
presentation for many generations to 
come. 

If all eight volumes of this mathe- 
matical collection maintain the high 
level achieved in volume 1, White- 
side will have found his hope fulfilled 
that the present edition might be "a 
small step toward that long-overdue 
monument to a man who in so many 
areas of human thought himself took 
a giant's leap." 
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Department of Mathematics, 
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The most descriptive single word for 
this book is one more often found in 
crossword puzzles than in book re- 
views: it is an olio, or hodgepodge. 
As the author notes, this miscellany is 

recurrently concerned with the nature 
of science and of scientists, but there 
is little unity beyond the fact that the 
diverse bits are all products of the 
same mind-a brilliant one, whose 
least products can never be called 
trivia. An even more recurrent theme 
is that of Medawar's dislikes, so out- 

spokenly attacked as to be diverting 
even for those who do not share them. 

Adverse opinions that this reviewer 
does share are that Teilhard's The 
Phenomenon of Man and Koestler's 
The Act of Creation are two of the 

very worst books ever hailed as master- 

pieces. To be sure, Medawar in his 
introduction does somewhat modify 
his reprinted review of Teilhard's book, 
now feeling that it is only "a dotty, 
euphoristic kind of nonsense" with "no 
real harm in it." We can hope, but 

hardly believe, that this second thought 
is justified. 

The two character sketches reprinted 
in the book are acts of hero worship, 
but do not wholly ignore feet of clay. 
Herbert Spencer is considered worthy 
of rescue from current obscurity, and 

yet he exemplifies the silly confusion 
that results from calling all directional 

processes "evolution" and from assign- 
ing a single direction to organic evolu- 
tion. He thus anticipated one of the 
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and a scholar, fascinating in both roles, 
but his highly readable masterpiece, 
On Growth and Form, admittedly has 
had almost no direct effect on modern 

biology. Reading between Medawar's 
lines, one must conclude that this is 

just as well and that Thompson's in- 
direct influence has been overestimated. 

A brief essay on Darwin's chronic 
illness is a vehicle for Medawar's dis- 
trust of psychoanalysis, further ex- 

panded in his introduction. A Biologi- 
cal Retrospect, originally a presiden- 
tial address before an unnamed group, 
is notable especially as completely be- 

lying the astounding and indefensible 
statement, twice made elsewhere in 
this book, that "the physical sciences 
and mathematics offer us the only path- 
way that leads to an understanding of 
animate nature." 

The Two Conceptions of Science 
(title of another essay), reduced to the 
simplest terms, are those of pure and 

applied science or, as others might pre- 
fer to say, just science and technology. 
There can be little quarrel with the 
view that neither concept of science is 

justified or operable alone and in its 
extreme form. It is an interesting thesis 
that the concept of pure science and 
its overvaluation are by-products of 
Anglo-Saxon snobbery. 

Finally, the essay Hypothesis and 

Imagination is an attack on induction 
as scientific method (another of Meda- 
war's pet dislikes) and a history, as 
far as concerns the United Kingdom, 

and a scholar, fascinating in both roles, 
but his highly readable masterpiece, 
On Growth and Form, admittedly has 
had almost no direct effect on modern 

biology. Reading between Medawar's 
lines, one must conclude that this is 

just as well and that Thompson's in- 
direct influence has been overestimated. 

A brief essay on Darwin's chronic 
illness is a vehicle for Medawar's dis- 
trust of psychoanalysis, further ex- 

panded in his introduction. A Biologi- 
cal Retrospect, originally a presiden- 
tial address before an unnamed group, 
is notable especially as completely be- 

lying the astounding and indefensible 
statement, twice made elsewhere in 
this book, that "the physical sciences 
and mathematics offer us the only path- 
way that leads to an understanding of 
animate nature." 

The Two Conceptions of Science 
(title of another essay), reduced to the 
simplest terms, are those of pure and 

applied science or, as others might pre- 
fer to say, just science and technology. 
There can be little quarrel with the 
view that neither concept of science is 

justified or operable alone and in its 
extreme form. It is an interesting thesis 
that the concept of pure science and 
its overvaluation are by-products of 
Anglo-Saxon snobbery. 

Finally, the essay Hypothesis and 

Imagination is an attack on induction 
as scientific method (another of Meda- 
war's pet dislikes) and a history, as 
far as concerns the United Kingdom, 

and a scholar, fascinating in both roles, 
but his highly readable masterpiece, 
On Growth and Form, admittedly has 
had almost no direct effect on modern 

biology. Reading between Medawar's 
lines, one must conclude that this is 

just as well and that Thompson's in- 
direct influence has been overestimated. 

A brief essay on Darwin's chronic 
illness is a vehicle for Medawar's dis- 
trust of psychoanalysis, further ex- 

panded in his introduction. A Biologi- 
cal Retrospect, originally a presiden- 
tial address before an unnamed group, 
is notable especially as completely be- 

lying the astounding and indefensible 
statement, twice made elsewhere in 
this book, that "the physical sciences 
and mathematics offer us the only path- 
way that leads to an understanding of 
animate nature." 

The Two Conceptions of Science 
(title of another essay), reduced to the 
simplest terms, are those of pure and 

applied science or, as others might pre- 
fer to say, just science and technology. 
There can be little quarrel with the 
view that neither concept of science is 

justified or operable alone and in its 
extreme form. It is an interesting thesis 
that the concept of pure science and 
its overvaluation are by-products of 
Anglo-Saxon snobbery. 

Finally, the essay Hypothesis and 

Imagination is an attack on induction 
as scientific method (another of Meda- 
war's pet dislikes) and a history, as 
far as concerns the United Kingdom, 

of the preferred "hypothetico-deduc- 
tive system." This system is' assigned 
"unquestionably" to Karl Popper, an- 
other hero, but the historical notes fas- 
cinatingly demonstrate that what is 

undoubtedly valid in the system was 
already a commonplace before Popper 
was born. There is also here an echo 
of Medawar's famous broadcast "Is the 
Scientific Paper a Fraud?" (not here 
reprinted as such), and again one must 
disagree with his conclusion that it is 
somehow fraudulent in the art of writ- 
ing a report on research not to follow 
exactly the noninductive steps involved 
in that research. It is diverting to think 
what would become of other arts, such 
as poetry, painting, or music, if the 
final product had to incorporate the 
steps by which it was achieved. 

The other meaning of olio, from the 
Spanish olla, is that of a tasty, spicy, 
varied dish. Medawar's book is an olio 
in that sense, too. By the way, Meda- 
war's somewhat cryptic title comes 
from his review of Koestler, in which 
he refers to scientific research, a prac- 
tical-minded 'affair, as the .art of the 
soluble. It is insistence on practicality 
that underlies Medawar's whole atti- 
tude toward science and scientists and 
that sparks most of his dislikes. That 
after all does lend unity to the olio 
and is a contribution to common sense. 

G. G. SIMPSON 
Harvard University, 
Cambridge, Massachusetts, and 
University of Arizona, Tucson 
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Clinical Judgment. ALVAN R. FEINSTEIN. 
Williams and Wilkins, Baltimore, 1967. 
422 pp., illus. $9.50. 

This is an important book, and one 

prays that its messages will be read 
and heeded. Feinstein is a clinician, 
and proud of it. He finds the universe 
of diseased patients exciting and chal- 

lenging. The complexity and infinite 

variety are reasons for rejoicing, not 

despair. But since Feinstein is also a 
research scientist, he is unwilling to 
be frustrated by the ambiguities and 

imprecision that too often characterize 
clinical research. In addition, he is a 

philosopher, a fact which gives the 
book a distinctive flavor. 

The writing is neither aseptic nor 

telegraphic. Rather, it is leisurely and 

personal. If a point needs to be driv- 
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en home with three or four examples in- 
stead of one, so be it. If repetition 
seems to reinforce the message, the 
author rephrases the idea in several 
different ways. (This is not to imply 
that the book is larded with literary 
fat; one of the problems with the 
book is that much of it is tightly writ- 

ten, so that the reader has to work 
and cannot browse or skip.) The vol- 
ume is written not simply to explain, 
but to convince. 

Since "the care of a patient is the 
ultimate, specific act that characterizes 
a clinician," Feinstein laments the com- 
mon relegation of problems of therapy 
to inferior status in the hierarchy of 
values in academia. Clinical Judgment 
was written to revise the belief that 

therapy is almost automatically "sub- 

scientific," and to reorient clinical de- 
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