
made an important contribution to learning, and in this connection I
am reminded of the words of Leonardo da Vinci, who in the fifteenth
century said: "Dispel from your mind, the thought that an under-
standing of the human body, in every aspect of its structure can be
given in words; the more thoroughly you describe-the more
thoroughly you will confuse-it is necessary to draw as well as
describe. I advise you not to trouble with words unless you are
speaking to blind men."

This is something of a departure from established practice in
reviewing medical publications as it is compiled by one whose career
has been spent illustrating medicine, not practising it. Readers,
however, require more than a mere critique of the pictorial content of
the books under scrutiny and therefore an assessment of their
scientific value has not been neglected. I should hasten to add, lest it
be thought that I am exceeding the bounds ofmy competence, that I
have been guided in this task with advice from esteemed medical
colleagues, Professor John Wass, Dr Alan Brooks, and Dr Peter
Greenhouse, whose help I greatly appreciate.

The illustrations shown are from A Colour Atlas of the Digestive System, A
Colour Atlas ofMuscle Disorders in Childhood, and Color Atlas ofAIDS.

A Colour Atlas ofthe Digestive System. R E Pounder,M C Allison,
A P Dhillon. (Pp viii+232; figs and colour plates; £30.) London:
Wolfe Medical, 1989. ISBN 0-7234-0886-6.

A Colour Atlas of Diagnostic Investigation in Cardiology. S
Walton, S R Underwood, G J Hunter. (Pp 159; figs and colour
plates; £25.) London: Wolfe Medical, 1989. ISBN 0-7234-0966-8.

A Colour Atlas of Muscle Disorders in Childhood. V Dubowitz.
(Pp 182; figs and colour plates; £40.) London: Wolfe Medical, 1989.
ISBN 0-7234-081 1-4.

No, they're not learning the
ABC, they are looking up entries
in The P-arents' Directory com- -
piled by Fiona Macdonald -
(£5.95 (£6.70 by post). London:
Bedford Square Press, 1989.
ISBN 07199-1235-0). Givingfull
and up to date details about the
help, advice, and information
that voluntary orgarnsations can
provide, the book is divided into
sections on family welfare,
health, handicap, education,
and leisure. If you ever thought
bringing up children was simple -
the number and variety of
entries in this directory will IN
make you think again.

Color Atlas of AIDS. A E Friedman-Kien. (Pp xvi+ 155; figs and
colour plates; £25.) Philadelphia: Saunders, 1989. Distributed by
Harcourt Brace Jovanovich. ISBN 0-7216-2759-5.

MRI Atlas of the Abdomen. R Weissleder, D D Stark. (Pp viii+
200; figs; £65.) London: Dunitz, 1989. ISBN 0-948269-45-6.

MRI Atlas ofthe Musculoskeletal System. LW Bassett, RH Gold,
L L Seeger. (Pp viii+415; figs; £79.95.) London: Dunitz, 1989.
ISBN 0-948269-43-X.

More fun in Holy Writ
T J Hamblin

Down here in Bournemouth medicine has more fringes on it than a
Victorian tablecloth. There is no gainsaying the second law of
thermodynamics, and if old ladies want to spend their surplus
shekels on imaginary cures for imaginary illnesses rather than on
pampering pekingeses or bridge parties on the pier... well, you can't
take it with you and at least it keeps themn offthe streets and out ofthe
surgeries. Mind you, when an old dear with a tumour almost
guaranteed to respond to a smidgen of melphalan takes herself off to
North Carolina to live on selenium yeast, coffee enemas, and
pancreatin tablets in a brave attempt to neutralise human chorionic
gonadotrophin production, one is entitled to feel that the contessera-
tion of quacks, acupressurists, aurasoma therapists, Bach flower

How many beans makefive? Do alternative practitioners know?

arrangers, dowsers, ecowitches, homoeopathists, Kirlian photo-
graphers, naturopaths, and radio ionic diagnosticians, whose
talisman is to call proper doctors allopaths, has overstepped the
mark.

I suppose that in Thatcherite Britain there should be no complaints.
If you have a good product it will sell. Market forces will eliminate
the charlatans. The trouble is that in any market the amateurs need
to be protected from the professionals. This is why we have the
GMC: they only have Esther Rantzen. Rosalind Coward in her
serious book explores the appeal of the alternative. In part it is a
question of vocabulary. Some words impute goodness; others evil.
Natural, gentle, whole, energy, balanced, harmony, complete,
living, fresh, organic, original, ancient, and primitive are all on the
side of the angels; synthetic, chemical, industrial, processed,
artificial, technology, drug, scientific, new, and especially, chemo-
therapy are all part of the devilish plot. Of course, the nature that is
appealed to is not the Tennysonian concept, "red in tooth and claw,"
but a nostalgic version of Constable's "Hay wain" that never truly
existed. It is the same be-ards and, sandals Manchester Guardian
readers who have been transferred from the Liberals to the Greens.
The mention of politics brings me back to Ms Coward. What she

objects to in the alternative health movement is not the words or even
that it is all nonsense; it is the self help bit. Patients do not like to feel
helpless. They always ask two questions when presented with a
diagnosis: "What caused it?" and "What can I do to help?" They
resent equally being the victimI of unfeeling chance,and being the
recipient of uncaring cure. Alternative medicine gives them some-
thing to do. Our forefathers knew the secret, and whether it was
painting the,tongue purple or simply shaking the bottle, the patient
participated in the healing process.
Ms Coward does not like the inequality of that. Some will be better

able to visualise their white cells attacking the cancer, some will be
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too poor to buy organically grown vegetables, and those who will be
most successful in imposing their will over their diseases will be just
the aggressive, self regarding, red braces wearing lot that succeeds at
everything else.
Red flags rather than braces are to our author's taste. She has

especial spleen for earth mothers who have hijacked the women's
movement, and she blames most things on Protestant Christianity.
She does, however, identify a spiritual vacuum in modern medicine,
which is another opportunity for the alternatives. My feeling is that
that vacuum can no more be filled by Gaia than it can be by Marx; far

better to fill it with the real thing. For one thing, the Bible is much
better written than this book, and suffused with a sense of humour.
Can you imagine writing a whole book about such a ridiculous topic
as alternative medicine and eschewing the use of ridicule? Or jokes
even?

The Whole Truth: the Myth of Alternative Health. R Coward. (Pp
vi+216; £12.99.) London: Faber and Faber, 1989. ISBN 0-571-
14114-5.

Prose and passion
Deborah Reece

Non-specialist books on science are all too rare, so a collection of
provocative essays by one of the best scientists of this century is a
great treat. Max Perutz, who in 1962 shared the Nobel prize for
chemistry with John Kendrew for their work on haemoglobin and
myoglobin, is no stranger to airing his views on many aspects of
science. He has recently criticised the plans of the administrators of
science in this country to centralise funding for research, and
throughout the book he rejects the Marxist dogma of regimenting
scientific research and directing it towards specific goals that will
benefit society. He is keen to make people aware of the immeasurable
benefits to the world of discoveries that have been made by creative
people working passionately on important problems.
The title piece, and by far the lengthiest of the essays, deals with

food production, health, and energy; and Perutz emphasises that
efforts to eliminate poverty and disease in the world are of ultimate
importance. He seeks to dismiss some of the worries about the
harmful effects of fertilisers and pesticides on the environment and
in food chains. Though informative, some of his arguments are
rather Cyclopean and will not be popular with readers who might
identify with his "Arcadian seekers," who "make a cult of health
foods, frequent herbalists, dress in romantically rustic floral prints,
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Title page ofFrancis Bacon's "Instauratio Magna, showing ships sailing through the
Pillars ofHercules, the symbolic limit of classical science

buy pinewood furniture for their suburban cottages, or turn to
organic farming," and whom he compares with the naive followers of
the Arts and Crafts movement in the nineteenth century who wanted
to "escape from the ugly world of technology to a simple rustic
existence that was healthy and morally good."
On health, his criticisms of the cumbersome safety regulations for

new drugs and the laws that award enormous damages on the rare
occasions that vaccines injure people highlight the problem that
new treatments cannot be developed unless the public will accept a
measure of risk. In a somewhat different dilemma he gives little
credence to arguments for abandoning nuclear power and urges
people to weigh the, as he believes, negligible risks of an accident
against the certainty of a future energy shortage. His coverage of the
subject does not have the depth or the balance to influence strongly
people's beliefs, but the facts and figures provide food for thought.
The immensely enjoyable account of Perutz's experiences during

the second world war is shocking, moving, and amusing. He tells of
his internment, four years after arriving in Britain as an Austrian
refugee, as one of hundreds of German and Austrian scholars
rounded up in the panic created by the imminent threat of a German
invasion. His story unearths some of the ridiculous and inhumane
decisions made by the authorities. After his release he ironically
became involved in the war effort-but in a bizarre way. He was
seconded by Geoffrey Pyke, a marvellous character who wanted to
build floating islands or "bergships" made of reinforced ice in the
Atlantic from which to launch fighter planes for the allied invasion of
Europe. To Perutz's amazement this astonishing plan almost came
off, but eventually it became another of Pyke's ideas that remained
science fiction.
The rest of the book comprises well written articles and book

reviews dealing with some great scientists and scientific advances of
this century. Presumably these are intended to dispel the myth that
scientists are dull, passionless, and abstruse and to bring these
intriguing and often flamboyant figures into the limelight usually
reserved for media stars. Maybe they are also intended to whet the
appetite of sixth form students. I revelled in the anecdotes about the
wranglings in the discovery of penicillin; the string and sealing wax
experiments in Rutherford's laboratory and how even the great man
did some "damn silly" experiments at times; Max Planck's fervent
nationalism; Watson's and Crick's apparent idleness; and
Weizmann's vital contribution to the war etfort that enabled him to
found the state of Israel.

It is difficult to say exactly who the book is for. If it is intended
solely to enlighten those who have little understanding of science I
fear that the wealth of sometimes quite technical information and the
entertaining accounts of Perutz's and my heroes may not be
appreciated. Perhaps some stunning pictures, which would not have
been difficult to find, may have helped. But I am sure that Professor
Perutz did not intend to stoop to manipulating advertising ploys to
attract people to learn more about the love of his life. The nature of
the subject should be enough.

Is Science Necessary? Essays on Science and Scientists. M F
Perutz. (Pp xvii+285; figs; £14.95.) London: Barrie and Jenkins,
1989. ISBN 0-7126-2123-7.
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