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the poetry being appreciated as the forerunner of the modern
movement.

Charles Kingsley, in a book review, alleged a disregard for
truth on the part of John Henry Newman and the Roman
clergy. A lengthy exchange of letters culminated in a published
apology. Not completely satisfied Newman proceeded to
publish the private correspondence, and added his own pungent
comments. Kingsley countered with a pamphlet in which he
reiterated the original stricture which he had professed to have
abandoned. A squabble between two churchmen, even of such
eminence, would have been of little importance, but it induced
Newman to write his Apologia pro Vita Sua. With great candour
and moving sincerity, in a style of limpid clearness, he
expounded his religious inner self that had occasioned his
adoption of the Catholic faith. The impact of that event had
been such that Disraeli declared, Anglicanism "reeled under the
shock." The book re-established Newman, was held in great
veneration by all religious opinions, and took its place among the
major works of the nineteenth century. Newman did not
escape all censure, with the implication of his overreaction
and undue prolongation of the controversy, directed to elevate
his own standing, then undermined by a series of frustrations
and a breach with Manning. Kingsley had fared very badly,
"utterly and profoundly confounded." One of the most
prominent men of the era, and regius professor of history at
Cambridge, his present fame rests largely on one children's
book, The Water Babies. Further to the onslaught of time,
letters and erotic drawings now available add an unexpected
dimension and expose him as a man of strong sensuous passions
and frustrations, as reflected in the title of Susan Chutty's
recent biography, The Beast and the Monk.

A note on biography

The earliest biographies were inspired by a moral desire to
uphold the virtues of illustrious persons for public example.
Reaction against the subsequent formal official Life-"honey
suckle lives" in Johnson's styling, culminated in Lytton
Strachey's approach; he has been criticised for alleged lack of
reticence and reverence, and indeed a balance has to be attained
between the modern tendency to debase or debunk and between
uncritical adulation. The transformation of information into
illumination requires an understanding of the motivations and
personality of the subject, an evaluation of his works, and an
absence of bias or prejudice-a mere recounting of facts and
events is a failure of art. The shape and meaning of an existence,
enlarged by prevailing psychological interpretative thinking, are
placed within the framework of historical research, literary
criticism, and social study. Authenticity, a prime responsibility
of the biographer, need not conflict with imaginative ordering
of the materials. Difficulties arise from unreliability of papers,
letters, and memorabilia-editorial interference was common
before the present century, and the principal himself may
have effected revisions in his personal writings with an eye to
posterity.

Purposeful destruction of material judged injurious to
character by relatives and friends and fear of libel action afford
further handicaps. That there has been such outstanding growth
in biographical writings in Britain and in the States since the
first world war accords with A L Rowse's pronouncement that
there is no greater diversion, variety, and subtlety than in the
lives of individual men and women, particularly those who left
a mark on their time.

Home choice, 1980
We asked some members of the BMJ staff to tell us which articles
and books they most enjoyed during 1980.

Linda Beecham When Elspeth Huxley left home in Kenya
her mother remained, farming valiantly and

(staff editor) corresponding prolifically. The results are
collected in Nellie: Letters from Africa,

throughout which I shared the dangers and delights of this
continent. Crop failures, financial disasters, two world wars,
middle-aged widowhood, and the Mau Mau uprising failed to
subdue this irrepressible woman, who survived to leave Africa
with the single trunk she had arrived with.

Bernard Levin and I have one common passion: the belief
that "all human life is a progress towards Mozart." But was
Mozart a genius ? Or was he, as Salieri, his jealous court rival
claims in Shaffer's disturbing play Amadeus, merely "a conduit
through which the music flowed from God to stave"? In a
two-part Times article (30 April and 1 May 1980), using The
Magic Flute and Amadeus as his score, Levin plays provocative
variations on Salieri's theme. A sparkling Levin composition
that enhanced my love of Mozart-mortal warts, divine genius,
and all.

Elizabeth Bond Anyone who considers that Victorian
women in India were pampered and

(staff editor) delicate should read Pat Barr's The
Memsahibs. Much of the book is based on

diaries and letters, especially those of Emily Eden, sister of
Lord Auckland (Governor-General 1836-42), who had to
accompany her brother on a "progress" lasting three years
while all she wanted was to return to her small Greenwich home.
Her descriptions are vivid and absorbing. Except for a section

on the horrors undergone by some during the Mutiny Pat Barr
describes the everyday life of the "ordinary" wife trying to
cope with the strange life in India.

Also, I much enjoyed reading about a non-event-the British
Swiss Legion raised to fight in the Crimea (Blackwoods, August
1980). Despite the incredible inefficiency of the British and the
touchiness of the Swiss the legion eventually reached Smyrna,
still 600 miles from the front, but too late-the Treaty of Paris
had already been signed.

Sue Burkhart Kenneth Tynan made a pilgrimage to find
silent screen actress Louise Brooks, the star of

(staff editor) Pandora's Box and other films. I accompanied
him through the pages (pages and pages) of

an old New Yorker, and we found her in Rochester, New York-
living in a tiny apartment, arthritic, solitary except for stacks
of books at her bedside, and cheerful. A visit to Amsterdam
recently where they were performing Berg's opera Lulu (all
three acts) reminded me of Tynan's rather romantic and
nostalgic journey (published with Tynan's New Yorker pieces
in Show People by Weidenfeld and Nicolson) because the story
of Lulu was taken in part from Pandora's Box.
Another long journey through recent (second world war) and

future (nuclear war) history ended when I read the final page of
Doris Lessing's The Four-Gated City. It seems that the children
of violence are powerless against the perpetrators.

Daphne Gloag To mean a lot to me a book must have more
than one level, set off resonances. Doris

(staff editor) Lessing's The Memoirs of a Survivor is a
novel of sorts and also a fable with elements

of magic. Set in the future, it tells with much emotional subtlety
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of the disintegration of society, as experienced by the narrator
and the young girl who is left with her. The depth comes from
the narrator's excursions into a shifting, dream-like, often
disturbing world, where meanings indirectly become pieced
together. Some might have come from Jung-"gardens beneath
gardens, gardens above gardens ... the plenty of it, the richness,
the generosity."

Articles come and go, and give me many things. I select one

of the most recent: "Personality change following accidents:
the report of a double murder" by Neville Parker (BrJI Psychiat
1980;37:401-9)-a riveting and tragic story combining many

strands of human and medical interest.

Edward Hale May I change my brief from the book I most
enjoyed to the book that occupied most of my

(advertisement time ? This is the National Readership Survey,
manager) or Jicmars. The lifeline for continued pub-

lication of the BMJ is the advertising content
(to the dismay of some doctors); our lifeline is influenced by
this report about which publications doctors prefer. Jicmars
shows that the BMJ is number three in doctors' reading
preferences. If it was number ten some might claim that this
was because the journal was too esoteric: to them I would say

that the BMJ is like music by Wagner-"better than it sounds."
I enjoyed an article in the Daily Mail on women's lib, the

reversal of roles, and the future woman executive, which
suggested that: "Any woman currently moaning at home that
the mainstream of life is passing her by as her dried-up nucleus
of a brain languishes for lack of intellectual lubrication, has a

rethink.... I guarantee ... sitting in a traffic jam on a scorching
day having left hubby in shorts before going for a swim she'll
be suffused not with fulfilment but bitterly regretful envy."
The lovely thing is that a woman wrote it-Lynda Lee-Potter.

Stephen Lock The choice of an article is not difficult: the
clarity and intellectual excitement of David

(editor) Pyke's Claude Bernard lecture (Diabetes: the
genetic connection. Diabetologia 1979 ;17:

333-43) prove that one splendid review article is worth 20
indifferent "originals." Having seen psychosomatic theories,
autoimmunity, and prostaglandins come and go, editors are

suspicious of "philosophers' stones" (single explanations for
diverse conditions), but I recommend this essay linking in-
heritance, HLA groups, chlorpropamide flushing, diabetic
retinopathy, and encephalins as an absorbing read.
My choice of book, a medical biography, Florey: the making

of a great scientist by Gwyn Macfarlane, is not merely the story
of a naive genius who, though eventually loaded with honours,
is still denied the credit for developing penicillin: there is the
human side, of Florey's marriage and his dislike of the media,
while the picture of research between the wars reminds us how
much better off we are today, despite all the cuts. If there were a

medical equivalent ofthe Booker prize, I would not stop lobbying
until Macfarlane's book had got it.

Gordon Macpherson Europe's midwinter obverse of
Coward's mid-day, sunstruck Empire

(deputy editor) Englishman, Patrick Leigh Fermor
embarks from London's Irongate

Wharf in December sleet to walk to Constantinople. With little
luggage, less money, and a talent for drawing and making
friends, the 18-year-old 1930s "dropout" braves Holland's rain
and Germany's snows to reach, in A Time of Gifts, Hungary's
border. For me Europe exists in an atlas or through pressurised
portholes: this elegantly written geopolitical gem created a

physical sensation of the changing landscape and architecture-
deftly illuminated with historical vignettes-astride the Rhine
and Danube.
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"Where are today's Einsteins ?" "Quite possibly sitting on
committees," suggest the authors of "The value of 'useless'
research" (Economist, 11 October 1980). If so, are they spending
wisely the large sums-in Britain nearly £80m of state funds-
devoted to particle physics and astronomy? Despite the "safety
first" approach and bureaucracy bred by today's big-team
research, the answer from this articulate, concise analysis is a
reasonably convincing, yes.

Leslie Moore The book I most enjoyed reading this year
was Arthur Hailey's The Final Diagnosis.

(manager, editorial The author can certainly capture the
general office) atmosphere of hospital life and the saucy

goings on with the interns and nurses. The
pathology department of a hospital is rarely mentioned in novels,
but here I was able to get some insight into its function, so that
on my return from holiday I fancied my chances with the
MRCPath course!

I was away when the Olympics were held and so missed most
of what happened. I therefore enjoyed reading Michael Small's
first-class informative account of his vacation in Moscow and
visit to the Olympic games-it must have arrived by satellite
for it to appear so soon after the games had finished (BM7,
30 August, p 612). What a marvellous experience the holiday
must have been, with visits to the Bolshoi, Moscow state circus
and other places of interest, and then to the Lenin stadium to
see the games.

Maurice Moore "The Adventurous Blackbird" in Birds
(autumn, 1980) provides a fascinating

(publishing manager) insight into the habits of one of our
common birds. The blackbird is adapt-

able, with a catholic appetite. This may well be why, although
originally a woodland species, it has taken so readily to urban
and city life. Garden pests form a major part of its food but it is
also fond of fruit, which does not endear it to the gardener but
I, for one, forgive its depredations.
The central character of The Specialist by Charles Sale is

Lem Putt, a rural carpenter who saw the need for a specialist
in the more basic forms of sanitary engineering. Not for Lem
are the mechanical and hydraulic delights of Thomas Crapper.
Lem is much more down to earth. The book is an explanation
by Lem to a client of his methods; clearly, Lem is more artist
than artisan, displaying a fine understanding of his clients'
psychological and physiological needs.

A J Smith What a refreshing change to read an
article defending the introduction of new

(publishing director) pharmaceutical products against ultra
stringent governmental controls. "The

Drug Industry" by Tony Smith in the BMJ of 15 November
questions whether overzealous research requirements are to
protect the politicians responsible for introducing new drugs or
to protect patients. Particular reference is made to the work of
the FDA in the USA and the diffidence of drug companies to
introduce a beta-blocker. The argument, which draws on
quotations from influential doctors working in the drug industry,
is well balanced but cautionary.
A half-day honeymoon with a visit to Madame Tussaud's, a

promised meal in a corner house restaurant, and the return to
Riceyman Steps on a tram, led Arnold Bennett's fictional anti-
hero inexorably to miserliness, degradation, starvation, and
eventual death. A dismal tale, but one that came alive for me as
Riceyman Steps, between St Pancras and Clerkenwell, are but a
short walk from BMA House, and the alleyways and crumbling
houses enhance Bennett's vividly described Victorian Clerken-
well.
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Jane Smith This year I've enjoyed reading series of novels.
Simon Raven's Alms for Oblivion series saw in

(staff editor) the New Year, and Paul Scott's Raj Quartet will
probably see out the old. In between, a single

novel to select would be Paul Theroux's Picture Palace.
Novelists can often teach a thing or two to those who profess
different disciplines; Maude Coffin Pratt, Picture Palace's
narrator and protagonist, could teach a lot to some photography
critics. Herself a famous American photographer about to have
a retrospective exhibition in New York, Maude's unsentimental
eye casts a perceptive and often acerbic glance at the nature
of the camera's gaze and of its victims.
One of Maude's contemporaries was Diane Arbus-"Poor gal

needed her engine tuned." I remember finding Arbus's photo-
graphs disturbing when they were shown in London some
years ago. So I was interested to read an article in the
autumn issue of Aspects, a contemporary art journal ("Diane
Arbus" by P Dormer, Aspects 1980; No 12), which analysed
some of Arbus's work and its morally dubious qualities.

Richard Smith If all diseases disappeared tomorrow would
we all live for ever ? An article in the New

(assistant editor) England_Journal ofMedicine (1980;303:130-5)
-which I know was my year's favourite

because not only did I read every word but I cut it out and
stuck it in my diary-deals with this disgusting thought.
Thankfully, however much disease is controlled we will not live
much beyond 85 and the decline at life's end will be increasingly
short and drastic.
When I read the brilliant stories of Ian McEwan in First Love,

Last Rites and In Betzween the Sheets I'm glad that I will not be
living too much longer (I'm 28). His writing is modern-bleak,
cynical, funny, and brutal-and about everyday events like
raping your sister. One desolate story of a journey across a
moribund London seems to come closer every day.
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Tony Smith Choosing a book is as impossible as remember-
ing which bottle of wine gave me most

(deputy editor) pleasure; but one that I recommended to
several friends was J R L Anderson's bio-

graphy of H W Tilman, High Mountains and Cold Seas. In many
ways Tilman was a caricature Englishman: reticent, spartan in
his personal habits, but well read and courageous. He fought in
both world wars and between them climbed some of the toughest
mountains in the world. While in his 70s he sailed old-fashioned
gaff-rigged cutters from Patagonia to Greenland in search of
more unclimbed peaks. He went missing at sea in his eightieth
year. Tilman never married: but, Anderson says, his lack of
interest in women was probably the result of his conviction
that they could neither climb nor sail.
One article that delighted me when first printed reappeared

in the Sunday Times of 16 November as a posthumous tribute
to that great comic writer, Patrick Campbell: his hilarious
account of the stuttering dinner party, "Unaccustomed as he
was."

Heather Windle Once read, articles are destroyed, but I
remember a moving piece in The Times by

(staff editor) Barbara Castle about her grief after her
husband died that made me feel quite

differently about that redoubtable woman.
Should the book be Margaret Drabble's The Realms of Gold,

in which the heroine stows her lover's false teeth in her bra to
the bafflement of voyeurs, or Dumas's The Three Musketeers, a
swashbuckling reminder that honour and loyalty once prevailed
and a man's word was (usually) his bond? No, it must be a
discovery: Plexus by Henry Miller, that exuberant scoundrel
with disreputable friends and an accommodating wife-who
may or may not be on the game. What a rich array of characters,
so alive and bawdy. I cannot imagine why Miller has eluded
me for so long and shall remedy this neglect in 1981 by finding
out what horrors he subsequently inflicted on Paris.

ZANY LESSONS FOR ACADEMICS

Yankelowitz's laws of oncology: AKA, the Tao of cancer

ONCOSOPHY: PERSONAL ACHIEVEMENT AND EDUCATION

(a) To deny the need for recognition in science is false humility.
But those whose primary goal is award and honour will never realise
the more important satisfactions of discovery, knowledge, and
wisdom. The very process of seeking recognition makes it elusive.

(b) The fulfilment of a person's potential is under his own control.
He doesn't need another's deeds to judge the worth of his own.

(c) Beware of scientists and physicians who think they have cornered
the market in intelligence, creativity, or insight. The intellectual
progress of mankind is the crest of a wave made of our combined
thoughts. It is never the result of a single thinker.

(d) Being genuine is seeing yourself in terms of yourself and not in
terms of others.

(e) A great author is one who recognises those aspects of his own
time and culture that are part of all human experience-past and
future.

(f) Don't work on becoming famous; work on becoming yourself.
(g) The most enduring medical academic empires are built on a

strong foundation of genuine caring for the sick and genuine concern
for teaching the novice healers. Research then grows from a genuine
desire to better our efforts in these primary concerns.

(h) To be a jack of all trades is dilettantism. To be a master of all
trades reflects a true joie de vivre.

(i) Good leadership requires the genuine belief that the members
of your team are as creative and dedicated as you are. Team members

should be openly lauded for their contributions, no matter how small;
nor should a too strong ego make you claim credit for the ideas of
others. In this way, you will have strength, loyalty, and progress. The
most difficult tasks for intelligent people are those that are routine.
It is as important to praise consistency in routine tasks as it is to
award the novel or the breakthrough-it is on the quality of the
routine that the strength of the foundation of your empire is built.

(j) When a programme becomes more important than the people of
which it consists, it must inevitably fail.

(k) Never ask someone to do something you wouldn't do yourself.
(1) A good leader delegates responsibility and trusts those who are

on his team. He helps people to develop themselves rather than to
serve his own ends, and is pleased that under his influence others can
be creative, unique, and fulfilled.

(m) The loyalty of others reflects your loyalty to them.
(n) Good parenting is the ability to allow the child to develop and

become independent. Good teaching is the same. You never teach
people anything-only help them learn. A teacher who tries to cast
his pupils in his own image loses his own uniqueness. The best
teacher helps his students develop in their own image-unique,
creative, and independent.

(o) A good parent is one who feels he receives more from his child
than he could possibly give. A good teacher is one whose greatest hope
is that his students can learn as much from him as he can from them.

(p) The laws of science don't tell us where we are going, just how
to get there.-BERRIL YUSHOMERSKI YANKELOWITZ.
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