-year-old girl of very modest fortune. Giulia  la Bella as she was known throughout Rome  now became Rodrigos new mistress, while her husband withdrew to
  his familys country estate at Bassanello.


  Rodrigo seemed to be obsessed by the Farnese girl, his lovely carefree young mistress who now lived in a house shared with Adriana da Mila and the children of the pliable, good-natured Vannozza.
  Indeed, he appeared, for the first time in his life, to be capable of an intense jealousy, even of Giulias tiresome husband, whom she insisted on going to see in
  the country from time to time, provoking Rodrigo to write such letters as this:


  
    
      
        We have heard that you have again refused to return to us [from Bassanello] without Orsinis consent. We know the evil of your soul and of the man who guides you but
        we would never have thought it possible for you to break your solemn oath not to go near Orsino. But you have done so . . . to give yourself once more to that stallion. We order you, under
        pain of eternal damnation, never again to go to Bassanello.

      

    

  


  Evidently alarmed by this letter, Orsini sent his wife back to the cardinal. Although almost forty years older than Giulia Farnese, Rodrigo was quite as virile as he had ever been; his sexual
  appetite was still said to be voracious. Sumptuous as were the meals served in his palace, he ate sparingly himself, often contenting himself with a single course. And while other cardinals were
  carried about Rome on litters or in carriages, he preferred to walk. He hunted; he wrestled; he enjoyed falconry; he took pride in having the slender waist of a girl.


  Sixtus IV had died in August 1484, and his successor was the affable and ineffective Giovanni Battista Cib, Innocent VIII, not a man of much distinction. Having obtained the papal tiara
  by undertaking to grant favours to various cardinals the night before his election, he was soon reduced to creating various supererogatory offices and selling them to the highest bidder, to meet
  the vast debts incurred by his predecessor. His finances were further strained by the importunities of several illegitimate children and by his quarrel with King Ferrante
  I of Naples, who refused to pay his papal dues.


  Meanwhile Cardinal Rodrigos career prospered. Jovial and carefree by nature, he was nevertheless most conscientious in his attendance to the business of his office as vice-chancellor, an
  office that he was to hold in five pontificates.


  It is now thirty-seven years since his uncle Calixtus III appointed him a cardinal and in that time he never missed a Consistory except when prevented by illness, and that was rare
  indeed, his secretary was to write in 1492. [For almost forty years] he was at the centre of affairs . . . He well knew how to dominate, how to shine in conversation and how to impose
  his will on other men. Also, majestic in stature, he had the advantage over other men.


  He also became steadily richer and more influential, well able to afford the bribes that he would need to offer discreetly at the next conclave. Altogether it is thought, wrote
  Jacopo Gherardi da Volterra, that he possesses more gold and riches of every kind than all the other cardinals combined, excepting only dEstouteville, the wealthy cardinal of
  Rouen.


  Rome, however, under the easy going and unassertive leadership of Innocent VIII, known as the Rabbit, had relapsed into the kind of anarchy that had been all too familiar a century
  before. Armed men again roamed through the city at night, and in the mornings the bodies of men who had been stabbed lay dead and dying in the streets; pilgrims and even escorted ambassadors were
  regularly robbed outside the city gates; cardinals palaces became fortified strongholds with crossbowmen and artillery at the windows and on the castellated roofs.


  Justice had become a commodity to sell, like every other favour in this corrupt city. A man who had murdered his two daughters was permitted to buy his liberty for 800
  ducats. Other murderers purchased their pardons from the Curia, the papal administration, as well as safe-conduct passes that allowed them to walk the streets with armed guards to protect them from
  avengers. When an important official was asked why malefactors were not punished, he answered with a smile in the hearing of the historian Stefano Infessura, Rather than the death of a
  sinner, God wills that he should live  and pay.


  During the unpleasantly hot summer of 1492, Innocent VIII fell seriously ill, unable to keep down any nourishment other than mothers milk. Among the cardinals who had gathered, as was the
  custom, at his bedside were Rodrigo Borgia and Giuliano della Rovere, who were soon involved in a heated argument. Rodrigo voiced his disapproval of the popes decision to distribute the
  reserves of cash in the papal coffers  some 47,000 ducats  to his relatives, and Giuliano defended the action, which, after all, had been agreed by the college, and made an insulting
  remark about Rodrigos Spanish heritage. The vice-chancellor retorted that, were they not in the presence of the pope, he would show Giuliano who he was, and the unseemly quarrel would have
  quickly deteriorated into a fight had the two not been restrained by some of their colleagues.


  It was soon clear that Innocent VIII was dying, and the sacred college was much preoccupied with the choice of a suitable successor. No scholar was needed now, still less a saint. The next pope,
  they agreed, must be one of strong personality rather than moral worth, a man who could protect the Patrimony of St Peter from its rivals and enemies, and one who could
  restore order to Rome and inject some vigour into its artistic and scholarly life. Innocent VIII died on July 25, 1492, and it was with these thoughts in mind that the cardinals entered the Vatican
  on August 6 in order to elect his successor.


  


   CHAPTER 4 


  [image: ]


  Servant of the Servant of God


  I AM POPE! I AM POPE!


  FOR FOUR GRUELLING DAYS, the cardinals plotted and negotiated and placed their voting slips in the gilded chalice, locked, in the intolerable summer
  heat, inside the Vatican and living, in considerable discomfort, in the tiny cubicles that had been erected for each cardinal in the Sistine Chapel. In the evening of the fourth day, rumours began
  to seep out of the Vatican and into the streets and taverns of Rome that the conclave was in deadlock. The crowds that had gathered so expectantly on the piazza in front of St Peters beneath
  the first-floor windows of the palace, waiting for the result of the election, began to disperse as night fell. The few who remained there overnight were astonished when, shortly after daybreak on
  the morning of August 11, 1492, the long-awaited announcement was made: Habemus Papam!


  Deo Gratias! came the response and then, from the window above, fluttered down several pieces of paper on which were written the words We
  have for Pope, Alexander VI, Rodrigo Borgia of Valencia. The new pope himself then appeared at the window, wearing the largest of the three sizes of papal robes that had been made in advance
  and laid out for the successful candidate. He was clearly much excited by his victory; instead of modestly declaring volo, as custom required, he repeatedly shouted, I
  am Pope! I am Pope!


  He had, it was said, spent large sums of money in becoming so. As the sixteenth-century Florentine author of The History of Italy, Francesco Guicciardini, explained:


  
    
      
        [Rodrigo] had been a cardinal for many years and had become one of the most influential men at the papal court; his succession to the papacy was due to the conflict
        between Cardinal Ascanio Sforza and Cardinal Giuliano della Rovere, but principally his election was due to the fact that he had unashamedly bought the votes of many cardinals in a manner
        that was unprecedented in those times, using not only money but also the promise of his offices and benefices, which were plentiful.

      

    

  


  There were, indeed, widespread rumours that he had paid bribes to no fewer than thirteen cardinals, including his main ally, Cardinal Ascanio Sforza, brother of the Duke of Milan and perhaps the
  most papabile of all the cardinals. In return for relinquishing his own ambitions to further those of Rodrigo, Ascanio was promised not only gold, which was reported to have been sent under
  cover of darkness to Ascanios palace on four heavily laden mules, but also the influential and lucrative office of vice-chancellor, which Rodrigo would have to
  surrender if he became pope. And along with the job would come the official residence, Rodrigos magnificent palace, known as the Cancelleria Vecchia. (It is now the Palazzo Sforza-Cesarini
  and was completely rebuilt in 1888 to the designs of Pio Piacentini, who retained just one side of the elegant fifteenth century courtyard.)


  According to Burchards account, Only five cardinals wished to receive nothing, namely the cardinals of Naples, Siena, Lisbon, San Pietro in Vincoli and Santa Maria in Porticu; they
  alone refused the gratuities, saying that the votes to elect a pope should be given freely and should not be purchased with presents. In the end, however, according to the Florentine
  ambassadors report of the election, there was only one dissenting voice in the conclave and that was Sixtus IVs nephew Giuliano della Rovere, the cardinal of San Pietro in
  Vincoli.


  Yet even those who had been most ready to condemn the methods by which the new pope had secured his election were now forced to concede that, guilty as he may well have been of simony, bribery,
  and sexual incontinence, Alexander VI was both conscientious and competent in the discharge of his duties. Approachable, affable, and good-natured, he was also determined to put a stop to the
  riotous lawlessness into which Rome had fallen during the pontificate of his predecessor, Innocent VIII.


  Accordingly, during September 1492, as Burchard outlined, he established a body of prison inspectors; he also appointed four commissioners whom he charged with listening to all those who
  had complaints to make in Rome; similarly he reorganized the functions of the governor of the city and his officers. The pope also decided that he would
  hold an audience every Tuesday which would be open to all citizens, men and women; he himself listened to their complaints and rendered justice in an admirable manner. It was not long,
  therefore, before order was restored; and the Romans could look forward to the pontificate of a man with a highly developed taste for ceremony and pageantry.


  There was an incredible crowd of prelates, wrote Bernardino Corio, the Milanese chronicler, describing the scene outside St Peters on August 27, 1492, the day of Alexander
  VIs coronation. It was a most wonderful thing to see for each prelate was wearing his mitre and each was clothed according to his particular office; one after another the cardinals
  approached the Pope to kiss his feet, his hand and his mouth.


  Led by the papal cavalry, the prelates, cardinals, and foreign ambassadors then took part in the possesso, the ceremonial procession through the streets of Rome out into the uninhabited
  area and on through fields and orchards to the Church of San Giovanni in Laterano. Ascanio Sforza, the new vice-chancellor, was attended by twelve pages, each dressed in doublets of crimson
  satin and purple capes, carrying batons and bearing the arms of his family. Altogether there were seven hundred priests and cardinals with their retinues in splendid cavalcade with
  long lances and glittering shields.


  Riding a snow-white horse sat Alexander VI, serene of countenance and supremely dignified, wrote another witness of the parade with fulsome hyperbole. How wonderful is his
  tranquil bearing, how noble his face, how open, how frank. How greatly does the honour we feel him increase when we behold the dignity of his bearing . . . He showed
  himself to the people and blessed them . . . His glance fell upon them and filled every heart with joy.


  It was a stiflingly hot day; the crowds lining the route were described as immense; the air was thick with dust that the street sweepers had vainly tried to allay with bucketfuls of water; it
  was almost impossible to see the sky. The route from the Castel SantAngelo to the Lateran took the procession past the ruins of the Colosseum, the great amphitheatre built by
  Emperor Vespasian, where once audiences of fifty-five thousand had thrilled to gladiatorial games and other spectacles; its cavernous vaults now converted into workshops and storerooms. They passed
  through enormous triumphal arches specially erected for the occasion and decorated with representations of a huge black bull grazing on a golden field, the striking emblem of the Borgia family,
  which could also be seen on the flags, pennants, and gonfalons waving in the hands of the cheering crowds.


  The festivities over, Alexander VI surveyed his achievements. He was now Sovereign Pontiff, servant of the servants of God, supreme Lord of Rome and of the Papal States. As pope
  and Vicar of Christ, he was also president of the Roman Rota, the court of appeal for the ecclesiastical affairs of Christendom, and one of the most powerful rulers in Europe. His own realm
  stretched north of Rome as far as Bologna and Ravenna, from Civitavecchia, on the shores of the Mediterranean, to Ancona and Rimini on the Adriatic coast. The Patrimony of St Peter would yield him
  an annual income of some 100,000 florins a year, a sum that had recently been much increased by the discovery of rich deposits of alum (a sulphate of aluminium and potassium essential to the
  tanning and clothing industries) in the hills north of Rome at Tolfa near Civitavecchia.


  These Tolfa deposits had been discovered by a Florentine, Giovanni di Castro, who had written to Pius II of his belief that this discovery would save enormous sums in the way of tolls that
  Italian merchants had hitherto been obliged to pay to the authorities in Asia Minor ever since the European alum mines had been exhausted.


  
    
      
        Holy Father [Giovanni di Castro had written], today I bring you victory over the Turks. Every year they extort more than 300,000 ducats from the Christians . . . because
        the alum mines of Lipari have been worked out. Today I have found seven mountains so rich in alum that they could furnish seven worlds. You will be able to supply enough alum to dye the cloth
        of the whole of Europe and thus snatch away the profits of the infidel.

      

    

  


  Since this letter was written, the alum mines north of Rome had contributed handsomely to the income enjoyed by the papacy. While not as large as that of several other European states, it was
  now sufficient for the balancing of the papal budget, which had been much in debt in the time of Alexander VIs predecessors. The mines also helped to maintain a small army for the protection
  of the Papal States and contributed to the gifts that the treasurer of the Apostolic Chamber, the popes cousin Francisco Borgia, was authorized to pass on to His Holinesss indulged
  children, as well as to the expenses of the elaborate entertainments provided at the papal court.


  Powerful and possessed of the sums needed to exercise his authority, Alexander VI was a fortunate man, indeed. He was now sixty-one years old; he had grown rather fat
  in recent years, and his large and fleshy nose seemed more pronounced than ever. Yet he remained an attractive man capable of exercising great charm, lively in conversation, attentive, and
  responsive, with an ingratiating manner and ready smile, a sensual nature, a commanding presence, and a sonorous voice. He is handsome, of a most glad countenance, his tutor had
  written of him, and he is also gifted with honeyed eloquence. Jacopo Gherardi da Volterra observed of him that he was blessed with a powerful intellect and great
  imagination, adding, He is brilliantly skilled in the conduct of affairs of state.


  The historian Francesco Guicciardini judged him to be a man who


  
    
      
        possessed singular cunning and shrewdness, excellent perspicacity, amazing powers of persuasion, and an incredible agility and concentration when dealing with affairs of
        state; but these qualities were far outweighed by his vices: the most obscene manners, hypocrisy, immodesty, mendacity, infidelity, profanity, insatiable greed, unrestrained ambition, a
        predilection for viciousness that was worse than barbaric, and a fervent hunger to exalt his many children, among whom there were several no less repellent than the father.

      

    

  


  Men soon learned that it was dangerous to cross Alexander VI and never to be less than wary in his presence. This was an ambitious pope, powerful, rich, politically astute, and determined to
  establish his own family in the ranks of Europes ruling elite.
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