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    FOREWORD


    I write fiction. More precisely, commercial fiction. What the industry calls “thrillers with a high concept.” A fancy term for stories that appeal to a wide audience, across the globe, regardless of nationality. At their heart, my stories are designed to entertain, but if along the way I can also inform the reader, then so much the better. They are a blend of action, history, secrets, and conspiracies. The niche I’ve carved for myself is that I keep my fiction about 90 percent to reality, only changing things where absolutely necessary. And so that there’s no confusion, I always include a writer’s note at the end that tells the reader what’s true or false.


    To accomplish all that takes research.


    For each of my novels, I use 300–400 sources, nearly all of which are printed books. Now, I don’t read all those books, but I do read large chunks of them. And it is from the notes garnered during that reading that my novels are born. So, understandably, I rely heavily on good, reliable, nonfiction material. Like the kind of books Noah Charney has long been writing.


    My 2022 novel, The Omega Factor, dealt with a fabulous piece of art—The Adoration of the Mystic Lamb. Or, as it is more commonly known, The Ghent Altarpiece. It’s a magnificent creation, completed around 1432, that carries the distinction of the most stolen and violated work of art in the world. It made great fodder for a high-concept thriller. But first I had to learn all about it.


    That’s where Noah came in.


    He wrote a book in 2010 called Stealing the Mystic Lamb. I found a copy and discovered that it was chock-full of fascinating history and important information, yet it read like a thriller. Just the kind of resource I needed. But who was Noah Charney? Was he credible? Did he know what he was talking about?


    I found out that Noah has a master’s degree in art history from the Courtauld Institute of Art and the University of Cambridge. Impressive. He also has a PhD from the University of Ljubljana. Even more impressive. He’s been an adjunct professor of art history at the American University of Rome, a visiting lecturer for Brown University abroad programs, and the founder of the Association for Research into Crimes against Art, a nonprofit research group that focuses on issues in art crime.


    All that sounded really good.


    Then I found articles about him in the New York Times magazine, Time magazine, the Wall Street Journal, BBC Radio, National Public Radio, El Pais, Vogue, Vanity Fair, and Tatler among others. He’s also a regular on radio and television, including BBC, ITV, CNBC, National Geographic, and MSNBC.


    Which meant he was highly regarded and in demand.


    He’s also the author, or coauthor, of a number of magazine articles and full-length books on art. He’s even given TEDx talks.


    Clearly, this guy knew what he was talking about.


    I loved Stealing the Mystic Lamb, which is now regarded as one of the definitive works on The Ghent Altarpiece. A must-read resource.


    Now here Noah is again, with another story to tell.


    The Thefts of the Mona Lisa reads like a thriller. But this stuff is all real. It happened. You will learn all about how and why one of the most famous works of art on the planet has attracted the attention of so many thieves and fanatics. What is it about that enigmatic face that seems to draw trouble? All is explained by a world-class expert. And, who knows? Thanks to this book, some writer (me included) might even find a new idea for a novel.


    So, enjoy.


    I certainly did.


    Steve Berry
 Multiple New York Times Best-Selling Author
April 2023
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    INTRODUCTION


    the WORLD’S MOST FAMOUS ARTWORK


   On August 2, 2009, an “unhinged” Russian woman hurled a mug, recently purchased in the Louvre cafeteria, at the world’s most famous painting.1 The Mona Lisa by Leonardo da Vinci emerged unscathed and unscalded, the empty mug having ricocheted off the bulletproof case that protected the painting. Guards quickly subdued the attacker, who put up no resistance and claimed to have targeted the painting to protest the fact that she had recently been denied French citizenship. This move was perhaps not the best way to ingratiate oneself to the French nation, but at least disaster was averted.


    The incident did point to some glaring holes in the museum’s multimillion-dollar security system. Although it’s nearly impossible to smuggle a weapon into the Louvre, apparently you can buy one at the cafeteria for €2.50 and bring it into the galleries. Had the woman targeted any other painting in the museum, unprotected by a bulletproof cover, her projectile beverage could have done real damage.


    The Russian woman was handed over to the police and later admitted to a psychiatric hospital. But this was not the first time that Leonardo’s most famous portrait had been the object of attack. In 1956 the painting was twice assaulted. It was sprayed with acid, resulting in damage to the lower portion of the painting and several months in the museum’s conservation studio. The very same year a Bolivian named Ugo Ungaza Villegas hurled a stone at the painting—it stuck just beneath Mona Lisa ’s left elbow, requiring further conservation.2


    The portrait was encased in bulletproof glass for its 1974 tour of Moscow and Tokyo. That did not stop a handicapped Japanese woman who, while the painting was on display at the Tokyo National Museum in April 1974, sprayed red paint at the Mona Lisa to protest the museum’s policy for disabled visitors—the paint was stopped by the glass but made an impression nonetheless.3 The painting currently resides in an incredibly elaborate case with temperature and humidity controls and even an anti-earthquake cradle system.4


    Ironically, the most famous incident involving the painting, its theft by Vincenzo Peruggia in 1911, was made possible by the museum’s concern over vandalism. Fearing attacks by anarchists after the 1907 knifing of an Ingres painting, the Louvre staff commissioned the construction of glass cases to protect some of its most famous masterpieces. One of the workers assigned to prepare the glass to cover the Mona Lisa was an Italian painter working for the Louvre as a handyman—Vincenzo Peruggia.


    I’m asked about the Mona Lisa constantly. Ask anyone on the street to name a famous artwork, and it’s the one they’ll cite, even if they know little to nothing about it. I’ve written on the painting in several of my books (including a previous edition of this one), for TED, and I’ve discussed it in appearances on numerous television programs. It continues to fascinate, from an art perspective as well as true crime. But it also acts as a prism through which to consider the idea of fame.


    I’m not a Leonardo specialist. Though I teach, present, and write about art history, with a particular interest in iconography (the study of symbols in art) in sixteenth- and seventeenth-century paintings, I’m primarily an expert on the history of art crime. My fields combine in a book like this to tell as complete a story as possible of an artwork with a criminal history. But my knowledge of the details of the Mona Lisa comes from my research and conversations with the goto experts, academic rock stars such as Donald Sassoon and Martin Kemp.


    I’m a devout adherent to Kemp’s theories on Leonardo, as I consider him the world’s leading expert, and I’m grateful to be able to call upon him when needed (he even graciously wrote the foreword to one of my books). But even the experts disagree, part of the charm (or frustration, depending on your point of view) of art history. In almost all matters, I’m in the “Kempian” school, but I’ve tried to present other relevant views as well—and some irrelevant ones, come to think of it, because no artwork has attracted as many unusual theories, running the gamut from feasible but unproven to completely bonkers, as has the Mona Lisa.


    This book provides a complete look at the world’s most famous painting, but its distinctive focus is on examining the criminal biography of Leonardo’s Mona Lisa. The goal is to separate fact from fiction in the story of what is not only the most famous art heist in history, but the single most famous theft of all time. In the process we will also tell of Leonardo’s creation of the Mona Lisa, discuss why it is so famous, look at some unnecessary conspiracy theories surrounding it as well as other Mona Lisa paintings and how they fit into the story of the original, and investigate two other events in its history of theft and renown that few know of, make for cinematic stories.


    First, we examine the so-called affaire des statuettes in which Pablo Picasso and Guillaume Apollinaire were arrested under suspicion of involvement in the theft of the Mona Lisa. Second, there has long been a question whether the Nazis stole the Mona Lisa during World War II. The chapter on that event will strive to answer that question. Because of these other events, coupled with Peruggia’s mistaken belief that the Napoleonic army had stolen the Mona Lisa from his native Italy, this book has used the plural in its title, The Thefts of the Mona Lisa.

 
  

  
    CHAPTER 1


    the MOST FAMOUS HEIST in HISTORY


    Vincenzo Peruggia breathed in heavily the scent of his sweat as he waited, barely willing to exhale, in the tight, dark closet beside the Salle des Sept Martres gallery in the Louvre. He listened for the footfalls of the guards. They gradually grew louder in a painfully slow crescendo. For an exquisite moment they seemed to stop right outside the door against which his ear was propped, but then they continued into the distance, echoing along the length of the corridor and into the night museum.


    Peruggia knew that the Louvre had more than four hundred rooms but only two hundred guards, with a great many fewer patrolling the corridors by night. He knew the precise manner in which his quarry hung in the darkness ahead of him. He knew what he would say if he were caught: he was just an employee of a company that had been subcontracted by the Louvre. But nothing would help him if he were found with the painting in hand.


    He had been working at the Louvre Museum over two four-month periods as a handyman, most recently involved in constructing wooden and glass cases used to protect some of the Louvre’s most famous paintings from the threat of anarchists the directorship feared might target a masterpiece for vandalism as a political protest after a woman slashed an Ingres painting in 1907. He was one of five workers in charge of cutting and cleaning glass to build these cases in October 1910.1 An amateur painter, born in Dumenza (near Milan), he had been living in Paris for many years, a member of a community of expatriate Italians in the City of Light. It was the heart of the art world, and as an aspiring artist of whatever limited talent, it was the place to be. From a pragmatic standpoint, it was a good deal easier to find work in France than it was in Italy during a period of the mass exodus of unemployed lower-class Italians leaving for fairer shores. Most went to the United States. But for an art lover, Paris was a far better destination.


    When Peruggia was as certain as he could be that the guards had moved on, he carefully twisted the handle of the wooden closet door and peeked out. Seeing no one, he slipped out of the stairwell and into the gallery, gently shutting the door behind him.


    It was around 7:15 on Monday morning, and a gentle light filtered in through the windows of the galleries. He navigated as much by memory as by sight, moving from the closet to the Grande Gallerie and then the Salon Carré, which displayed the gems of the Louvre collection—works by Raphael, Titian, van Eyck, Rembrandt, Velazquez, and many more. It did not take him long to reach his target: the most famous painting in the world. La Joconde, La Gioconda, the Mona Lisa.


    Today, he thought to himself, I will right a great wrong. I will return to Italy what was stolen from her. Though I cannot reverse all of Napoleon’s sins, I can steal back one of the great masterpieces that he ripped from my homeland. La Gioconda will be returned.


    Peruggia was under the impression that the Mona Lisa had been looted from Italy by Napoleon’s army during his Italian Campaign (1792–1797). This was a pretty fair guess, considering that Napoleon took tens of thousands of artworks from Italy during his time in power. Napoleon was responsible for establishing the first known military division dedicated to confiscating artworks and for insisting on the transfer of art and antiquities from the collections of the vanquished to the Louvre. “You give us your art, or we don’t stop shooting,” was the message sent by his 1796 Modena Armistice, the first known military document to specify the payment in artworks as a requisite for ceasefire.2


    Napoleon used the excuse of official art confiscation as a means of stealing works for his private collection, and his slippery-fingered officers lifted literally thousands of works, particularly prints and drawings, for themselves while shipping the largest and most famous works back to Paris. More than a century later the Nazis would take a note from Napoleon’s books and institute their own art looting division, which also sought to strip Europe of its art, the Mona Lisa included. Much of the Italian art on display in the Louvre in 1911 was looted by Napoleon. Leonardo da Vinci’s famous portrait, known in English as the Mona Lisa, was not.


    Leonardo lived in France at the end of his life, under the patronage of François I, who greatly admired Leonardo and, by some accounts, was friendly with him. After Leonardo’s death in 1519, François legally bought his estate from his assistant and executor—this included Mona Lisa, which was said to be Leonardo’s favorite of his own paintings, one it is believed that he never deemed finished.


    As part of the French Royal Collections, the Mona Lisa had hung at the castle of Fontainebleau before it was sent for display at the Louvre, which was itself formerly the French royal residence in Paris that Napoleon had made into a public art gallery and which, for a time, would bear the name Musée Napoleon.


    But Vincenzo Peruggia did not know these details. He believed firmly that Mona Lisa (which he would have referred to by its Italian nickname, La Gioconda) had been stolen from Italy by Napoleon and that, in stealing it back to repatriate it, he would be welcomed in Italy as a national hero. If he were able to profit personally in some way for his troubles, so much the better. But this was a crime meant to reverse an older crime, and therefore, for Peruggia, it was not only morally excusable—it was practically the duty of a proud Italian to take back what had been torn by force from his ancestors. Like a Roman eagle lost in battle, the Mona Lisa must be returned to its rightful home, whatever the risk.


    When his work as a handyman had led him to a firm hired by the Louvre to create protective cases for certain works in the museum’s collection, Peruggia knew that fate had provided him with a fortuitous opportunity. He had an “in”—a Louvre uniform and access to at least some of the paintings and to the service corridors, workshops, and stairwells in the vast museum. A plan slowly formed in his mind. The opportunity was there as well as the motive—primarily ideological, with the possibility of profit as an added benefit.3


    Now Peruggia stood in the morning half-light, the museum like a mist around him, the eyes of dozens of paintings glaring at him from the packed walls. He lifted the Mona Lisa from the wall. It was heavy, painted on poplar wood and in a substantial frame. It was also hung in a particular way, by four iron nails that required shifting the painting so it would release smoothly from the wall. The fact that he did not have to bang the painting around as he worked it off the nails would later provide a clue for the investigating detectives that they were dealing with someone who had insider knowledge—but it would bring them no closer to catching Peruggia, who would only be apprehended when he eventually turned himself in.


    With the Mona Lisa supported under his arm and sweat creasing his back, Peruggia retreated as quietly and quickly as he could to a service stairwell. He had not encountered a single guard.


    In the darkness of the stairwell, Peruggia removed the Mona Lisa from its cumbersome glazed frame, cutting it out of the gray bands of fabric that tied it in place. He wrapped the wooden panel painting in a white sheet he had brought with him. His heart raced, but he could not believe his luck. His plan had proceeded smoothly—now came the easy part.


    He wound his way down the spiral service staircase to the door at its foot, which opened onto the Court of the Sphinx, from which he could access the Visconti Court and then vanish into the early-morning darkness of the sleeping city. At the foot of the stairs, he reached out. His moist palm clasped the brass doorknob and twisted.


    It was locked. He took a deep breath to quell the panic. He had thought that the door would not be locked from the inside.


    But he was prepared. Just in case such a development arose, he had brought a small kit of tools with him. He gingerly placed the Mona Lisa, carefully wrapped in its white sheet, on the floor beside him. Then he knelt and worked on the stubborn locked door. He might have thought to remove the door from its hinges but dismissed this as a possibility. He tried to pry it with a crowbar but realized it would make too much noise. Instead, he unscrewed the doorknob itself, reasoning that the door would swing open without the doorknob to keep the bolt in place.


    It was not to be. The door’s lock was independent of the doorknob. What were his options? Breaking down the door was not a good option. It was built firmly to keep thieves out, and he would make such a ruckus that the guards would rush to the scene.


    Vincenzo Peruggia slumped to the floor. He was trapped inside the Louvre, with the world’s most famous painting, freshly stolen, wrapped in a sheet beside him.


    He fought down the panic and tried to think clearly. He was dressed as a Louvre worker. He knew that it was not unheard of for workers to be locked into the museum at night inadvertently, whereas it was so unusual as to be preposterous to think that someone dressed as a Louvre employee had just stolen something and managed to lock himself inside.


    Then he heard approaching footsteps.


    A plumber, making his rounds, suddenly appeared beneath him, climbing the staircase. Peruggia quickly stuffed the doorknob into his pocket. The plumber glanced at him.


    “Open the door for me,” Peruggia requested, trying to sound as unsuspicious as the circumstances would permit.


    The plumber, who had not noticed the rectangular, white-wrapped package leaning against the wall, unlocked the door and let Peruggia out into the Court of the Sphinx.


    What the plumber made of all this is, unfortunately, not clearly recorded, beyond his recollection of unlocking the door for someone who, to him, seemed to be a Louvre employee who had been accidentally locked in at night and was looking for an exit. There is no record of what the plumber thought of the fact that the door he was asked to unlock was missing its doorknob.


    Peruggia muttered a thank-you as he hurried out of the stairwell, the cool morning air refreshing his sweat-stained skin.


    It was around 7:30 a.m. when Peruggia emerged from the Court of the Sphinx and headed toward the Visconti Court, which exited onto the street, Quai du Louvre. Luck was on his side—the guard who normally watches the Visconti Court entrance was not at his post. Peruggia slipped through the exit, removing his white Louvre worker’s apron as he stepped into the street. An employee of a store across from the museum recalled a man with a rectangular package under his arm hurrying toward the Pont du Carrousel. At the time he did not think twice when he saw this Louvre worker disappear into the distance, carrying a Mona Lisa -shaped object wrapped in a white sheet under his arm. It was only in retrospect that he recalled thinking it was odd that the employee had thrown a doorknob over his shoulder as he left.


    Thus, on August 21, 1911, began the most famous art theft in history.



  

  
    CHAPTER 2

    INSIDE the MASTERPIECE


    THE MONA LISA, LEONARDO DA VINCI, and THE LOUVRE


Imagine a small town nestled in the Tuscan countryside. Its fortified walls of stone bleached by sunshine are surrounded by slopes of olive trees, their silver leaves flickering in an invisible breeze. The town’s streets are narrow and cobbled, its skyline pierced by a church campanile and several private family towers—squared vertical forts to which squabbling clans can retreat after street fights to pelt one another with insults and rotting fruit. The sun is intense, and the air is laced with the scents of unwashed bodies and house-kept farm animals, pushed aside every now and then by a clean wind from the distant hills.


    It was here, in the small town of Anchiano, near Vinci and thirty miles from Florence, that Leonardo di ser Piero da Vinci was born on April 15, 1452. Leonardo’s father, Ser Piero da Vinci, was a wealthy Florentine lawyer. His mother, Caterina, was a local peasant woman who had been seduced out of wedlock by Piero. Ser Piero took custody of his illegitimate son soon after childbirth, and Caterina went on to marry another man, someone whose social standing was more appropriate to her own. But the separate lives of Ser Piero and Caterina seemed to work out happily—each went on to have numerous children with their respective future spouses, leaving Leonardo with seventeen half siblings.


    The precise age at which Leonardo began his life in Florence is uncertain. There is record that, in July 1472, at the age of twenty, he paid a contribution to the painters’ Confraternity of St. Luke, but the road that led him from rural Anchiano to Florence remains shrouded. It is likely that, prior to the move, he benefited from a strong foundational education in literacy and numeracy. He showed talent in rhetoric and music, particularly on the lyre-like instrument, the seven-stringed, bow-played lira da braccio, at which he would later excel, performing at the great courts of Italy. But due to his obvious artistic talents, in 1466, at the age of fourteen, he was apprenticed to the sculptor and painter, Andrea del Verrocchio.


    The life of an apprentice in a master’s workshop, or bottega, was one of constant work and instruction. He would live, along with other apprentices typically ages 14–17, in lodgings that the master provided. His fellow apprentices included Pietro Perugino and Domenico Ghirlandaio, and Sandro Botticelli would pop in regularly.1 Leonardo’s tasks were occasionally mundane, such as grinding pigments according to the master’s preferred recipes, applying the preparatory white gesso layer to panels before the master began a painting, and running errands and picking up groceries. But he was also given assignments that were more purposeful: lessons in drawing, painting, proportions, mathematics, and sculpture with the master himself; and careful assignments, both to practice techniques and to paint portions of the work commissioned of the master.


    Apprentices and assistants often would be charged with painting in landscapes, still-lifes, architectural features, and sometimes secondary figures, all under the master’s supervision. The master would design the commissioned painting and would handle the most difficult aspects, notably faces and hands, but the more peripheral elements might be entirely the work of assistants. For some works the master might barely touch the painting, and yet a work emerging from Verrocchio’s studio would be considered a Verrocchio. This would lead to potential confusion in the future, as it is thought that Leonardo may have painted multiple versions of the Mona Lisa, or that his apprentices may have produced identical copies—one of which might have saved the original Mona Lisa from theft by the Nazis during World War II.


    In Verrocchio’s studio, fitted out for both painting and sculpture commissions, Leonardo would scamper among leather-smocked assistants, the smell of linseed oil and varnish saturating the still air. In one corner an apprentice might be grinding fresh pigments, charcoal for black or vermilion for red, or the extremely rare and expensive lapis lazuli for a bright blue. Lapis lazuli was normally reserved only for the garments of the Virgin Mary, as it was the single most expensive item by weight that one could buy in the Renaissance, and it had to be carried along dangerous, bandit-pocked trade routes from what is now Afghanistan.


    A separate section of the studio would be dedicated to sculpture, one full of sketches, clay, wax, and fabric that could be soaked in wet clay and then modeled onto a wax mockup of the final sculpture. Poplar panels would sit carefully in a corner, padded by blankets so as not to damage them before they could be painted—these were expensive, the work of master planers, and were painstakingly prepared to last for centuries. The panels would be covered in gesso, a mixture of plaster and glue made from boiling leftover bits of animals (hooves and such), which would act as a white base layer upon which to paint.


    Verrocchio (1435–1488) was arguably the most important artist in Florence in the 1460s, with a lively studio producing both sculpture (in bronze and marble but also in gold) and painting. He was particularly fond of Leonardo and so impressed with his abilities that he gave Leonardo a cameo role in an important commission for a Baptism of Christ (now in the Uffizi), one that would prove a star turn—later to Verrocchio’s dismay.


    Between 1472 and 1475, Verrocchio worked on the Baptism of Christ, a commission for the church of San Salvi, and later transferred to the Vallombrosan Sisterhood in Santa Verdiana.2 Verrocchio much preferred sculpture to painting—he produced relatively few paintings in his career and is best remembered for his work in bronze, particularly his elegant, majestic David (now in the Bargello), which gives Michelangelo’s more famous rendition of the subject a run for its money; and his Doubting of Saint Thomas, an intricate sculpture group, which is still displayed on the outside of Orsanmichele in Florence.


    Giorgio Vasari, the great biographer of the Renaissance artists, painter, and architect, wrote of the Baptism of Christ in 1550:


    At the time [of Leonardo’s apprenticeship], Andrea [del Verrocchio] was completing a panel showing Saint John Baptizing Christ in which Leonardo worked on an angel holding some garments, and although he was such a young boy, he completed the angel in such a way that Leonardo’s angel was far superior to the figures painted by Andrea. This was the reason why Andrea would never touch colors again, angered that a young boy understood them better than he.3




    This oft-repeated anecdote, of the apprentice outdoing the master and showing his precocious genius, might be considered hyperbole, but in this case, it is likely true. Verrocchio made very few paintings, and it is clear even to the untrained eye that the kneeling angel in the Baptism of Christ is by a different hand and is frankly far better than the other figures in the painting.


    Leonardo was in ascendance. He was next asked to create a cartoon, a full-size preparatory drawing (from the Italian cartone, or large piece of paper) of Adam and Eve that would be transferred onto a woven curtain at a Flemish studio, ultimately destined for the King of Portugal. Of this Vasari wrote:


   
    He drew with his brush, in chiaroscuro illuminated by lead white, a lush meadow with a number of animals, and it can truly be said that genius could not create anything in the divine realm equal in precision and naturalness. There is a fig tree, which besides the foreshortening of its leaves and the appearance of its branches, is drawn with such love that the mind is dazzled by the thought that a man could possess such patience.4



    Leonardo was on a roll, and his time in Verrocchio’s studio was clearly paying off.


    One other anecdote from Vasari smacks of the “creation myths” that often surround geniuses, but that could very well be true. Leonardo’s father is said to have acquired a round shield made of fig wood by a local farmer who lived near the family’s villa in Vinci. Ser Piero asked Leonardo to paint something on it, without specifying the subject. Leonardo chose the face of Medusa, caught in a stupefying scream, having just been beheaded by Perseus, as per the Greek legend, her hair comprised of writhing snakes. This was a doubly clever subject to choose for a shield because, according to legend, anyone who looked at Medusa directly would be turned to stone. To circumvent this outcome, Perseus used a shiny, polished shield as a mirror, looking at Medusa only through the reflection in the shield and thereby beheading her without being petrified himself. Medusa’s own face in the shield would have been the last thing she saw, and that image is what Leonardo captured. Though Leonardo’s “Medusa Shield” is not extant, Caravaggio took it upon himself more than a century later to bring to life his own version of the anecdote, creating his famous Medusa Shield, which is now in the Uffizi.5


    Leonardo joined the painter’s guild in Florence in 1472, though he is still listed as an assistant in Verrocchio’s studio as late as 1476. It was in 1477 that he became an independent master.


    His first independent commission, an altarpiece for the chapel of the Palazzo Vecchio, was never executed. In 1481 he began an Adoration of the Magi for the Monastery of San Donato a Scopeto, which was also unfinished. During this period, he painted the Benois Madonna (1478), a portrait of Ginevra de’Benci (1474, before he had opened his own studio), and an unfinished Saint Jerome (1481).


    This would become a trend—beginning works that he would never complete. Leonardo was blessed with a remarkable, and remarkably hyperactive, imagination. He was aware of his own limitations and lack of discipline to follow through on a project and see it to its conclusion. The “patience” on which Vasari remarked with praise was limited to individual aspects of a completed work, but too often Leonardo’s mind would wander to the next project before the first one was done. The result is that a large percentage of the extant paintings by Leonardo are unfinished. We can only imagine what he would have accomplished had Ritalin been available in the fifteenth century.


    Despite his skills in painting, the real money and the steadiest work were in engineering and architecture. Leonardo made more money by performing on the lira da braccio and through offering his services as a military engineer than he did through painting.


    In 1482 Leonardo wrote a self-promotional letter to Duke Ludovico Sforza of Milan, the Renaissance equivalent of a job application, describing his inventions and abilities in military engineering: how he could build portable bridges and new multishot cannons, armored ships and tanks. His skills in sculpture were mentioned as a secondary advantage, his paintings barely a consideration in his list of ten categories of work in which he was skilled.6 The duke leaped at the opportunity to hire this military engineer, who happened also to be an artist. Leonardo moved to Milan and worked as chief engineer and architect for the Sforza war machine.


    But Leonardo was never satisfied with doing only one thing at a time. His interest in proportions, perspective, the mathematics and scientific definitions of beauty and art drew him into a wide range of intellectual circles in Milan. He even collaborated with a mathematician, Luca Pacioli, on publishing a mathematical treatise (Divina
OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg





