L. TI MVEL DUCHAMP
DE SECRETI S MJLI ERUM

Those who resort to authority to win an argunent privilege rote nmenory over
intelligent reasoning.

*

Leonardo da Vi nc
ELENA:

Two nonths ago you e-nmiled ne a request for access to journal and diary
entries, notes, letters and any other docunents that m ght shed new |ight on
t he

first historical research projects to use the PSD and the di sputes they
engendered. As an historian, | should be the | ast person to i npede another's
research project. Consequently, ny conscience began to prick ne soon after
refused you, and before | knew what | was about | found nyself inmmersed in al
t he pertinent personal documents in ny possession and revisiting areas of ny
menory | woul d have thought |ong gone. And so on those days when ny health

permtted, | undertook to dictate a rough, colloquial account to ny computer
The enclosed is the result. | hope you find it useful (though as you will see
it

is sadly unpolished). | believe when you've read it you will understand why I

could not open ny journals, notebooks and other conputer files to you.

You have ny pernission to excerpt passages for direct quotation, but | nust
ask

that you allow me to reread and correct such passages as | deem necessary. (
shanel essly plead health problenms as an excuse for the sl oppiness of ny
prose.)

I would like to take this opportunity to express ny confidence in and pl easure
that such an astute and meticul ous an hi storiographer as | know you to be has
taken on this project. Wshing you all good fortune for your project,

Jane Pendl er

THE PSD WARS | N THE | NTERNATI ONALHI STORI CAL ESTABLI SHVENT: THE OPENI NG
SKI RM SHby
Jane L. Pendl er

I f countl ess nunbers of people throughout history have wi shed for an early
nmenopause, probably no one w shed nore devoutly for it than Thomas Aqui nas. No
doubt he literally prayed for it norning, noon, and night. A picture cones to
m nd of himkneeling in his cell, pleading with the Virgin for release froma
burden even Job hadn't been forced to bear. Somehow, sonme way he managed to
preserve his secret in an era | acking any conception of privacy (or rights

t hereof ). Perhaps he considered that despite his having been born fenal e God
especially favored him For it surely nust have seenmed a miracle to himthat
hi s

deception escaped detection

| made an admiring observation to this effect to Teddy Warner the night of the
aft ernoon we di scovered the "ugly but fascinating truth" (as | once heard
Judith

Lauer, the proninent nedievalist, characterize it). The man just didn't see



it,

t hough, and snapped at nme that if | couldn't appreciate the fact that the
whol e

project had been thrown into jeopardy, that this second "inpossibly
devast ati ng

revel ati on” was "sinply catastrophic,” | should at the very |east keep ny
silly

faceti ousness to nyself.

What he meant, of course, was that | should keep ny nouth shut and give him
"some enpat hy for chrissake" (which is the second or third nost inportant
t hi ng

graduat e-student lovers are for). (Lovers? Rather, | should say, sporadic
sexual

partners. Did he think of ne as his |lover? Probably not. Probably he used [in
the privacy of his own thoughts] sonething jazzed up, like "nmistress," or

t acky,

like "girlfriend." To which | even [or especially] all these years later say:
YUCK. )

I've often entertained the disloyal suspicion that if the PSD Lab hadn't been
packed with an international spread of luminaries, Teddy would have tried to
hush up this second revel ation of "m staken gender identity" (a termthat had
al ready been coined by sone fool in an article in Past and Present and not
only

stuck, but along with the nore econoni cal "gender-disguise," made it into the
popul ar vernacul ar by way of the New York Revi ew of Books' series of pop
essays

on Past-scan Device issues). Though his spouse Marissa was present at this
grand

soiree, | happened to be at Teddy's side (along with the three PSD groupies
he' d

pi cked up from Princeton, Yale, and Harvard since that first PSD venture--
peeking in on Leonardo-- came down). Like everyone else, | had ny eyes gl ued
to

the stage [which the physicists called "the hol o-tank"). Cameras were poised
and

ready to shoot fromall sides. And as all of us historians waited, Mrissa and
her coll eagues, seated at their keyboards, mice, and nonitors, played (it
seened) at being SF-novie scientists. Then, suddenly, there he was, Thonas
Aqui nas, at mass, on Decenber 6, 1273 (or so we all hoped, since the
ostensi bl e

reason for peeping on himwas to find out just what the hell had happened to
hi m

during that nystery nass). A great, collective sigh went up at his so
veritatious, life-sized presence on the stage before us. Wo could m stake the
man for anyone but the sainted theol ogi an? He was gargantuan, of course.

(Prior

to the scan, everyone's favorite anecdote about himconcerned the hellish tine
the Cistercians had getting his corpse down their stairs after his death.) The
awe-inspiring sight overpowered me. | remenber thinking it was |ucky Iight
waves

don't carry odors: but then the raunchy stench of pre-nodern tines is one of

t he

details with which we pepper our students to erode their godawful romanticism
about certain overly Hollywdodi zed areas of the past, and so it mght not have
been strictly his dingy, greasy appearance that provoked such an irreverent

t hought .

W watched with bated breaths, sone of us literally on the edge of our seats.



(Three persons, at nost, were allowed at any given tinme to nove around the
perimeter of the stage, since any nore than that woul d have bl ocked the view
for

the rest of the observers.) Every now and then | would tear ny eyes fromthis
vivid image of nmedieval reality to snatch glances at the renowned and eni nent
hi storians sharing the moment with ne. Several had decl ared thensel ves
skeptics

[particularly the French, who Teddy cl ai ned were annoyed at havi ng been

out done

by mere Americans, who the world had begun to assune were dead in the R & D
departrment. And though Teddy hinself could not take the credit for this

f abul ous

exanpl e of Anerican R & D, his wife had had a great deal to do with it).
Still,

the stage held us transfixed, skeptics and "believers" alike. Mst of the
younger nenbers of the contingent nmuttered incessantly into the mkes of their
pocket termnals. (I didn't dare, of course, since | held the place of honor
besi de Teddy.) Each gesture was noted for future analysis, every piece of
clothing scrutinized and cormmitted to menory. In those early days, we | apped
up

every drop and crunb the |ab all owed us because we feared each scan m ght be
our

| ast.

The PSD bel onged to the governnent then las it still does today). Any

techni ca

expl anati on of how the PSD functions woul d be over nmy head --presum ng the NSA
ever allowed it to be divulged. (In those early days, as far as we historians
were concerned, the PSD m ght as well have been magic.) But because it was so
hi gh-tech, we were all aware -- or should | say afraid -- the PSD m ght

mal functi on. Mdst high-tech systens and objects, after all, eventually do.

Qur attention riveted on the stage, we saw the nass through. If old Thonas A
had a vision or a breakdown, it was not apparent to us. O course we had known
before we started that the date nmight not be right. One can expect nedieval
dating to be off sonetines by a year (meaning nodem cal endars don't al ways
mat ch

the old ones), and though we had a specific date, we had no way of know ng
whet her it mght not be our Decenber 6th or 8th. Tine used to get all junbled
up

back then, and every now and then a few days woul d be tacked on here and

t here,

or erased, to make the mess right.

Mari ssa suddenly approached and, bendi ng over Teddy, said very quietly: "Do
you
want us to keep tracking hinP"

"Sure, why not," Teddy said. "Mght as well get a | ook at how the Dom ni cans
lived." His tone was so casual | shot a look of incredulity at him But when I
saw he was grinning, ny breath whooshed out in an explosion that nearly ended
in

the giggles. And so for the next few hours we watched Thomas pray, eat, think
and wite. The caneras rolled the entire tinme. Eventually we wearied of
sitting

for so | ong and began taking short breaks (for coffee, food, the toilet) --
excepting Teddy, who could not bring hinself to | eave the roomfor even five
m nut es.

The nmonment of revel ation occurred about five hours into the scan. Thomas



| unbered into a stone cell bare of all but a pallet on the floor, a crude
tabl e

consisting of a pile of rocks topped by a thick, unsanded slab of wood, a
crucifix on the wall, a sconce holding a torch, and a prie-dieu in the comner.
Two young boys foll owed, bearing on their shoulders a pole fromwhich hung two
huge steam ng buckets. These the boys left in the cell. Thomas then not only
shut the door behind them but also drew a bolt.

"My god!" Teddy said. Like me, he was taken aback at the very idea of a bolt
on

a nmonk's cell. Qthers exclained, too, and soon we were all up there (in
violation of the rule), circling the stage. Teddy | eaned si deways, so that his
mout h was near ny ear, giving me a whiff of his personal (to ne sexy) snell.
"Private quarters for VIPs of Thomas's stature is consistent for the
Doni ni cans,

but a bolt! Still, | suppose a towering intellect |ike Thomas attracted his
confreres sexually like a nmagnet attracts iron, and so perhaps it was
necessary." Trust Teddy to cite Warner's Law #3: Genius is power of the
intellect, and is therefore an aphrodisiac. "At the linmt," he would often

| ecture, "consider how Gertrude Stein, an old, fat, ugly dyke, had young

sol diers panting after her. Don't |et anybody kid you: Essex was after nore

t han

the perks Elizabeth's favoritismcould get him Wen it cones to power, it
makes

even the physically nost unattractive man or wonan utterly irresistible.
Never

m nd, of course, that Teddy hinmself reacted badly to wonmen in positions of
authority, and had a real problemw th the superstardom Mari ssa had achi eved
as

a senior nenber of the PSD team But there he stood, shaking his head and
chuckl ing so beside hinmsel f he nodded and w nked at his coll eague and rival
Barry Bayl e.

| nudged Teddy's armwith nmy el bow. "What do you suppose the sainted father is
going to do?" | whispered. "Masturbate?"

Teddy cackl ed |l oudly, proud of his protegee's grand irreverence, and probably
hopi ng Bayl e had heard.

But Thomas didn't masturbate, no. He bathed. And he did not take off the robe,

but merely shifted it around. (Well, it was cold. And thirteenth-century
religious considered it sensually tenpting to see one's own body.) He started
by

slipping the robe down to his waist. Then layer after |ayer of binding he
unwound fromhis chest, and clearer and clearer it becane that his breasts
wer e

the size of waternelons! In seconds | grew so hysterical | was soon terrified
I'd burst out laughing. |I remenber hol ding nyself all scrunched up, my chin
tucked | ow, shivering. | kept thinking, | can't believe |'mseeing this, while

my mnd scranbled for an explanation. Perhaps a conbi nation of severe obesity
and a hornonal disorder? | renmenber thinking that nedical historians would
Ezocwiting dozens of papers speculating on the possibilities . . . And so we
3;Lched hi m wash and then rebind his breasts and draw t he robe back up over
thulders. And then .

Ch god. Even now, decades later, | have a hard time with this. (I renmenber
this



part so very clearly.) It was such a shock. W shoul d have been prepared after
Leonardo, but . . . But really, this was different. Leonardo was | ovely,
graceful, physically fit. And not nenstruating. But Thonmas, well, he suddenly,
bef ore our very eyes, becane this nound of flesh stripping off a thick bundle
of

bl oody rags frombetween his legs . . . According to ny journal, ny first

t hought was that he'd castrated hinmself. (The idea being that the vision or

br eakdown had al ready occurred, recently, and he'd taken a knife to his
genitals

i n consequence thereof.) But no. No. As he renoved the last of the rags, it
becare i ndi sputably clear. Though exceedi ngly obese and forty-seven, both of
whi ch conditions mght be assuned to have interdicted it, there could be no
doubt that Thomas was female, and that the rags were not from castration, but
nmenstruation.

In the case of Leonardo, |1'd been so gleeful and exhilarated to find that his
sex had been female that 1'd just about |aughed nmy head off with pl easure. But
this . . . sonmehow this was different. For one thing, the coincidence was
troubling. For another thing, one could find nothing joyful in this furtive
scene involving a bolted nonastic cell, bloody rags Thomas washed on the spot,
and bi ndi ngs meant to conceal his true secondary sex characteristics fromthe
wor d.

The whol e thing made ne sick. | wanted to | eave the room but knew better than
to try. Teddy cursed and cursed only half under his breath, and all around us

peopl e carried on | ow, tense conversations that | suspected were precursors to
scream ng matches. By the tine Thomas fini shed washing the rags, the water he

wrong out of themwas running pink. He did not hang themto dry, but

ref ast ened

themto his crotch. | suppose that was the worst, thinking of that wet ness
bet ween his thighs, no doubt chafing thembadly in the chill, dank Decenber
air.

| swear you could see himshivering. My own body shuddered with tension, and
ny

jaw ached, and | felt a fleeting twinge of cranmping in nmy uterus, as though in
synpat hy.

Afterwards Thomas sank onto his knees before the prie-dieu. W could not hear
his words, of course, since the scan doesn't pick up sound. But | could

i magi ne

hi s weariness, disgust and despair. Wen oh Lord shall this burden be lifted
fromme, | could easily believe he prayed (in Latin, of course). Staring at
hi m

| realized he'd practiced a lifetime of uninaginable deception. Later, the
awesomne achi evenent of it inpressed ne. But that afternoon, watching himin
t he

thin gray light of the cell, | felt instead |ike crying.

Teddy spent the evening at ny place. Marissa usually worked | ate, and al ways
did

so after past-scans, since in the first hours following a scan her team al ways
made an eval uation and analysis of its technical aspects and conbed through
t he

data they referred to as "telenmetry." Though the Thomas Aqui nas project had
been

a concession to Teddy's canpaign to get the historical comunity at large to
accept past-scanning as a legitimte resource of the historian and not of
particular interest to either his or ny own research, he and | did a

post nortem

of a sorts, too.



O sorts: nanely, while | stood at the stove sauteing pancetta and onion for
pasta alla carbonara, Teddy paced in the hallway outside ny tiny kitchen and
railed furiously about "the godawful ness we're in now" "Did you hear that
bitch, tal king about American hoaxes?" he demanded of me as | turned the flane
under the saute low and lifted the top on the pasta cooker to check the water.

"No, | didn't catch that one," | said, breaking eggs into ny cherished copper
bowl. "My French ear only works when |'ve got subtitles for confirmation." |
hefted the whisk and bounced it lightly against ny fingers. "Anyway, | suspect
that anything so mindlessly derogatory must derive fromsinple jeal ousy."

"Jesus! You really didn't get it, did you! Do | have to spell it out?"

I knew | was taking my life into ny hands with my answer, but gl ancing over ny
shoul der, | said, "I would have thought you'd be doing dinner with them

toni ght .

| mean, it's wonderful, your being here, but maybe you' d have. a chance at
changing their opinions of the PSD if you talked a little with then?" The

voi ce

in which | said this came out disgustingly timd and innocent. | should have
chided himboldly. After all, he was always on at ne about taking every
opportunity to nake nyself known to those in the field "who count."

He missed the irony, of course. (He always did.) He glared at ne. "MW
conversational French is terrible. | can ask for the toilet and a room and
archi val documents, no sweat. But ny accent sucks. And you know t he French
Anyway, they're Barry's colleagues, not mne." He snorted. "Did you see Barry?
He just sat there gaping at the holo-tank, |ike the proverbial peasant getting
his first glinpse of the city." Teddy sagged against the refrigerator. He

| ooked

so distraught | stopped beating the eggs and turned and gave hi ma hug.

"Just remenber, you've got Science on your side," | said softly into his ear
"There's no way they can dism ss the PSD out of hand sinply because they don't
like what it's throwing back at us."

Teddy sighed. "You poor, dear, naif." He stroked ny face. "What you don't yet

understand -- for all that |1've been trying to din it into your head since the
first course you took with me -- is that legitinacy is a consensua
construction. 'Science' is a belief structure. And though the nationa

security

guys and the physicists may all think mathematical theorenms provide the | ast
word on truth, that's not how it works in the humanities and social sciences
which is to say, in the Real Wrld. By itself, the Leonardo thing could be

t aken

as a fluke. Al right, so we've uncovered one of history's bizarre little
secrets. What we knew about Leonardo nmeshed with the revel ation. So Leonardo
was

femal e? Aha, everyone says, that explains all those peculiarities of character
that even Freud was driven to try to elucidate. But Thomas Fucki ng Aqui nas?"
Teddy turned away, to resume pacing. Laboriously |I rubbed a hunk of Parnesan
agai nst the smallest holes of nmy clunky nmetal grater. "Aquinas was a
toweringly

brilliant mnd -- and a nisogynist to boot. So where do we draw the line,
Jane?

What if we go again, and the PSD shows us Descartes was just pretending to be
mal e? O Newton? It's so obvious, sonmething's not right. It's sinply

i mpossi bl e



to know for dead certain that what they're showing us in that holo-tank is
really fromour past."

| | ooked at him to see if he was serious. "Then where could it have cone
fron?

You know Marissa isn't playing with you. And they'd need a team of historica
experts to have created that kind of detail."” | forgot to pay attention to
what

| was doing, and so shredded nmy finger. Angrily | dropped the grater and

cl eared

t he cheese that had blood on it out of the bow . Then, cursing, | charged for
t he bathroom (and collided with Teddy in the hall, of course).

Whil e | washed and bandaged ny fingertip, Teddy said: "I'mnot saying there's
a

del i berate hoax. But when you start thinking about it, you realize any nunber
of

crazy expl anations could be dreamed up that would still sound saner than this
shit about both Thomas Aqui nas and Leonardo bei ng wonen pretending to be nen.
It

woul d be nmore credi ble, for godsake, to claimthat aliens were sending us

t hese

pi ctures!”
"Al'l those old runors of Pope Joan," | said half under ny breath, know ng
was

just asking for a lecture on the sexually inadequate fourteenth-century
car di nal
and his reasons for inventing the tale.

He stared at ne as if 1'd gone mad. "You're thrilled!" he accused nme. "You

j ust
adore the idea that two of the nost brilliant minds in European history were
worren! " He shook his head. "It's not going to nake a damed bit of difference,

Jane. Even if people did accept past-scans as legitimate, it wouldn't change
t he
way they think about wonmen." His eyes pitied ny sinplicity. "Believe ne."

| stepped out of my one-person-max bathroominto the hall, naking him back
nost

of the way into the living roomto let ne pass again into the kitchen. "Just
suppose,” | said. The water was boiling furiously, so | broke linguine into it

as | talked. "Let's play "what if' for just a second. Wat if the past-scan
showed the real truth. And what if, noreover, we were to discover through
addi ti onal past-scans that other 'towering intellects' were al so wonen
masquer adi ng as nen. W know al ready that a nunmber of wonen di sgui sed

t hensel ves

as men throughout the mddle ages, early nodern period and into the eighteenth
and ni neteenth centuries. Sone of themwere even soldiers." | threw hima grin
over my shoulder. "In the earlier period, we know of instances fromthe very
few

t hat were unmasked and puni shed -- sometines with death and bani shnent, since
those were typical penalties for wonmen caught wearing male clothing. And in

t he

| ater period, when death and bani shnent weren't the penalties, we know of
particul ar i nstances because woren sonetinmes revealed it when it wouldn't harm
themto do so. But suppose the people who washed Thomas's body for burial were
so horrified to discover his true sex that they decided to keep it secret,

si nce

the very idea of a worman being so brilliant was too threatening to all ow out?



And ditto for Leonardo and anyone el se who nay have cone down to us as nen but
were really wonen?" | poked the strands of |inguine apart with my wooden fork
"Just ask yourself: Wat if?"

"Preposterous!" he said. "Absolutely preposterous!”

| smled at himas sweetly as | knew how. "But we're playing 'what if,' Teddy.
Granted, it's preposterous. But stretch your imagination: what if it were all
true?"

The I ong and the short of it was that he wouldn't play that particular "what
if." The very idea of it exasperated himbeyond bearing. In fact, only the
chirp

of Teddy's personal phone (which he carried with himeverywhere) saved us from
one of our increasingly frequent gender tissue quarrels. So while he took the

call in the living room | poured nyself a glass of Chianti and rushed through
the final stages of the carbonara -- contenplating how unlikely it would be
for

Teddy and me to be still "seeing" one another if he weren't ny advisor and

hi s

st udent .

I can hardly think of a single area of our lives mwhich Teddy Warner and

agreed. He wanted a disciple, not a maverick for a student; | wanted an

advi sor,

not a guru. | loved wi ne; he eschewed any substance or activity (other than
sex)

likely to threaten his control. He | oved goopy-crusted pies with sickeningly
sweet fruit fillings; | thought red pepper was the neatest thing since sliced
bread. He grooved on Wagner and all three Strausses; | was a Beethoven, Mzart

and Bach freak. But all these things were sinply a difference in persona
taste,

you say? Al right, then, let's get down to fundanmental s: Teddy Warner thought
history is all about nen being virile, dynam c and getting their rocks off
(whether literally, metaphorically or synmbolically), and that every event and
conceptual i zation thereof is best expressed in the ternms of a phallic

nmet aphor .

I, on the contrary, believe that history is the story of struggle and

resi stance

agai nst and sadly often a subm ssion to doni nation, oppression and the

const ant

pressure of stupidity, greed and inertia. Ideally, 1'd like it to be a record
of

a few brave souls fighting the status quo. Teddy had al ways been a decl ared
"social" historian. But when push cane to shove -- as it had with these
revel ati ons of gender-di sguise -- Teddy |ike nost males in the discipline
proved

to be nore Catholic than the pope. He'd spent years putting down the Ad
Quard's

Great Men/diplomatic approach to history. But that night of Thomas Aqui nas's
unmaski ng it becane obvious that Great Men were Teddy Warner's bottom i ne.

"That was a producer at CNN," Teddy said when he'd finished the call. "They

want ed a conment on the report that another prom nent historical figure had

been

reveal ed by the PSD as a woman passing as a man." His mouth twisted into its
nost sardonic version of a smile. "I wonder who thought that up -- 'passing.’
And they wanted to send sonebody to interview ne, and requested sone tape --
t hough when | asked which part they wanted, a shot of the tits or the bl oody
rags and crotch, they couldn't back down fast enough." He cackled. "It



apparently hadn't occurred to themthat show ng definitive proof wouldn't fly
on
a famly-oriented station like CNN. "

| handed himthe bowl of pasta to carry into the living room "How did they
find

out ? Sonebody must have been busy. Did they say who called then?" Though the
first scan had been jamed with nmedia reps, the only journalist | had noticed
present for Thomas's unveiling had been a stringer for Science.

Teddy grinmaced. "The News-CGazette put it out on the wire." | followed himinto
the living roomwith ny glass and the bottle and settled onto ny knees across
the low round table fromhim "I forgot they were even there. One hardly

t hi nks

of the local rag as a representative of the media at large."

"Are you sure you wouldn't like sone wine?" | said, only half to needle him
Too

busy chewi ng to speak, he shook his head. "So when's the interview? Tonorrow?"

He rai sed his eyebrows at me. "I declined,” he said haughtily. And |ofted
anot her mess of pasta into his nouth.

| put down ny fork. My appetite tended to be | owto-nonexistent when | ate
with

hi m under circunstances that passed for ordinary with us. But this
announcemnent

floored me. Teddy Warner passing up the chance to appear on CNN? | stared at
hi m

as he ate, at his luxuriant auburn hair, eyebrows and neatly trimred beard, at
his bright green, thickly-lashed eyes, at his heavy white coarse-skinned hands
and grubby nails. 1'd been assumi ng he'd been avoiding his colleagues in a
sul k.

But Teddy Warner give up the best chance he'd ever get for publicly asserting
the PSD' s legitimacy as a tool for historical research?

He caught me watching him "Wat is it? Did those bloody old rags weck your
appetite?"

| shook ny head and took a big gulp of wine. "I don't understand. Doing an
i ntervi ew woul d have given you a chance to plug the PSD. So why aren't you
doi ng

it?"

He smiled at ne as though | were a silly child too clever for her own good.
"It's sinmple, Jane. A: 1'd have no control over the interview or what they'd
do

with it. And B: The sooner | can dissociate nmyself fromthe dammed thing the
better chance | have of escaping being |labeled a crackpot.” His smle grew
bitter. "Which is to say, |'mhoping that though I'll be taken for a dupe,
11

be excused as one who eventually saw the light." He dug with his fork and
spoon

into the pasta bow to get another serving, but of course the strands of
linguine all gl opped together into a clinging mass he found inpossible to
manage. For alnmpbst a minute he fought vigorously (dare | say manfully) to
control the ness. | had to lower ny eyes to ny plate as his struggle grew
comcal. The last thing | wanted was to get him pissed off at me for | aughing
i nappropriately. "You' ve got too dammed nuch cheese in it," he funed.
(Actually,



the only thing wong with the pasta was that 1'd forgotten to grate nutneg
into

the egg and cheese mixture.) Settling for a much | arger second serving than he
want ed, he glared at ne, "Anyway, the sooner you drop that Leonardo project,

t he

better. At this point it's just a waste you'll have to wite off to

experi ence.

A pity. | imagine it's added a good six nonths to the tine you'll be taking
for

the dissertation."

| felt the blow viscerally, in my solar plexus. If before |I'd been too excited
to eat, now | was too nauseated. "You're serious?" | said. "You actually

i ntend

to dunp the PSD just because it showed you sonething you didn't want to see?"

"It's quite obvious it's phony," Teddy said between bites. "Wat we saw t oday

was sonebody's idea of a joke -- a bad joke. You're probably too young to
recall, but there were once these pair of . . . chenmists, | believe they were.
Who t hought they'd discovered a cheap, sinple nethod of inducing fusion

t hr ough

a sinple chem cal reaction. They went public prematurely. You can inmagine the
medi a circus they created by doing so. Studies started com ng out against it
when ot her scientists couldn't reproduce the experinent in their own | abs, but
they continued to insist they were fight. And they got the entire scientific
conmunity against themfor it. In the end, they were relegated to crackpotdom
If | stick with the PSD now, that's what will happen to me. Wich is to say |
m ght as well kiss ny career goodbye."

What Teddy wanted nost in the whole wide world was the "call" (as he put it)
to

Harvard. He longed for it the way little boys and girls long to be first picks
for kickball teans, rather than anong the | ast few players neither side's
captain wanted. It had never occurred to me that such a desire could inpair
Teddy' s sense of adventure or his integrity. Teddy Warner, playing it safe? No
way. Hi s work had earned the reputation of being dangerous, bold, inmaginative,
audaci ous. |In European history, Teddy Warner was the cutting edge. So how
coul d

he back down now, just because he feared being | abel ed a crackpot?

| downed the wine left in nmy glass and poured nyself nore. "Are you saying you
doubt the technol ogy?" |I nmet his eyes. "The NSA doesn't seemto have a probl em
with it. And what about Marissa? Has she expressed doubts? Surely you can
trust

her to tell you the truth!" Fromall that Teddy had told nme about his w fe,
and

fromthe few occasions |1'd spoken with her nyself, | knew she was as

arrow straight as they cane. Even if she discovered Teddy was screw ng around
(whi ch he cl ai med she'd never notice because she was too wapped up in her

wor k), Marissa wouldn't exact vengeance by using the PSD to perpetrate a hoax
that would hunmiliate him (It would inperil her own career, for one thing --
even granted she would do such a thing, which | sinply could not conceive.)

Teddy scow ed. "Who knows what the NSA is using it for? All we know is they' ve
gotten the President to ban civilian access to scans | ess than three hundred
years in the past. Maybe it works for nore recent history, and goes hayw re
for

scans of earlier history. Wi knows? And frankly, at this point | don't rmnuch
care! It's plain as the nose on your face, Jane. The dammed thing's unusable!"



It was like arguing with a childl Only unlike a child he could not be nade to
submit to reason, and was in effect in the position of parent here -- telling
ne

that he was going to take away ny shiny new toy because it was too exciting
for

me to play with. In the hours since Thomas's true sex had been reveal ed, a

t housand new i deas and questions had been crowdi ng ny thoughts, affording ne a
tantalizing glinpse of a revolutionary way of doing history, which | now saw
could never be the same. Except that Teddy wanted to see to it that it would
be

the sane. | read it in his eyes, how deeply the day's revel ati on had shaken
hi m

And how all he could think to do in response was to deny that anything had
been

revealed. | began to see that it wasn't the fear of being taken for a crackpot
that upset him but the idea that Thomas Aquinas had |acked . . . testicles.
"The earth is flat because everybody says so," | said softly. "Right, Teddy?

What happened to scientific truth and experinentation? It was you who insisted
that we couldn't go wong with scrapings fromthe bones of the dead, that if

t he

scan showed that Leonardo was really female, we had no choice but to accept

it,

and work fromthere."

Teddy put down his fork with exaggerated deliberati on and | eaned hal f way
acr oss

the table toward ne. "Wth Leonardo, it nmade sense." H's eyes | ooked
strangel vy,

al nrost frighteningly, flat, and gray rather than green. "It was easy to
bel i eve

he was a woman. After all, everyone always took himfor gay. The personality
and

behavi or that had been puzzling becanme suddenly conprehensible. And Leonardo's
father, when his first wife failed to produce not only a son but any child at
all after three years of trying, probably had some crazy idea about boosting
hi s

reputation for manliness by passing his illegitinmte spawn off as a boy.
Conprehensible, if not entirely understandable. But Thonas Aqui nas? That's a
whol e other kettle of fish, my dear. And even if you could convince nme to

swal lowit, you'll never in a thousand years get other scholars to believe it.
And if one can't believe any particular scan, then he can't believe any. It's
that sinmple." H's eyes kindled, blazing a sudden wild green rage at ne, making
me shiver a little. "And if you want to continue in history," he said, "you'd
just better learn to accept it." |I'd never been on the receiving end of his
direct anger before. But | knew, looking at him that if | persisted I'd be
getting a full no-hol ds-barred blast of it.

Teddy' s personal phone chirped, breaking the nmonment. Thinking it m ght be
Marissa, | snatched up ny plate and the pasta bow and made for the kitchen.
While | scraped the Iinguine into a plastic container and then washed the bow
I

wonder ed what it was about Thomas Aqui nas that made the revel ation so
"inmpossible." Teddy kept referring to himas a "towering intellect." Was that
the key to his distress? Was it the belief deep in his heart that only nen
coul d

be that. brilliant that nade Teddy need to cast doubt on the past-scan? \Wen
t hought of all the articles he'd been firing off, about "trusting Science" and
not "going the way of the dinosaur,” | had to wonder.



When | finished washing nmy plate and the bow | started on the pasta cooker
then went on to the copper bow and whisk and finally the saute pan. | nused
on

what little | knew about Thomas Aqui nas, and was startled to recall he had
studied for a while under Al bertus Maghus --to whom had | ong been (fal sely)
attributed De Secretis Miulierum a much reprinted collection of superstitions
on

the dire properties of nenstrual bl ood.

"You could say that that call just put the finishing touch on an outstandi ngly
| ousy, rotten day," Teddy said as | was just about to start drying.

I turned to | ook at himleani ng agai nst the doorway in his best
forlorn-little-boy style. "What is it?" | said, thinking that nothing could be
wor se than Teddy's ditching his project and insisting that | ditch ny own.

Teddy sneered. "The Vatican apparently has decided to stick in its two cents.
I magi ne, H's Holiness was outraged at the aspersions we've cast on the great
sai nted Thonas. "

"So? What does that matter?"

"What does that matter?" Teddy repeated incredul ously. "For starters, it neans
he's intending to forbid all clerics--which nmeans bi shops on down to the
lowliest parish priests -- fromletting us take scrapings fromthe bones of
bodi es buried on Church property. Wich is bad enough. But it al so neans that

i f

we were to continue with the PSD we'd have to spend a good half of our tine
battling a constant barrage of attacks from Church-supported schol ars and
publications around the world."

Most of the remains of Italian and French people were to be found in Church
crypts and ceneteries. Though Teddy's specialty was France, because of the
Leonardo case |'d nore or less switched ny focus to northern Italy. Neither of
us, though, would be likely to switch to Germany or England just to chase the
PSD. "From how many remai ns have we already taken tissue sanples?" | asked.

He shrugged. "Maybe half a dozen. Which the Pope can't stop us from using
now. "

He grinned briefly. "Hell, knowing the Vatican is against it is al nost enough
to

make ne want to go on with it to spite the assholes.™

Hm Wyuld this be sone thing to play on, to keep himfrombailing out? The
t hought raised my spirits, and | |aughed. "You know, | didn't even pay any
attention to the pair of Dom nicans who were there today watching. Wearing
suits

they |l ook just |ike anybody else. | suppose they were the ones who passed on
t he

word to the Vatican."

Teddy nodded. "And there were a couple of Jesuits, too. And you know what ?
They

probably | oved every second of it. Jesuits are a breed apart. Al ways causing
trouble in the Church, fromthe word Go. I'd be willing to bet they weren't

t he

ones who tattled to Papa."

| groaned dutifully at the pun, so that he would know | got it. (Wth Teddy I
al ways had be working to maintain ny rep, no matter the situation, tine or



pl ace. People like Teddy never stop assessing everyone around themfor wit,
intelligence, insight and knowl edge, and god hel p the person who forgets for a
monent who all the Popes were during the Great Schism and the dates and pl aces
Councils were held to try to heal it. A fetish, | think of it. Not quite as
bad

as having to take prelins every other week -- but close.)

"Christ, it's been a |l ong day," Teddy said suddenly. He opened his arnms w de,
the signal for me to conme close. | noved in and pressed close, letting nmyself
be

drawn into a typical Teddy-kiss. Always he held his lips tight, as though to
guard his nmouth frommny tongue while he thrust his own into nmy nouth. But
wasn' t

that the story of our sex-life? Still, the very snell and feel of himexcited
me, and so | as usual tried to trick himinto opening his nmouth wide, first by
engagi ng aggressively with his tongue and then, when that failed, by stroking
and squeezing his balls until his penis was hard. (Small, but hard.)

Whi ch nade hi m pant and shake (though not open his mouth wi der) and pull away
to
say: "Hey, lady. Feel like some well-earned sexual recreation?"

| tightened my grip on his balls (carefully, though, aware that Teddy woul d
hol d

it against me if | inadvertently caused himto cranp). "How did you guess?"
mur mured. He | oved hackneyed di al ogue during sex, I've no idea why. The first
fewtines we went to bed | tried to resist it, but eventually had to give up
Teddy liked to have his way, and was used to getting it. Unless it was

i mportant, it was better not to aggravate him

And so | didn't.

After Teddy had gone | wanted very nuch to play cello. But at that hour | knew
t he nei ghbors wouldn't stand for it, so | settled instead for calling nmy old
friend Lydia, who spent the off-nmonths there in town, raking in bigger bucks
fromthe workshops and | essons she gave than she got from her prestigious (but

poor | y-pai d) synmphony gig.

"I forgot to ask himwhether this neans | have to try to find sunmmer work or

take out another loan," | said to Lydia after I'd given her the | omdown on the
day's developments. "It's too late to get a teaching gig. And as it is I'lI
have

to get himto apply a little pressure to get nme a teaching assistantship for

t he

fall." |1 sighed. "And here |I thought | was set with an R A for the rest of ny
graduat e student days."

"Jane, | have to say it," Lydia said in her
"I"'mtelling-you-straight-kid-so-you' d-damed-sure-better-listen voice. "The
man's a jerk. He's enmotionally inmmature, sexually inconsiderate, and oblivious
of the difficulties our generation has to face. He blithely assunes that
everything's the way it was when he was a graduate student. He probably

i magi nes

you'll just fall into a job, because you're so brilliant."

"How can he imagine that?" | said crossly. It was one thing for me to
criticize

Teddy. But Lydia always made nme feel disloyal when she did, especially since
Teddy would kill ne if he knew | had told anyone about the sexual side of our

rel ationship (though it was | who had everything to | ose through discovery,



and

he only a very little, since it '"wouldn't mean the end of his career). "He
nust

noti ce that everyone the department hires conmes with gold-plated letters from
their professors at Harvard, Princeton, and Yale."

"Well let nme ask you this, to change the subject slightly," Lydia said. "Do

you
think this time-machine or whatever you call it is a fake? O faulty?"

| gave nyself tine to consider the question -- and discovered certainty.
"Definitely not," | said. "I'"'msure it's right. It just |ooked too good,

Lydi a.

You shoul d have seen it--1 don't know how anyone coul d have reconstructed the
pl ace so perfectly. | could practically smell the stone and dirt and snoke
endemi c to those places in winter. There was filth on the stone floors -- even
around the altar. And in Thomas's cell -- rodent droppings! On his pallet!

mean, who would gratuitously think up that! And it gave you the feeling that
in

sumer the place would be swarmng with insects. Well, Naples, you have to
expect that, of course. This was Decenber. The walls were sweating with

hum dity. You could just about feel the danp chill clinging to your skin. And
there's old Thomas wearing his wool robe, which probably scratched no end, the
hemof it utterly, disgustingly, filthy . "

"Sounds delightful," Lydia said.

"Cet rid of any ideas that vacationing in a nonastery woul d have been a relief
fromthe anxieties of the world," | lectured. "G anted, there were exceptions
because we're al ways readi ng about corrupt, |uxurious places needing
reformation. But in nost religious houses, not only did you have to spend a

| ot

of time praying, but the food tended to be awful, the acconmodati ons wretched,
and you had no privacy -- with a few exceptions. Sonme orders required even the
abbot to sleep in the dormwith his subordinates. Fortunately for Thonas,
anyway, the Dom ni cans, though nendi cants, provided privileges for their

schol ars and abbots. And of course, just looking at him you can see that
Thonas

didn't exactly starve. But then we had the opportunity to see himat a neal,
and

it | ooked as though he did pretty well for hinself, at least in the size of

t he

portion he was served."

"So you're saying it was too authentic to have been faked."

"Right. Anyway, what possible notive could the physicists and the NSA have for
duping us? If there isn't really a time-scan device and they're for sone
reason

trying to give us the inpression there is, then you' d think they'd show us
what

we'd expect to see." Irritated by the light, | got up, switched off the |anp,
and flung open the window so that | could ook out into the mld June night
"Ye-es," Lydia said, "but conversely, if the NSA wanted to make you think the
thi ng was usel ess, then feeding historians sonething they'd be bound to reject
woul d he a perfect -- if expensively devious -- tactic."

The suggestion hit nme like a blowin the gut. "Jesus, Lydia, thanks. If the



Devil ever wants an advocate, |'l|l be sure to send in a recomendati on for
your
services."

"On the other hand," Lydia said thoughtfully, "there's obviously alinit to
how
much they can fake, even for the NSA Wuldn't you think?"

"What | want to know is why they won't allow anyone to get more than three
hundred years closer to the present.[1] You know, Lydia, when | rem nded Teddy
of how Leonardo on recording his father's death credited the old letch with
ten

sons and two daughters -- which is to say, one son by the third wife and nine
sons and two daughters by the fourth --he omitted hinself fromthe tally,
Teddy

saw t he significance at once. A slip, Freud called it. But then Freud thought
the formality of the notation was weird, when it was basically follow ng the
ritual of the day. The appropriate question is, how woul d Leonardo descri be
hinself to hinself? As his father's oldest -- albeit illegitimate -- of eleven
sons? O as his third daughter who just happened to be passing herself off as
a

man ?" | sighed. "The entire subject of Leonardo is vexed with such
anmbi gui ties

and riddles. He loved indulging in pretense and di sguise -- he actually wote
a

fictitious letter he never sent to the Viceroy of the Sultan of Babyl onia,
presenting hinself as an engi neer who had worked in the East, providing a |ong
description of places he had never in his life traveled to, nuch | ess worked
in.

Anyway, there are many riddles and enigmas that have stym ed schol ars who have
tried to nake a study of Leonardo's life. And | declare it now | oudly and
forcefully (as Teddy woul d al ways have ne make any statement): the past-scan
revel ation, | bellevue, can settle nost of them"

"Ah," Lydia said. "Sounds like we're preparing to invoke Cccam s razor."

The idea tickled ne. "Wth Leonardo, yes!" | said. Maybe, arguing thus, |
woul d
have a chance to hold onto nmy PSD project after all. "Wth Thomas, of course,

it's a bit different. But you do realize, don't you, that we have very few
hard

facts about anyone's chil dhood for nost of preindustrial European history.
Most

of what we have are anecdotes, repeated over and over as tradition. For
instance, it's specul ated that Thomas of Aqui nas might have had a brother who
was a poet. But no one can say for certain. Any biographical detail

basi cal | y,

isiffy. And if |egends, nyths, gossip and specul ati on are major sources of

bi ographi cal fact, well you can imagi ne how nmuch credence we can place in the
tradition should new historical material conme to light challenging it."

"Query," Lydia said. "Just when are you -- if, that is, you are -- going to
start referring to Leonardo and Thomas as 'she'?" The question nmade ne guffaw
in

surprise. ddly enough, it hadn't at that point occurred to nme that | m ght
need

to change the pronouns. (Wich is to say, | hadn't yet started to consider
whet her their gender designations should be changed strictly to accommodat e
their sex.) "But speaking of challenges,” Lydia continued, "maybe you can get
himto listen to reason. Challenge himto test the past-scan. If |'ve



under st ood

the little bit you' ve told ne about the methodol ogy, you can keep tracking the
same person with little extra trouble. So why not do it! And if it is all

simul ated, then they'll have to fake a breakdown of the machine, right? Since
they can't possibly keep up with the demand, especially if they' re given no
advance war ni ng about what dates you're interested in pursuing.”

| switched the receiver to the other, cooler ear. Lydia's suggestion made
sense
But if as | guessed Teddy had an enotional need to shut down PSD use by

hi stori ans, he'd probably oppose such a test. After all, he'd actually said
t hat
he'd be nore willing to believe extraterrestrial aliens were feeding us the

i mges before he'd believe that Thomas Aqui nas had been femal e.

"You know, " | said, "maybe | should have a talk with Mari ssa Warner. Wat do
you

t hi nk?" The idea scared ne half to death, but when it cane to the PSD, Marissa
was where it was at.

"I don't know," Lydia said cautiously. "Do you think she knows . . . or
guesses,
about you and--"

"No! OF course not!" (Horror of horrors!) "But | am-- or rather was
- -assigned
as a research assistant to a PSD project, you know. "

"Well | wish you luck," Lydia said.
Hah. | w shed ne |uck, too.

Wal king in to canpus the next norning | allowed nyself to be drawmn into a
reverie about Thomas and Leonardo (rather than working out what exactly I
shoul d

-- and should not -- say to Marissa Warner). The al nost dianetrically opposed
attitudes toward their assunption of gender-di sgui se had begun to obsess ne.
Unable to sleep after talking to Lydia, |'d studied my computer-generated
still

i mges fromthe scan we'd done of Leonardo and ny notes on the scan on Thomas,
and dictated a few ideas to ny conputer as they occurred to ne. (Considering
t he

bi zarreness of the scan results, the kind of thinking one does in the middle
of

the night is just about appropriate.) | could not get out of my mnd how
joyfully Leonardo had bat hed and dressed his femal e body (which, by the way,
had

i mediately struck me as bearing a marked similarity to his painting of John
t he

Bapti st-cum Bacchus: right down to the breasts, too). But of course soneone
who

i nfused his paintings with such tender erotic sensuality had to have taken

pl easure in his/her body. And add to that Leonardo's persistent playful ness --
his love of disguise and invention . . . and yet his care to avoid intimte
sexual relationships that would put himat risk of public exposure (though
probably he assuned that if worse came to worst at |east one of his patrons
woul d save himfromthe harshest penalties of the law). Wile Thomas poor

- - poor

Thomas, afflicted with the notion that wonan exists to serve man sexually as
sewer! And bearing the burden of a disguise that enneshed himin a constant



comni ssion of what he hinself characterized as a serious sin, Thomas who

believed it all, who took authority seriously, who was so earnest and heavy
and

careful in all his work -- no doubt always fearful of exposure, and aware that
before his God he was sunk daily and perpetually in egregious sin . . . Poor,

poor, Thonas!

A conparative study of the ways in which they coped with this comobn

circunmst ance of their existences would be fascinating, | decided. But it
wouldn't fit the standard periodization, or be acceptable as a dissertation
project -- at least not in nmy departnment, even if Teddy were to agree to it.
| wanted the project. | needed it. | had to be allowed to pursue it.

| resolved | would, whatever it took

And so | arrived at Bohr Annex in a state of intense excitenent and
determ nation. Though | hadn't nade an appoi ntment with Manssa \arner,
mar ched

straight down to the PSD lab to see if she was around and woul d see ne.

She was and she woul d. She asked me to conme in and sit down and poured ne a
cup

of coffee fromthe thernos she kept on her desk. Her smile as she handed it to
me it her face with dazzling vitality, bringing to nmy notice (for the first
time) the beautiful hazel eyes behind the coke-bottle thick glasses. Strange
to

say, we'd never tal ked to one another al one before, though we were often in a
| arge group together. | had expected her to be gruff and difficult and
general ly

i npatient to be squandering her tine on her husband's graduate student. And so
her warnmt h took ne aback (and made ne feel, of course, unworthy of it and
terribly, terribly guilty). For the first few mnutes | couldn't stop nyself
fromrecalling the little Teddy had ever said about her (all of it negative
and

bitter), as though to conpare -- nearly incredul ously--that previous inage

had

had of her with the woman sitting before nme. Teddy's bitterness, as | recall
centered on his acknow edged dependence on a wonan he thought he shoul d be
"man

enough" to |l eave. Marissa, by his account, just about ignored him spending
nost

of her waking hours in the lab. Yet she had left himthree years before when
she'd discovered himin an affair. Only after six weeks of his "groveling"
(Teddy's word) had she returned, conditional on his "good behavior." She was
nore like a nother to him-- he claimed -- than a wife. He feared, he said, he
was getting old in spirit, wanting the confort of marriage though it "stifled"
and "di m ni shed" him

And then he'd al ways been defensive about the fact that history wasn't a
" pr oper
sci ence. "

"l suppose you can guess why |I'mhere," | said after thanking her for the
cof f ee.

Her eyebrows rose above the thin black wire frames of her glasses. "To
schedul e
your Leonardo scan-sessions, | presune.”



| sighed. "Ch. Then | guess Teddy didn't tell you he intends to scrub both his
project and mne."

Her eyes wi dened. "Well no. | worked late here last night, which nmeant he was
asl eep when I got in. And he was already in his study dictating to his
conput er

when | woke this nmorning. So we haven't really had a chance to talk yet."

I swal | owed, and without warning ny eyes filled with tears. "He's upset that
Thomas was reveal ed as a worman, " | choked out. "He says it has to be wong.
That

the scans are a hoax."

Marissa groaned. "lIsn't that just like the man! N cked his nmale ego, |

suppose.

Threatened his gender superiority. So what else, but that the past-scan device
must be to blame!" She shook her head and sighed.

To ny deep shane and enbarrassnent, | broke down into | oud choking sobs, the
kind | usually confine to ny pill ow.

Mari ssa shoved a box of tissues at ne. "Better you do this with me than with
Teddy," she said. "He thinks that wonen cry only to nanipul ate nen.

Whil e nen, of course, when they cry do so to express profound enotion and
soul . "

| think I started crying because only at that nonent did | take in the hard
cold
reality of Teddy's pulling the plug on our past-scan projects. And then,

believe, | continued crying because | felt not only guilty for sleeping with
this woman's husband, but also for listening to her belittle himin words |
could only (privately) agree with. "I"'msorry," | nunbled, trying to get ny
face

under control. | used tip a good hal f-dozen tissues bl owi ng ny nose and
noppi ng

nmy eyes. And then | made nyself look at her directly. "I can't believe | did

that. But |1'm so upset. Because | do believe in the past-scan. Obviously it's
not the be-all and end-all for doing history, but it's certainly worthwhile as
a

tool, and god knows has in just two scans raised an inmportant new set of
guesti ons about European history." | sniffed and blinked as ny eyes filled
again. (It was awful, being so emotionally out-of-control before Marissa

War ner

of all people. But | was beside myself with distress at realizing the |oss.)
"I"ll was all set to spend the sumer working on the scans.” | sniffed. "And
if

| can't do nore scans, then | don't see how | can continue ny study of

Leonar do,

since what | have will be too incomplete to nake nuch nore of than a pile of
specul ation."

Mari ssa | eaned back in her chair and steepled her fingers against her nose. "I
don't see why we can't just go ahead and schedul e your Leonardo scans right
now, " she said.

| stared at her, and blinked madly to clear nmy eyes. "You nmean, even though
Teddy is pulling the plug on our projects?"

She shrugged. "The grant noney's been allocated, and is in the |ab's account,



Jane. And the general rule with grant noney is to spend what you have. Because
the government will sure as hell take it back if you don't."

"But Teddy --"

"Don't tell him" Marissa said. "Until he formally withdraws fromthe project,
we have every reason to go on as planned." Her nouth curved in a smile both
sly

and sweet. "We'll expedite your scans and del ay the paperwork notifying the
NSF

of the cancellation. It won't be difficult to do nore of Leona trio, you know,
since we already have the fix on him O " Marissa's smile widened into a
grin

-- "should I say her."

My heart began to beat unconfortably fast. "Can we do the scans right away --
say this week?"

Mari ssa nodded. "Sure. We don't have anything else particularly pressing on

t he

schedule. W could run one tonorrow, if you like." She frowned. "The only
problemis, doing it on the sem-sly, you won't have any historians around as
Wi t nesses ot her than whoever you can scare up at such short notice."

| bit nmy lip. "Yeah. | know. But it will be on film And will be recorded as
digitized data in the computer. Wich should be good enough.” The protoco
hadn't yet been established, so | didn't know if that was true, but it was
certainly better to do the scans short of proper wi tnesses than not at all

"Good," Marissa said. "Then we'll see you tonorrow norning at eight sharp,

r eady

to go." She winked. "And | won't nention a word about it to Teddy."

Deception, deception, deception -- not quite the playful variety that Leonardo
liked to practice. It's no wonder | left Marissa's office both excited and

si ck

to nmy stomach with anxiety.

Leonardo devel oped this idea of a universal "science of painting," that is to
say an understanding which is both alienated and investigative of what there
is

in the world, right up to the furthernost linmt which astounded his
contenporaries. The whole of his creative thought involved an Intellect which
observed froman alienated point of view, which |Iooked with attention. He was,
in other words, a painter who had reached such heights of folly that he could
not possibly have been linmted by painting or art in general and who was,

i ndeed, obliged not to be an artist. Art was not bestowed upon him it was
perceived by insight. Leonardo was the greatest artistic project of the

Renai ssance.

-- L.M Batkin

One of ny notebook files, <GENDI MP>, |abeled "Ramfications for the way we
conceptual i ze gender in history and the wider inplications thereof," shows a
burst of activity at this time. In the space of two days | apparently produced
pages of questions, and several nore of observations that struck nme as

possi bly

pertinent. | wote, for instance, "Shakespeare, Boccaccio, and many others
frequently port rayed fictional women disguising thenselves as nmen. But sel dom
t he converse (though only males, to be sure, played those wonen di sgui sed as
nen



on stage)." And, "Brantome wote: 'It is better that a woman gi ve herself over
to a libidinous desire to do as a man, than that a nman nake hinself

ef fem nate;

whi ch makes himout to be | ess courageous and noble. The wonman, accordingly,
who

thus imtates a man, can have a reputation for being nmore valiant and

cour ageous

than another.'" Al so, "Joan of Arc was punished nore for her transvestism and
assunption of a male role par excellence (i.e., soldiering) than for anything
el se." And another: "According to Mntaigne, a Frenchwonan | eft her hone town,
assuned mal e dress, becanme a weaver and married (a woman). She was found out
and consequently hanged. Montaigne said 'she said she woul d rather endure

[ hanging] than return to the state of a girl.' Her wife was apparently not
puni shed." It seens | began compiling these orts not only because the

revel ation

of gender-di sgui se by Thomas had excited mny inmagination, but to defend the
facts

t hat Teddy had chosen to scorn

| presented myself that next nmorning at the PSD | ab stretched to the limts
even

of the resilient young body | then possessed, from having m ssed two
successi ve

ni ghts of sleep. One's perceptions becone strangely skewed by prol onged

sl eepl essness, and | had, besides, been inbued with a m ssion that involved
maki ng an end run around ny advi sor and | over. A persistent voice in ny head
constantly rem nded ne that when he di scovered Marissa and | had been plotting
behi nd his back he would see it as our having ganged up on him in the
treacherous way that wonmen are conmmonly said by nmen to do (which is how | knew
he would put it). And indeed | did feel treacherous . . . You must understand,
I

had never circunvented authority in that way before. Throughout ny chil dhood
and

adol escence ny style had al ways been head-on confrontation and defiance. Wile
others might sinply do as they like and face the nusic later, | never dreaned
of

doing so, for | knew that for me the doing would thereby be spoil ed. But never
had t he doing been so inportant to me. And though I knew Teddy could ruin ne
professionally if he chose to, one part of nme trusted him-- foolishly,

per haps,

since I knew well how viciously he could turn on peopl e who had di sappoi nted
hi m

But of course deep in ny heart | thought | was different. | thought | was

i mmune, that | was a special case. | believed that for all the roughness in
Teddy' s professional treatment of me, when push came to shove he would fee
protective. Hi s habitual roughness with ne, | reasoned, was sinply his bending
over backwards not to be influenced into "softness" by our relationship.

| had given the lab the dates |1'd selected and told themto run themin

what ever

order they preferred. The first past-scan had been in 1490 (in M1l an), which
had

put Leonardo's age at about 38. It had been difficult to decide where to place
my four new cuts. H s nost productive years, of course, were in niddl e age,

but

since | was nore interested in tracing aspects of his peculiar gender

si tuati on,

| decided to concentrate on his earlier years -- 1456 (at age four), 1466 (at



fourteen), 1476 (at twenty-four) -- and place only one scan in his l|ater

years,

1517 (age sixty-five). | could have no way of guessing when he hit nenopause,
S0

| saw no point in trying, and instead went for a peek into how he was handling
old age (renmenber: in quattrocento Florence forty was considered to be a
"grave"

age), particularly in light of specul ation about his draw ngs depicting the

bi bli cal Fl ood.

On arriving at the lab a few m nutes before eight, | learned that they had
gotten a "fix" on an August norning in 1466. (|l had arbitrarily chosen the

el eventh, on the assunption that it would provide sufficient margin for

m ssi ng

t he Feast of the Assunption, since | wanted to see how Leonardo spent an
ordinary sumer's day in adol escence.) It was strange. The caneras were set
up,

ready to roll, but the |lack of audience (besides nme) gave ne a bad feeling in
the pit of ny stomach. | felt as though | were cheating. The art historians,
when they |l earned they had m ssed a real-tine past-scan of Leonardo, would be
furious, and would probably raise every sort of hell with Teddy, Marissa,

per haps even the NSF (which was paying for all of the historical scans).

| turned on my conputer and pinned the mke to nmy collar (which I could use
since there would be no one to mnd ny speaking al oud). "Ready?" one of the
gr aduat e- st udent physicists on the team asked.

And there he was, Leonardo, a lithe, sweet-faced, barel egged teenager hopping
fromrock to rock, crossing a shallow, fast-noving stream The sun poured down
a

nol t en radi ance that caught the golden lights in the long curly red hair
carelessly tied back with a piece of leather. | regretted that our view of his
surroundi ngs was so limted, but felt so certain he was in the hills above

Vi nci

that | could alnmost snell the olive, cypress and wildflowers | even then
associated with its summers.

Three-quarters of the way across, Leonardo paused, precariously bal anced on
two

teetering rocks, to stare closely at the bank. For a few seconds he reached
behind him to funble at the sack tied to his back, but al nost toppling,
apparently considered better of it and hopped quickly onto the bank

I mpatiently

he pulled the sack off his back and dug into it. Qut came a rectangle of slate
and chal k. For a few minutes he sketched with intense concentration. Tw ce he
put the slate down to | ean over the edge of the bank to refresh his nmenory.

"W m ght be able to get a close-up of the slate off the film" Marissa called
to ne.

The art historians would be interested, but a good | ook at the sketch didn't
much matter to nme. Frankly, | |oved sinmply watching the | ong brown fingers
wi el ding the chal k. | had never seen such physical grace in a teenager.

When he finished, he drew fromthe sack a thin panel of wood with several

hal f -i nch-deep bl ocks spaced al ong the sides. This he tied to the slate,
presunmably to prevent the chalk fromsmearing. Did he have paper at home he
could use? (H s father was, after all, a notary.) O, being short of paper
woul d he eventually just erase it, w thout ever nmaking a hardcopy? Paper had
been expensive, of course. Too expensive, perhaps, for a teenager's sketches?



Leonardo spent the next couple of hours wal king, nore or less uphill. He
paused

often to exam ne | eaves and fl owers and insects, and every now and then woul d
get out a fresh piece of slate to sketch. And when at |ast he came to anot her
(or perhaps the sane) stream he stopped to rest. There he drank with his
cupped

hands froma small rill of foam ng water and ate a |l unch of bread, cheese,
olives and garlic. Afterwards he arranged the sack under his head, stared up
at

the Iine of the hill above him and dropped into sleep

By this time | was wanting a break, too, but | hated to tear nyself away. |
had

this image of Teddy happening into the | ab, discovering our treachery, and
blowing up with rage. And so | wanted to savor every drop while | coul d.

Anyway,
| was afraid |'d m ss Leonardo taking a piss. Though | had no doubt his sex
woul d be the sanme as in the first scan, | wanted another instance for

confirmation.
For Teddy. For other historians. And for the art historians
-- not for nyself.

| got that confirmati on about fifteen minutes |ater, when Leonardo woke from
hi s

nap. He yawned, he stretched, he squinted at the sky above. Lithely he | eaped
to

his feet and bounded back fromthe streaminto a dense stand of olive trees,
where after taking a quick | ook around, he squatted, slipped his culotte-Iike
shorts down around his ankles, and peed.

| chortled loudly. | couldn't help it. The sight tickled nme, and made ny heart
sing. Needing to pee nyself, | called out to Marissa that |1'd be back shortly,
and nmade for the nearest wonen's room Teddy mght rage at nme, Teddy m ght
even

di sown ne. But | would be right.

For the remai nder of that week | avoi ded answering ny phone or setting foot in
the Department of History. Frustrated, Teddy left me a few dozen e-mail

nmessages, to none of which | nade any reply. | knew, of course, it would be
only

a matter of time before he caught up with me, but with all nmy heart, mnd and
soul | wanted that to be later rather than sooner. It wasn't only that |
feared

he'd di scover mny treachery. It would be an apter characterization to say | had
becore i nfatuated, obsessed, had perhaps even fallen in | ove with Leonardo.
Wien

not watching a scan or studying tapes of scans, | imrersed myself in his texts
and in reproductions of his paintings. And all the rest of the tine |I wal ked
about in a daze, inmages of the beautiful Leonardo playing through ny nind.
Wal ki ng through the hot summrer afternoon from Bohr lab to my apartment, |
woul d

se him as though superinmposed on the |ush green grass and rows of maple
['ining

the quiet summer streets, holding his hand still for the butterfly that had
lighted on it. And | felt wapped in one of the nbst extraordinary aspects |
had

di scovered of him the breadth and depth of his solitude, a quality | never



bef ore i magi ned avail able to anyone in those tinmes. (Even nonks were not

al | owned

solitude -- or were rather punished with it, since few people apparently ever
wanted to be solitary in pre-nmdem Wstern Europe.) On reflection | understood
that it had been an essential ingredient for the devel opment of his ravenous
interest in and thoughtful ness about the world around him Yet it charmed ne,
for it seemed an al nost magical feat for himto have achieved -- being left
alone with his thoughts, to look at his world and to think about it.

I loved him | think, for that alone. The rest -- his acuity and tenderness
and

extraordi nary sensitivity -- were the whi pped cream on the chocol ate. And as
t hough his approach to the world were contagious, | began to see the world
around ne differently, too. And his paintings -- oh, | wondered, how could
have m ssed so nuch? That he had painted the young Virgin Mary, receiving the
annunci ation fromthe angel, reading froman el ephant folio, noved ne deeply.
I

knew t hat a depiction of Mary readi ng was comonpl ace i n Renai ssance

i conogr aphy, but his Mary seened not only literate, but scholarly, perhaps
because he depicted her seated before such nonstrously huge pages and | could
recall only octavo prayer books, mssals, hours and the like, in other

Renai ssance paintings. | needed to talk to an art historian about it, | knew.
But that | put off, too -- not wanting yet to share my |ove with any other.

Teddy caught up with nme the Friday night after the Monday on whi ch we had
first

wat ched Thormas Aqui nas wash his bl oody menstrual rags. | found himsitting on
ny

back porch, snoking nicotine. | had never seen himsnmoke before, and though
after sex he often said he wished he could have a cigarette, |1'd never taken
in

the idea. | concentrated on it now as though it could distract me fromthe

trenbling in ny knees, pitching in nmy stonmach and heat in ny face.

"Well, Ms. Pendler," he grated. | hesitated at the bottom of the steps,
reluctant to nount them and put nyself within range of his touch. "So you
didn't

| eave town or have a fatal accident. It's been four fucking days that 1've
been

trying to reach you, Jane. Do you have any conception of how worried |'ve
been?"

"I"'msorry," | said in near abjection (relieved that he apparently hadn't yet
| earned the worst). "But |'ve been busy. And upset," | added -- thereby
triggering a whining, defensive spiel: "I nmean, nmy whole life's been turned
upsi de down. You're making me give up nmy project, |I've lost ny sumer

enpl oyment, and now | have to figure out what the hell to do for a

di ssertation

topic!" Considering how guilty I felt, this thinly disguised expression of
anger

was probably the best | coul d have done.

He, of course, nissed the anger and saw only self-pity. "Conme on, Pendl er

gr ow

up," he said. "You're a big girl." (H s making that particular statenment could
only remind ne of the degrading things he often said to me during sex, since
it

was an expression he liked to use, presumably to justify the "adult" things he
was saying to ne. | have no idea whether he consciously made the connection in
his own nmind when he used these particular words to nme that night, but surely



nmust have done so unconsciously.) "You' ve got to learn to roll with the
punches," he said. "That's part of being a scholar. Al this is really no

di fferent from being scooped, which is sonething that happens to the best of
us." He ground out his cigarette on the cenent and heaved hinself to his feet.
"Anyway, if you were upset you should have been talking to me instead of
broodi ng yourself into hysteria." And though he was standing on ny back porch
in broad twilight, he opened his arnms and said, "So come here, poor baby, and
get yourself a hug."

| hated it when he talked to me like that. O all things | wanted to tell him
to

get off my porch and | eave ne alone. But | couldn't. Not at that point. | had
al ways been careful about the timng on every occasion | had attenpted to

br eak

with him (Not that he'd ever been careful in his. One of the times he'd done
it

had been at the end of a termduring ny first year in graduate school when
was

still being required to wite exam nations.) If | broke with himnow, | knew
it

woul d be unquestionably disastrous for my career when he di scovered ny
treachery. | suppose | hoped he'd be nore . . . generous if we were stil
"together” at the tine. And so | muzzled ny resentnent and mounted the stairs
and pulled himinside for a nore private enbrace.

Which led to bed (even though we'd al ready made our usual quota of once a

week) ,
and thence to frustration on ny part, since though | invariably got wildly
excited, | always failed to achieve orgasmw th him (except for one odd,

nmenor abl e occasi on when Teddy all owed hinself to | oosen up to the point of
droppi ng his constant, excessive self-consciousness). Which always left nme in
a

grouchy, bitchy nood afterwards. \Which began to be the case that night, even
t hough | had been enraptured by Leonardo for hours before.

| didn't stay grouchy, though, since before Teddy |left he got a call that
changed everything (or so | thought then). As usual when he answered his

personal phone, | left the room (this time for the bathroom to nop nyself up
and relieve ny bladder). When the call went on and on, | began to consider
taking a shower -- until Teddy suddenly appeared in the doorway and announced
dramatically: "Judith Lauer, if you can believe it, has deci ded she wants a
pi ece of the action." His face twisted into a sneer. "I should have guessed

t he

fem nists would be onto this thing like flies on a horse turd. It seens she's
jetting in for the weekend, to get a | ook at the Thomas Aqui nas tape. And
maybe

to apply for an NSF grant herself.

Teddy crossed his arns over his chest and

| eaned hi s head back agai nst the doorfranme. "Imagi ne, she wants to do a scan
or

two in Thomas's childhood."” His voice fairly oozed venonpbus sarcasm " Medi eval
history, she clainms, will never be the sane." He closed his eyes and si ghed.

"I't's obvious what she's up to. Gven her efforts to nove heaven and earth to
change the periodization of European history to reflect gender issues, she's
probably hoping these scans will finally achieve the inpossible.”

| had adm red and been excited by Judith Lauer's work since the time I'd first
read an article of hers in Speculum And | would have | oved to have studied
with

her -- only by the tine | read that first article |I had already nade ny bed
(so



to speak), and so was stuck with Teddy. How I'd raved to Teddy -- only to be
nmet

wi th a scathing denunciation of the Lauer Thesis. "Hi story is not a series of
epi phenomena, " he had lectured ne. "Christ! The next thing I know you'll be
claim ng that Toynbee and Spengler were legitimate historians!" And so I'd

nut ed

my admiration, and nore or |ess secretly devoured every piece of work by Lauer
I

could lay ny hands on

| foll owed Teddy back into the bedroom Should | ask himto introduce ne? But

no. I'd only have to hang around the lab all day reviewi ng tapes and I'd be
bound to nmeet her. And if by a stroke of luck that shoul d happen w t hout
Teddy' s

being present, | could introduce nyself, and tell her how nuch | admred her
work . . . Only . . . no. That would be silly. | didn't want to cone off as a
gushing Judith Lauer groupie. | was a scholar nyself (or attenpting to be
one) .

Teddy pl opped hinmsel f down on the edge of the bed. "I pointed out to her, of

course, that without sound there's little concrete data that can be gotten
from

the tape, and that the shot is always narrowWy centered on the figure being
tracked. But that didn't raze her in the slightest; she just started babbling
about birth scenes and body | anguage."” Teddy sighed. | couldn't help thinking
of

how he' d di sm ssed such negative aspects in his essays defending the PSD, and
had insisted it wouldn't necessarily nake history nore biographically

det er m ned

than it already was.

| pulled on an oversized tee-shirt and sat cross-legged on the foot of the
bed.

"Maybe this is a sign that you should stick with the PSD," | said. "Though the
Lauer Thesis isn't exactly popular, no one calls Judith Lauer a crackpot."
Hardly -- given that she had recently been appoi nted head of Berkeley's

Medi eval

Studies Institute.

Teddy frowned at ne. "That Judith Lauer thinks God's just sent her a persona
nmessage of confirmation doesn't change a thing. | would be serving you very
poorly if I let you go on with your project. So ny advice is to ignore Judith
Lauer. Conprenez-vous?"

I got up fromthe bed. "Wuld you like a glass of wine or juice?" Teddy's
"advi ce" was always neant to be read as a command. Past conflict had nade that
cl ear enough.

Teddy shook his head. "I have to be getting hone," he said -- then shot ne
anot her frown. "For some reason |'mgetting the feeling that you're not
listening to ne, Jane."

By now !l was in such a high state of mixed irritation and excitenent that I

al nost said "Trust ne," the way he was probably about to do. "I always |isten
to
you, Teddy," | instead sought to soothe him "I could probably recite back to

you nore of your speech verbatimthan anyone el se you know. " Which was no
exagger ati on.

Teddy wasn't soot hed, though. Wile | would never call himsensitive, he was



certainly always acute. He probably sensed the difference in nme, and sonewhere
deep in his unconscious had tunbl ed to ny unaccustomed nmani pul ati on of him

Al of which led to another night of insomia -- which | spent, of course,
absorbed in Leonardo. Though Teddy, of course, later accused nme of plotting to
| eave himfor her fromthe second I heard she would be visiting, | don't
bel i eve

| did. You see, | hoped that Teddy, on discovering ny fait acconpli, would
cone

around. It was the scan of Thomas that bothered him not that of Leonardo.
didn't believe it would be all or nothing vis-a-vis the scan, and | trusted
hi m

to do the right thing, even if it took hima while to see what it was.

Hope springs eternal, you mght say.

As | | ook back down the decades, though |I have |ong since forgiven nyself for
t he poorness of mny judgnment in having enbarked on (and re-enbarked on I can't
renmenmber how nmany tinmes) a sexual liaison with Teddy Warner, | amstil

chagrined to think of nmy failure to read Trouble within nmonents of neeting
Judith Lauer. When she strode into the departnental office toting only an
attache case, | just knew fromthe tall, confident way she carried her
short-in-inches body that I was |ooking at the historian | so admired. She
tossed a smile at the graduate students clustered around the coffee-naker
(naturally the only other people around, it being Saturday) and sail ed
strai ght

on in, making a beeline for Teddy. Since their fields did not overlap, they
had

met only a few tinmes at pre-nodern French (or nore generally European)
conferences. But she greeted himas though they were ol d acquai nt ances.
"Hel | o,

Teddy, how s it going," she said as she briskly pumped his hand.

"Hello, Judith," Teddy said in his usual robust manner (no doubt doing his
best

to break a bone or three in her hand during the shake). "I'd like you to neet
| ane Pendler. She's in Early Mddern, at the dissertation stage. Until this
recent fiasco with Thomas, she was working on Leonardo."

Judith flashed me a ook of interest. "Really? Lucky, lucky you!" And she
punped

nmy hand, too. | sent Teddy a sidelong | ook and said somethi ng about how gl ad
was to nmeet her. Judith quickly returned her sniling attention back to Teddy.
"l

don't believe we've net since the Conference on Sexuality in Pre-nodern

Eur ope,

Teddy. You know, the one in Toronto where Joyce Nestor dunped a pitcher of
cream

over you after you finished your abom nably m sogyni st presentation.” Judith
nudged her el bow into Teddy's hip, and her grin broadened. "Lord, | can stil
renenber the | ook on your face as the creamworked its way out of your hair
and

down into your beard."

Teddy chuckl ed. (Wiich is why | assuned he didn't mind her trotting out the
old

story -- one | hadn't heard before.) "Joyce Nestor always was a spiteful
little

bitch," he said. And his grin matched Judith's.



"But what |'ve since learned is that there's apparently a tradition of dousing
m sogyni st speakers with cream"” Judith said. "I gather the first time it was
done to Edward Shorter, back in the 1970's, in the bad ol d days when wonen

hi stori ans were expected to listen graciously to whatever crap their male

col | eagues might care to shovel."[2]

Teddy burst into raucous |aughter (naturally drawing the attention of the
graduat e students, who'd probably been listening to every word Lauer had

spoken
anyway). "Count on you to invent an historical tradition to back your pet
anecdotes," he said. "lI'msurprised you haven't worked the incident into the

Lauer Thesis yet."
Judith wi nked at ne. "Ch but how do you know | haven't?"

"Well meeting you again has been utterly delightful, but I'mafraid | have a
prior obligation, Judith. I'"'msure you won't nmind if Jane does the honors?"
Teddy | ooked at nme. "You have time to show Judith the lab, don't you?"

| was thrilled. |I assuned that because of his snit about Thomas Aqui nas Teddy
simply didn't want to have any nore to do with the lab (and, too, | knew he
generally disliked Judith for being both fem nist and successful), so | found
nothing odd in his dunping the job on me. "I'd love to," | told the object of
ny

admiration -- and was startled at how quickly Teddy raced out of the

of fice--w thout either saying goodbye or nmentioning lunch to Judith (which
didn't realize until later).

As we wal ked the three-quarters of a mle to the Science Canpus, Judith

sket ched

out possible scenarios for explaining the incidence of "gender-disguise" in
pre-nmodern Europe. "In the first place," she said, "there are a surprising
nunber of infants born with problematically anbi guous genitals. Nowadays in
such

cases, if the infant has anything resenbling a penis, they make surgical and
hormonal corrections to create or confirmmale sexuality. Now, though they
obviously didn't use corrective surgery and hornonal therapy in preindustrial
Europe, |'ve no doubt if they thought they saw a penis they declared the child
mal e, since nothing could be nore inportant socially and economcally. In sone
cases, however, the 'true' sex of the child doesn't beconme apparent unti

adol escence. Nowadays, of course, these things are caught at birth through DNA
tests. But even as late as the nineteenth century there were cases of

adol escents being told to choose which sex they felt was their true sex -- and
then to adopt the appropriate behavior for that sex and stick to it. Herculine
Barbin was only the nost fanous of such cases, and that because she left an
aut obi ography that Foucault chose to showcase." Judith scrunched up her nose.
"Jesus! Am| snelling what | think I'msnelling?"

"I't's manure,"” | informed her. "The University has a nunber of experinental
projects, including work on UV-tol erant strains of corn.”

"Great. And that's where they've put this project? In some corn field?"
poi nted past the Architecture Building. "About half a mle south of here. It's
not only the PSD project that's sited there, but the entire Science Campus."

Judith resuned: "So that's one way in which Thomas and Leonardo could quite
i nnocently have been identified as male, and then turned out to be fenale."

"And then there's deliberate subterfuge by the parents,” | remarked. "That's a
possibility, too."



Judi th nodded. "Yes. In both cases -- both were born to Italian fanmilies with
hi gh social expectations -- it would have been of paranmpunt inportance to
produce boy children. Thomas's famly had very specific, anbitious plans for
him fromearly chil dhood. They even | ocked himup for a year when he insisted

on joining the Dom ni cans. But he prevail ed, and Poor went his brilliant
eccl esi astical career. But he was stubborn . . ." According to ny journal, at
this point Judith frowned, and halted us dead in our tracks. "Ch what |I'd give
to hear their argument with him-- since they had a lot to | ose by the

revel ation that he was fermale --if indeed they had connived to pass himoff as
mal e.”

"But there's no sound with the PSD," | said.

W resumed wal king. "No. O course not." She shot a smile at me. "But we can
get

a look at his birth, aml right?"

It was a brilliant idea -- and one | hadn't thought of. |I But then it had
never

occurred to ne that Leonardo's genitals m ght have been anbi guous at birth,
and

thus led to a mstake in sex identification.) If only I hadn't already had the

scan of himdone at four years of age! | had only one left, which | intended
for

one of the last years of his life. "I don't see why not," | replied to
Judith's

qguestion (uncertain whether it was nmeant rhetorically). "If, that is, you have

t he exact day."

Judith groaned. "Dam! How can | be certain? Can't | just ask themto track
back

to the first appearance of the DNA?"

"I don't know," | said. "Whuldn't there be DNA as soon as the enbryo is

for med?"

Judith gasped. "I've just realized! Though nost saints' bodi es have been so

pl undered for relics you usually can't tell rmuch fromthe bones, conpleteness
of

the skeleton is irrelevant for getting good DNA sanpl es. Has anyone done a
proper analysis of the DNA itself? To confirmthe sex?"

How my heart raced! Surely, | thought, not even Teddy could di spute an

anal ysi s

of Thomas's and Leonardo's chronosones! Alas, it was at this point, agog with
(shared) excitenent, that ! made a prize fool of nyself. Though I'd fantasized
swearing Judith Lauer to secrecy and telling her about ny covert scans of
Leonardo, | hadn't seriously considered doing it. But her idea of checking the
DNA for sex went to my head |ike wine on an enpty stomach.

El ated -- no, ecstatic -- at the prospect of obtaining definitive proof even
Teddy couldn't refuse, | effusively blabbed to Judith as easily as | routinely
bared my secrets to Lydia.

"Well," she said when | finished, "that's fascinating. But to have done the

scans secretly -- surely that was a nistake. Think of all the people who will
have wanted to have been present! Scans aren't cheap, are they." She sighed.
"l

suppose |'Il have to be satisfied, nyself, to | ook at your tapes of themunti



I
can get a grant of ny own."

"But it was the only way | could have done them" | said defensively. "Teddy
is

pulling the plug on the project. The grant is in his name. The lab only did it
because the noney for the scans was already in the account and they were able
to

del ay the paperwork canceling the project.”

Judith Lauer's eyebrows shot high into her forehead. "I see. Well. | take it
you'll be swi tching advisors."

My elation vanished. It was |ike being fantastically drunk for three or four

m nutes and then getting walloped with the world' s worst hangover and total
utter depression. "I don't know, " | said. "Teddy's the only Early Mbdem person
in the departnent."”

She shook her head. "I don't know Teddy Warner very well nyself. But | wish
you
luck in nollifying him™

"Well," | said, "maybe when the DNA's been typed for sex .
Judi th shrugged. "Perhaps. But | wouldn't count on it."

"Maybe | could find a woman to work with." (Thinking, of course, of Judith
Lauer
hersel f. Foolish, foolish girl.)

Judith raised her eyebrows. "Change departnments at the dissertation stage? And
froma departnment |ike yours, Teddy Warner or no?" Her question dismssed it
even as a possibility. Her eyes narrowed in quick sidelong scrutiny. "Unless
you' ve by any chance got an lvy League background to start with?"

Hah. | m serably shook ny head.

"But listen, to get back to Thomas Aquinas,"” Judith said briskly. "Have you
consi dered the inplications for our understanding of his philosophy of the

hol ormor phi ¢ composition of the human bei ng? Everyone always attributed his

i nsi stence that the soul and body are one being to his having been strongly

i nfluenced by Aristotle. But consider -- he wote four biographies of saints,
t hree of whom were wonen, and to all four of whomwere attributed a variety of
somatic mracles. Thomas Aquinas was the original antidualist! | tell you,
despite all that shit about wonmen as passive reproductive agents that he
spout ed

just like everyone el se of his day, Thomas's attitude toward the body was new
and different." Her |augh was exultant. "And to think that all along it was
probably because he was ferale!"

Bohr Annex | ooned before us. "The lab is in here," |I said, barely managing to
keep ny eyes dry and ny voice steady. | opened the door and held it for Judith
Lauer to pass. As we stopped briefly at the security desk to pick up a
visitor's

badge for Judith, | realized ny days of access to the | ab were nunbered, and
that it would probably be wise to get copies of the tapes | wanted while
could. | knew Judith Lauer was right about Teddy. DNA verification or no, he

woul d want nothing to do with the PSD, not even a student working on tapes of
its scans. The thought was cold, and hard, and heavy in ny belly. For the
first



time | could remenber, | went down the steps into the second basenent without
the faintest trace of joy in my heart.

Teddy, | knew, would w n.

I lived the next week and a half as though on borrowed tinme. | was obliged to
suffer through Teddy's "debriefing" ne on Judith Lauer's visit to the |ab, but
once | finished the last scan | left a note saying | would be out of town, and
then holed up in Lydia's spare room | continued to check my e-mail, of

cour se,

expecting each tine | logged on to find a scathing denunciation of ny
treachery

in my message queue. Runors fromthe |ab would naturally leak, | thought. O
since Judith Lauer had likely gossiped, word would work its way back to Teddy.
It was only, | kept warning myself, a matter of tine.

| broke cover on receiving e-mail from Ben Levine suggesting that | see him
about two possibilities for enploynent. | went into campus full of

trepi dati on,

yet hoping that, it being an early Thursday norning of the week before the

summer session was due to begin, | wouldn't run into Teddy. Ben greeted ne
with

his usual shy smile and seated nme in his vinyl armchair. He'd found a sumer
gradi ng assignment for ne, he said; and -- best of all -- he told ne that if |

want ed a teaching assistantship, he'd be pleased to have nme back on his
Western

Cv teamin the Fall. (It seened an openi ng had been created by a third year
student choosing to | eave for a nonacademic job). And then he opined that it
was

a "damed shame" ny project had been canceled. If the government all owed scans
to be run in his period, he said, he would certainly not hesitate to use them
Peopl e generally think of econom c historians as hard. edged and no-nonsense,
and certainly that was the inpression one would get reading Ben Levine's
nmonogr aphs on postnodern France. In fact, Ben was a romantic, with deeply
nostal gic feelings about traditional French culture. And so | wasn't surprised
when he began daydream ng aloud (as he often did when it was just the two of
us

tal king) about all the little nysteries he'd enjoy resolving with scans, and
about how interesting it would be to get a look at life before the various

net wor ks had been established, and so on, if only they could be done so cl ose
to

t he present.

W nust have been having too good a tine with our specul ati ons. Suddenly, |ike
a

cold front swept down fromthe Arctic, Teddy appeared in Ben's doorway.

"Jane, "

he drawmed as if it were two syllables -- and a declaration of proprietorshinp.
"I had no idea you were back in town." He nodded coolly at Ben

My face creaked and stretched into a stiff facsimle of a smle. The cold
fingers of anxiety creeping over the back of my neck made nme shiver in spite
of

the m d-June heat. And when | took a good | ook at Teddy, and saw that he not
only had acquired a brash cut since I'd |last seen himbut had shaved his beard
and nustache as well, ny anxiety shoved nme nearly into permafrost. He | ooked
like a stranger; only his voice and posture were fanmiliar. Since Teddy
stressed

in both his lectures and his own research that every aspect of one's

appear ance



and behavior signified, | couldn't help but think it must have to do with the
PSD i nbroglio -- and with nmy (and Marissa's) treachery. "l just got in this
nmorning," | said feebly. "Ben's found ne sone enpl oynent."

Teddy smiled tightly. "That's marvel ous, sinply marvel ous, Jane. \Wen you
finish
here, cone on down to the office, will you?"

Ben didn't keep ne long since | wasn't rmuch good for shooting even the mil dest
breeze after that. My hands were cold and sweaty and ny knees shaki ng
violently

when | stepped into the corridor. Coward | m ght be, but | knew the showdown
had

to come, and that prolonging it would keep me from working and sl eeping, and
woul d royally trash my body. So after a quick duck into the wonen's room |
mar ched ny bod down the corridor -- long, dim echo-prone -- listening to the
shuffle of ny sandals on the ancient |inoleum eyes focused balefully on the
rectangle of light flowi ng out of Teddy's office onto the dark corridor floor
wondering what | was going to say when he told me he knew what |1'd been up to.

Poi sed on his threshold, |I flashed back to how tense and intimdated | had
been

the first few dozen tines |1'd visited himin his office. Qther graduate
students

taking his courses or teaching for himgenerally indul ged extrene gall ows
hunor

before such visits, to try to defuse the generalized sense of dread he

i nspired
in nmost of us. It had been a long time since I'd felt that afraid of Teddy.
"Knock, knock," | said, miserably panning ny eyes over the ness of papers and

books on his desk

"Well, Pendler?" H's voice was a |low grow . "And just what do you have to say
for yoursel f? Hmm®? CGot a good defense lined up, have you?"

In the quick-mounting silence | |ooked everywhere but at him

Teddy heaved a great, weary sigh. "You could at |east do ne the courtesy of
letting me know when you're leaving town -- and giving me sone idea of when
you' re expecting to return," he said.

| snatched a quick ook at his face. Could that be what he was pissed at ne
for?
My ears buzzed and ny vision dimed. For a few cold and sweaty seconds

t hought

| was going to pass out. O course, | told nyself, it still could be that he
knows, but is setting me up . . . But no, | knew Teddy. Though he usually

pl ayed

his hand adroitly and astutely enough in departnmental politics, he' d have no
reason to take so nuch trouble to get me. Wiy bot her when it would make him
f eel

better sinmply to stonmp nme?

While | stood there dithering, Teddy got up and did the nearly unthinkable. He

cane around his desk, closed the door -- notw thstanding the presence of half
a

dozen col |l eagues up the corridor as likely as not to notice -- and cl anpi ng
hi s

arnms around ne, fastened his lips to mne. "God, Jane, | mssed you," he said

hoarsely into nmy ear. "Why the hell didn't you give nme some notice? Unless --



"Teddy drew a little away to | ook at me -- "but hey, | haven't got conpetition
to contend with -- or do I?"

Just Leonardo, | wished |I could say. | disengaged nyself. | rubbed ny cheeks
and

chin. It had been a long time since anyone had given ne beard-burn. "You know
we

shoul dn't have the door closed," | said softly as | pulled it open again.

Teddy mmed tearing at his hair, but sank meekly into the vinyl chair set at a
right angle to the vinyl couch [which was ny place, of course]. The situation
was intolerable. It had been bad enough to have been deceiving the entire
department by carrying on sexually with Teddy, but to find myself deceiving
hi m

too, was suddenly more than | coul d stonach.

Gimy | dunped nmy book bag on the section of the couch closest to Teddy and
seated myself on the other side of it. "Ben Levine and | were just talking
about

the PSD," | said.

Teddy rolled his eyes and shook his head at ny apparent idiocy. "Come on

| ady,

give me a break. Let's just drop the subject -- for good --and everybody will
be

happy. Al right?"

"But really, Teddy," | said. "He says that though it does seemto be quite a
| arge coi nci dence that both Leonardo and Thomas were shown to be female, it
doesn't shake his confidence in the PSD. In fact he says he's been w shing he
could do scans apropos his own research.”

"My good friend Ben Levine is an admrably conpetent postnodern Europeanist,"”
Teddy said evenly. "But when it comes to preindustrial Europe, the man don't
know shit."

"What does that have to do with it?" | said. | drew a deep breath. "Wat, do
you

thi nk that maybe Ben doesn't fully appreciate just how brilliant Thonas

Aqui nas

was? And that if he did, he'd realize that it's totally inpossible he could
not

only have | acked testicles, but been a nenstruating freak otherwi se known by
t he

desi gnation femal e?"

Teddy' s eyes snoldered. | hal f-expected snoke to start pouring out of his
ears.

"Jane, you don't know what you're tal king about. And you're getting shrill.
I'd

just chill out on this if | were you."

So. | had now officially beconme shrill. And ignorantly garrulous. |'ve always
hat ed those kinds of arguments, and tried to avoid them You never really
coul d

win them But this was nmy work, ny future, ny passion on the line. | had to at
least try. | folded ny hands and stared down at themfor a few seconds, then

| ooked back at Teddy and said as calmy as | could, "Come on, Teddy. This
isn't

a dictatorship here. And nothing has ever been so inportant to ne as ny



di ssertation project. Yet you make your fiat and tell me we can't even discuss
it. Wiy, Teddy? Why can't we discuss it?"

Did | expect himto tell ne the subject upset hinf
Teddy pulled his tense, trenmbling lips into a sad senbl ance of a snile
"Come on, Jane. | shouldn't have to tell you the answer to that."

Al ways, since the time we'd first screwed, he'd expected ne to read his mnd
as

an attribute of what he called ne at such tinmes as he was feeling warm and
fuzzy

toward me -- "a good woman." | tried another tack: "Wat about the others'.
You

know, the clones. Did you discuss it with thenf"

H s eyes narrowed. "Really, Jane, your jeal ousy of them has always been
absurd.
They and everybody el se know you're ny best student.”

A low blow, since | called Teddy's PSD groupies that nostly to amuse him "Did
you?" | said. "Talk to them about it?"

He shook his head. "There was no need. They understood perfectly ny mnistrust
of

the scans.” His lips pursed. "Mark and Cyrus say they'll be considering a
transfer, once they have time to get their bearings. Jake --" Teddy's upper
lip

cuffed, disdainful as ever about his |east-favorite student--"says he's not
sure
what he wants to do."

So he was losing his disciples. But it nade sense. They hadn't started their
di ssertation projects yet, and weren't even past prelims. Their investment in
the PSD had been nminimal. (I ignored the little voice in ny head preaching at
ne

to confort himfor the loss of all his male students.) "I keep wonderi ng,
Teddy," | said very softly, "what it was about Thomas Aqui nas's
gender - di sgui se

t hat convinced you the PSD was a fake. | nean, it was all right with Leonardo.

Why draw the line at Thomas?" And | thought of his current piece in the New
Yor k

Revi ew of Books noting how | avi shly Leonardo squandered his tine, how

i ndeci si ve

he'd often been in his creative ventures, how willing he had been to devote
hinself to Sforza theatricals and dances, how sel dom he fini shed any of his
projects, and speculating on the possibility that the strain of maintaining
hi s

gender - di sgui se had dimnished the fulfillnent of his apparent artistic and
scientific potential. If |I asked him | knew he'd say now t hat not hing
Leonar do

had fini shed could ever be conparable to Thomas's Summa Theol ogi ca.

He shook his head. "As |'ve said again and again, once was possible, tw ce
pr epost erous. "

"And if we'd done Thomas first? Wuld you have accepted it then.*"

"Jesus, Jane! Just what the fuck are you trying to say? That |'m a mi sogyni st



jerk?"
"The governnment doesn't think there's anything wong with the PSD," | said.
"Then the governnent is inbecilic!"

"And Marissa?" | said, thinking of the conversations |I'd had with Lydia about
Teddy's pre-Thomas attitudes toward Marissa's role in the project. "She's |ike
a

pl unber,
al l

the sane. The nat hematici an who dreanmed up the theory is the one who should be
getting the credit. Mrissa just applied his ideas." Though Teddy had been

pr oud

of the significance of Marissa's role in the project, he'd never taken it as a
sign of a particularly gifted m nd. "Technol ogi sts are |ike bureaucrats,"” he
had

said another time. "For themresearch is sinply a matter of standing the
grind."

he had once said to nme. "A master plunber, granted. But a pl unber

"Marissa is obviously mstaken," Teddy said, as if that were the end of it.
" And
now, why don't we change the subject. Maybe go for coffee?"

"I don't believe Marissa is mstaken," | said. "She's got a first class mnd
Teddy. All her critical faculties are intact. If she had thought there was the
faintest possibility of error, she would have | et me know before taking ne

t hrough the rest of ny Leonardo scans."

"Marissa is conmpetent, but not infallible,’
ny

words registered. He stared hard at me. "Did you just say what | thought you
di d?"

Teddy said -- and then gasped as

| drew a deep breath. "Yes, Teddy, | did. Marissa ran the scans for ne that
sane

week we did Thomas. So that we'd get themin under the grant, before it was
cancel ed. "

"You fool," he said.

"I had to do it. Because | have to do the project.”

"And 1'ma fool," he added. "Having been utterly and thoroughly mnisled by
someone | thought | could trust, sonmeone who | thought cared about nme. And al
the whil e you' re sneaking around behind ny back, plotting with my wife." H's
face had darkened to about the shade of a ripe plum under the harsh

fl uorescent

lighting | could see what his beard had previously conceal ed -- the ol dness of
his neck and jaw, the prissy thinness of his nouth. "I suppose you flattered
her

and told her it didn't nmatter what | thought. And she, of course, was only too
delighted to help you, just to spite me. The bitch." Tears stood in his eyes.
"Both of you," he said hoarsely. "Bitches."

I withed with the guilt scorching ny face. Wiy did such argunments al ways have
to get so personal ? I wonder now, would Teddy have made the sanme judgnent

about

one of the clones, if he had done it? Perhaps, but | doubt it. He probably
woul d



have gotten furious, but would also have felt grudging respect for the balls
it

showed, and maybe even have allowed himto get away with it. Men |ike Teddy
wer e

al ways quick to claimthat wonen made everything personal. Yet at the sane
tinme

they applied the rule to keep one's professional life conpartmentalized only
to
worren. (After all, the rule that wonen had to take any amount of "teasing" and

"hurmor" fromtheir coll eagues as "good sports" obviously didn't apply to men.
Teddy, faced with Lauer's "hunor" and "joking" at his expense, had been
furious.

Though | nyself had thought it egregiously obnoxious of her to tease himjust
seconds after shaking his hand, in retrospect | inagine she did so to pre-enpt
an equivalent strike fromhim) Not, of course, that | saw his reaction as
unduly "personal" while | was sitting there groping for sone way to explain
--or

rat her excuse -- ny treachery. | had not only deceived him | kept thinking, |
had failed him (Only much, much later did it occur to me to wonder if it
hadn' t

been he who had failed nme.) "Not to spite you," | said quickly, sorrowfully. |
had to blink back tears that sprang to nmy eyes in synpathy with his. "It's
j ust

so inportant to me, Teddy. And Marissa believes in the PSD, and saw how

i mportant ny project is to nme, and thought there was no reason | shouldn't be
allowed to run the scans that had already been officially approved. |I'msure
she

didn't do it to hurt you, any nore than | did!"

"Judith Lauer's already enough of a crackpot that it doesn't matter if she
gets
herself tarred with fakery,
way
I"'mletting a crackpot dissertation pass. Capisce?"

Teddy grated. "But understand this: there's no

"And if she does prove that Thomas Aquinas's DNA is femal e?"

"After so many centuries the body could be anybody's," he said wearily. "And
there's always a fifty-fifty chance it's female. So DNA typi ng woul d prove
zilch, Pendler."”

A sudden spurt of anger came to ny rescue. It was the same old thing, |

t hought .

He woul dn't even listen. How horribly, intolerably unfair of him even if he
was

upset. And irrational -- since, | believed, if he'd only discuss it in a
reasonabl e way he'd have no choice but to see that there was nothing to be
upset

about (apart from ny havi ng sneaked around behind his back). But there was no
reasoning with him | grabbed my book bag and stood up. "Not nany peopl e think
Judith Lauer is a crackpot," | said. "Some people even think she's brilliant."
That was bel ow the belt, of course, but his declaration that he wouldn't allow
nmy dissertation to pass was bounci ng about in my head, bruising, abrading,
inflam ng ne, making ne want to strike out blindly, and knowi ng the one sure
thing he couldn't stand was listening to others taking Judith Lauer seriously.

Teddy sprang to his feet. "Got a crush on her, Jane? Then transfer to

Ber kel ey,

why don't you. Anyone who works with me has got to do what it takes to wite a
first-class thesis. You want to come in here and tal k about possibilities for



a
new topic, fine. Just pick up the phone and we can arrange it. O herw se, |
don't want to see your face around here until you' ve cone to your senses!"”

| backed out of his office quickly, aware that the entire corridor nust have
heard his | ast sentence, and intimdated by the fists he held tightly to his
sides. Not that | thought he would hit me. Rather, | didn't want to
precipitate

an expl osi on (which, apart fromeverything else, would be likely to reveal our
sexual intimcy to whoever happened to be around). And so, shaking | beat it
out

of there, out of the building, off campus, and back home, gradually becomn ng
aware that 1'd lost ny parent-bird, ny parent-nest, ny parent-protector, that
I

was on my own, forced to find ny own worns, build nmy own nest, fight off al

t hreateni ng predators nyself. Did | hope Teddy woul d come around? Yes, | did.
Did I hope that when I'd done ny study of Leonardo he'd say |1'd gotten it so
right that it couldn't have been any other way? O course. Did | hope that
Teddy

woul d not view nme as his eneny? Certainly.

Teddy didn't come around, he rejected ny dissertation (on the grounds that it
was "unduly specul ative"), and when | didn't come crawl i ng back beggi ng for
forgi veness and a second chance to do it his way, | found nyself on his
eneni es

list, right up there with Judith Lauer |and probably Marissa, from whom he was
divorced all of five years later). For a long time it seemed he had beaten ne
(if not Judith Lauer).

But though | was never awarded a Ph.D. or held a conventional position at one
of

the top departnents in the country, Basic Books published in both print and
cyber editions A Life as a Wrk of Art: Leonardo da Vinci and Gender-Di sgui se,
a

nmonogr aph based on ny di ssertation work. Moreover, the PSD has becone an
entirely respectable tool, for primarily what in Teddy's day were considered
t he

"fringe" areas of history --wonmen's history, African history, Native American
history, other ethnic histories -- besides the nore mai nstream dance history
and

art history. Perhaps nost galling for Teddy was that Judith Lauer's work on
Thomas Aqui nas not only won a great deal of respect and acclaim but prepared
the ground for an all-out assault on the periodization scheme of European

hi story, as she had | ong been advocating. And finally, though access to

physi cal

remains in Europe quickly came to be restricted, a sufficient nunber of cases
of

gender - di sgui se have been brought to light (in perhaps as high as eight

per cent

of all pre-nodern European scans done to date, including the noteworthy case
of

anot her promi nent nedi eval phil osopher, Jean Buridan) to force a serious
reeval uati on of such interesting problens as the relation of sex to gender

t he

guestion of gender and genius, and the devel opnment of a very sophisticated
noti on of how gender is constructed in particular social and politica

cont ext s.

Such cases have, by suggesting a correlation between the frequency of
gender - di sgui se and the constriction and peril nornmally assigned to wonen in a
given time and pl ace, underscored what we have | ong known about wonen's status



in European history -- nanely, that their situation steadily worsened with the
Renai ssance and Reformation (notable for the capital punishnent of a mllion
worren for "witchcraft" and heresy), into the Enlightennent, right up to the

m d-19th century (at which tine historians variously erased and ignored
docunentation of the daily work, responsibility and achi evenents of nedieval
worren because their received i deas about gender rendered the evidence

i ncredible).

I am pl eased, Elena, that you have, as a tentative secondary thesis in your
study, posited a relationship between attitudes toward wonen w thin the

subj ect

of history on the one hand, and toward the wonen who wite history on the

ot her.

I have long believed that Lauer's work on Thomas Aqui nas made it for the first
ti me appear reasonable for wonmen historians to put forward very bold origina
theories wi thout being either ignored or disnissed as crazy. Historians |like
Mary Ritter Beard, Eileen Power, Natalie Davis and Christiane Kl apisch-Zuber
who each stood out as exceptions that proved the only-nal es-excel rule,

post humously suffered either attacks on their credibility or oblivion. Though
after the scan the first inpulse of non-medievalists was to deny that Thomas
Aqui nas had been outstandingly brilliant, medievalists could not do so. (Has
anyone told you the joke that circul ated soon after the publication of Lauer's
wor k, that the only nedi eval nonk we can confidently |abel as male w thout DNA
analysis is Peter Abelard, because he was castrated, which could not have been
done had he not had testicles?) Except for diehards |ike Teddy Warner, Lauer's
work on Thormas broke a barrier, viz., the unconsci ous adherence in nost of us
to

Plato's dictumthat though wormen can excel, no one worman can ever be as good
as

the very best nen. At the sane tine we had to acknow edge that Thomas was the

nmost brilliant of nedieval European thinkers -- Lauer's fresh take on his work
made that crystal dear -- concomitantly we had ungrudgingly to recogni ze that
Judith Lauer was anmpng the nost brilliant of historians.

You did not say one way or the other in your request for materials whether you
have read ny study of Leonardo. To pique your interest enough to undertake to
do

so if you haven't, or to refresh your nenory if you have, | append here an
excerpt fromthe introduction of A Life. Since it came out before Judith
Lauer's

monurrent al work on Thomas Aquinas, | believe it nmay be counted as the first
stone in the fascinating edifice the PSD has enabled to be erected.

Fromthe Introduction of A Life as a Wirk of Art: Leonardo da Vinci and
CGender - Di sgui se:

The first chapter opens with filmed excerpts of a past-scan of a January, 1490
aft ernoon and evening in Leonardo's life. [For print editions of the text,
flat

"stills" are provided in lieu of digitized filmfootage.) The setting is the
Sforza court in Mlan, where Leonardo served a nunber of functions for his
patron. In the opening footage we see himgiving an unidentified young man a
dancing |l esson -- teaching himto exhibit the "virile" strength, agility and
grace Renai ssance dances were largely designed to flaunt. In successive shots
we

see him supervising the construction of expensive ephenmera for sone sort of
pageantry, going over plans (presumably for an engineering project) with
Ludovico Il Mo hinself, then dining in private on rice, vegetables, bread,
and

wi ne, reading and sketching for two hours by candlelight, and finally



sponge-bathing and retiring to bed for the night. But why begin a discussion
of
Leonardo's life in nedias res, so to speak?

Though Leonardo is a famliar subject, we seldomthink of himas a courtier
Ve

may have |ong recogni zed him as an exenplar of the "Renai ssance Man," but we
have persisted in eliding the areas of his Iife and acconplishments that have
left few or no permanent traces. Leonardo's female sex had -- until the advent
of the Past-scan Device --fallen into that category, as had his activities as
a

courtier and, indeed that aspect of his personality we mght call "playful,Kk"
"worl d-traveling" and "l oving perceptivity" (to borrow the term nology of the
20t h-century fem nist phil osopher, Maria Lugones). An analysis of this
hitherto

unexam ned side of Leonardo provides us with a useful neans of fram ng and
contextualizing his life.

Al t hough the anal ysis that foll ows pays considerable attention to Leonardo's
gender-di sguise, | would like to offer a few prefatory remarks here as to why
Leonardo chose to continue the disguise long after it nust have becone cl ear
to

hi mthat he was not anatomically male, whatever his father m ght have told
hi m

A number of historians of Florence have remarked (thereby disnissing the

subj ect

al together) that "wonen in Renai ssance Fl orence were cattle.'’
good

reason to believe that only sons were valued by their parents, we should not
be

surprised to find that parents discovering talent and intelligence in a child,
or any other suggestion of "male" qualities, mght insist that t he child is

i ndeed mal e, and then conspire so thoroughly with the construction of the
fiction as to conme to believe it themselves. Leonardo hinself wites in his
not ebook

Since we have

And whereas, at first, a young woman is unable to defend herself against the

| echery and predation of men, not even when under the protection of her
parents

or within the walls of a fortress, there always cones the tine when it is
necessary for the fathers and rel atives of young wonmen to pay a high price to
those who wish to sleep with them even when the wonen are rich, noble, and
beautiful; it would seemthat nature wi shes to extingui sh the human species as
an utterly useless thing to the world.

Loui se Ducange's study of rape in Renaissance Florence confirms what a nodem
reader m ght take as hyperbole. The magi sterial archives of Renai ssance

Fl orence

bespeak the constant threat of abduction and rape even froma wonan's own
horre.

Rat her than exaggerating, Leonardo here observes the situation succinctly (and
a

tinge quizzically) -- informed by the usual sense of his |arger

"worl d-travel i ng" perspective. In what follows | hope to make the case that we
may infer a great deal about Leonardo's perception of wonen as human bei ngs
(rather than "cattle"), and that our understanding of this perception wll
shed

new | ight on the extraordi nary expressions we find in the faces of the wonen
he

painted, as well as in his highly original depiction of nature. For while we



have no choice but to attribute nmale gender (and therefore male pronouns) to

Leonardo, it is ny contention that Leonardo still saw the world with a woman's
eye, and sketched and painted it with a wonan's hand. |ndeed, one sex and
anot her gender together made one sensitive and brilliant human being, an

i ndi vidual greater than the sumof his and her parts.

1 Back then we were still rather w de-eyed and nai ve about the uses to which
t he

NSA were putting the PSD. It's perfectly obvious now that besides not wanting
to

expose any of the many enbarrassments of US history to the general public, the
mai n reason was the NSA's desire to keep the public fromrealizing that by
taking DNA fromliving persons they could scan even the nost i medi ate past.
It's ny belief that the NSA all owed historians to use the PSD because they
guessed (correctly) that for a while at least it would give people the
inpression it worked only in the reasonably far past. Donestic and foreign
regul ations to preserve privacy canme only after a federal prosecutor

i ntroduced

a past-scan as evidence in court (thereby unleashing a firestormof concern

t hat

ringed the gl obe).

2 Edward Shorter, in case the name is as unfamliar to you as it was that day
to

me, is reputed to have earned his initial notoriety anobng wonmen hi storians by
advanci ng the claimthat wonen did not experience orgasmuntil the invention
of

romantic love in eighteenth-century Europe supposedly made it possible.



