

Water Babies

We were all water babies, my three brothers and I. Our father, who was a swimming champ (he won the fifteen-mile race off the Isle of Wight three years in succession) and loved swimming more than anything else, introduced each of us to the water when we were scarcely a week old. Swimming is instinctive at this age, so, for better or worse, we never “learned” to swim.

I was reminded of this when I visited the Caroline Islands, in Micronesia, where I saw even toddlers diving fearlessly into the lagoons and swimming, typically, with a sort of dog paddle. Everyone there swims, nobody is “unable” to swim, and the islanders’ swimming skills are superb. Magellan and other navigators reaching Micronesia in the sixteenth century were astounded at such skills and, seeing the islanders swim and dive, bounding from wave to wave, could not help comparing them to dolphins. The children, in particular, were so at home in the water that they appeared, in the words of one explorer, “more like fish than human beings.” (It was from the Pacific Islanders that, early in the twentieth century, we Westerners learned the crawl, the beautiful, powerful ocean stroke that they had perfected—so much better, so much more fitted to the human form than the froglike breaststroke chiefly used until that time.)

For myself, I have no memory of being taught to swim; I learned my strokes, I think, by swimming with my father—though the slow, measured, mile-eating stroke he had (he was a powerful man who weighed nearly eighteen stone) was not entirely suited to a little boy. But I could see how my old man, huge and cumbersome on land, became transformed—graceful, like a porpoise—in the water; and I, self-conscious, nervous, and also rather clumsy, found the same delicious transformation in myself, found a new being, a new mode of being, in the water. I have a vivid memory of a summer holiday at the seaside in England the month after my fifth birthday, when I ran into my parents’ room and tugged at the great whalelike bulk of my father. “Come on, Dad!” I said. “Let’s come for a swim.” He turned over slowly and opened one eye. “What do you mean, waking an old man of forty-three like this at six in the morning?” Now that my father is dead, and I am almost twice the age he was then, this memory of so long ago tugs at me, makes me equally want to laugh and cry.

Adolescence was a bad time. I developed a strange skin disease: “erythema annulare centrifugum,” said one expert; “erythema gyratum perstans,” said another—fine, rolling, orotund words, but neither of the experts could do anything, and I was covered in weeping sores. Looking, or at least feeling, like a leper, I dared not strip at a beach or pool, and could only occasionally, if I was lucky, find a remote lake or tarn.

At Oxford, my skin suddenly cleared, and the sense of relief was so intense that I wanted to swim nude, to feel the water streaming over every part of me without hindrance. Sometimes I would go swimming at Parson’s Pleasure, a bend of the Cherwell, a preserve since the 1680s or earlier for nude bathing, and peopled, one felt, by the ghosts of Swinburne and Clough. On summer afternoons, I would take a punt on the Cherwell, find a secluded place to moor it, and then swim lazily for the rest of the day. Sometimes at night I would go for long runs on the towpath by the Isis, past Iffley Lock, far beyond the confines of the city. And then I would dive in and swim in the river, till it and I seemed to flow together, become one.

Swimming became a dominant passion at Oxford, and after this there was no going back. When I came to New York, in the mid-1960s, I started to swim at Orchard Beach in the Bronx, and would sometimes make the circuit of City Island—a swim that took me several hours. This, indeed, is how I found the house I lived in for twenty years: I had stopped about halfway around to look at a charming gazebo by the water’s edge, got out and strolled up the street, saw a little red house for sale, was shown round it (still dripping) by the puzzled owners, walked along to the real estate agent and convinced her of my interest (she was not used to customers in swim trunks), reentered the water on the other side of the island, and swam back to Orchard Beach, having acquired a house in midswim.

I tended to swim outside—I was hardier then—from April through November, but would swim at the local Y in the winter. In 1976–77, I was named Top Distance Swimmer at the Mount Vernon Y, in Westchester: I swam five hundred lengths—six miles—in the contest and would have continued, but the judges said, “Enough! Please go home.”

One might think that five hundred lengths would be monotonous, boring, but I have never found swimming monotonous or boring. Swimming gives me a sort of joy, a sense of well-being so extreme that it becomes at times a sort of ecstasy. There is a total engagement in the act of swimming, in each stroke, and at the same time the mind can float free, become spellbound, in a state like a trance. I have never known anything so powerfully, so healthily euphoriant—and I am addicted to it, fretful when I cannot swim.

Duns Scotus, in the thirteenth century, spoke of “condelectari sibi,” the will finding delight in its own exercise; and Mihaly Csikszentmihalyi, in our own time, speaks about “flow.” There is an essential rightness about swimming, as about all such flowing and, so to speak, musical activities. And then there is the wonder of buoyancy, of being suspended in this thick, transparent medium that supports and embraces us. One can move in water, play with it, in a way that has no analogue in the air. One can explore its dynamics, its flow, this way and that; one can move one’s hands like propellers or direct them like little rudders; one can become a little hydroplane or submarine, investigating the physics of flow with one’s own body.

And, beyond this, there is all the symbolism of swimming—its imaginative resonances, its mythic potentials.

My father called swimming “the elixir of life,” and certainly it seemed to be so for him: he swam daily, slowing down only slightly with time, until the grand age of ninety-four. I hope I can follow him, and swim till I die.




Remembering South Kensington

I have loved museums as far back as I can remember. They have played a central role in my life in stimulating the imagination and showing me the order of the world in vivid, concrete form, but in a tidy form, in miniature. I love botanical gardens and zoos for the same reason: they show one nature, but nature classified, the taxonomy of life. Books are not real in this sense; they are only words. Museums provide arrangements of the real, exemplars of nature.

The four grand South Kensington museums—all within the same plot of land and all built in the same High Victorian baroque style—were conceived as a single, many-aspected unity, a way of making natural history and science and the study of human cultures public and accessible to everybody.

The South Ken museums (along with the Royal Institution and its popular Christmas Lectures) were a unique Victorian educational institution, and they still represent for me, as they did in childhood, the essence of museumhood.

There was the Natural History Museum, the Geology Museum, the Science Museum, and the Victoria and Albert Museum, devoted to cultural history. I was a science type and never went to the V&A, but the other three I regarded as a single museum and I went to them constantly, on free afternoons, on weekends, on holidays, whenever I could. I resented being shut out of them when they were closed, and one night I contrived to stay in the Natural History Museum, hiding myself at closing time in the Fossil Invertebrate Gallery (not as well guarded as the Dinosaur Gallery or the Whales) and spending an enchanted night alone in the museum, wandering from gallery to gallery with a flashlight. Familiar animals became fearful, uncanny, as I prowled that night, their faces suddenly looming out of the darkness or hovering ghostlike at the periphery of the flashlight. The museum, lightless, was a place of delirium, and I was not wholly sorry when morning came.

I had many friends in the Natural History Museum—Cacops and Eryops, giant fossil amphibians whose skulls featured a hole for a third, pineal eye; the cubomedusan jellyfish Charybdea, the lowliest animal with nerve ganglia and eyes; the beautiful blown-glass models of Radiolaria and Heliozoa—but my deepest love, my special passion, was for the cephalopods, of which there was a magnificent collection.

I would spend hours looking at the squids: Sthenoteuthis caroli, stranded on the coast of Yorkshire in 1925, or the exotic, soot-black Vampyroteuthis (only a wax model here, alas), a rare abyssal form with an umbrella-like web between the tentacles, spangled with brilliant, luminous stars in its folds. And, of course: Architeuthis, the emperor of giant squids, locked in mortal embrace with a whale.

But it was not just the giants, the exotica, that held my attention. I loved, especially in the insect and mollusk galleries, to open the study drawers beneath the cases to see all the varieties, the markings, of a single species or shell, and how each variety had its own, favored geographical location. I could not, like Darwin, go to the Galápagos and compare finches on every island, but I could do the next best thing in the museum. I could be a vicarious naturalist, an imaginary traveler with a ticket to the whole world, without leaving South Kensington.

And sometimes, after the museum staff got to know me, I would be let through a massive locked door into the private realm of the new Spirit Building, where the real work of the museum was done: receiving and sorting specimens from all over the world, examining them, dissecting them, identifying new species—and sometimes preparing them for special exhibits. (One such was the coelacanth, the newly discovered “living fossil” fish Latimeria, a creature supposed extinct since the Cretaceous.) I spent days on end in the Spirit Building before going up to Oxford; my friend Eric Korn spent an entire year there. We were all in love with taxonomy in those days—we were Victorian naturalists at heart.

I loved the old-fashioned glass-and-mahogany look of the museum and was furious when, in my university days in the 1950s, it got all modern and gaudy and started installing trendy exhibits. (It eventually went interactive.) Another friend, Jonathan Miller, shared my disgust as well as my nostalgia. “I have a great hankering for that sepia-tinted era,” he once wrote to me. “I long endlessly for the whole place suddenly to be plunged into the gritty monochrome of 1876.”

Outside the Natural History Museum was a pleasant garden, presided over by trunks of Sigillaria, a long-extinct fossil tree, and a miscellany of Calamites. I was drawn to this, to fossil botany, with an almost painful intensity; if Jonathan was nostalgic for the gritty monochrome of 1876, I wanted the green monochrome, the fern and cycad forests of the Jurassic. I even dreamed at night, as an adolescent, of giant woody club mosses and tree horsetails, primeval giant gymnosperm forests enveloping the globe—and would wake furious to think that they had long since disappeared, the world taken over by brightly colored, up-to-date modern flowering plants.

From the Jurassic fossil garden of the Natural History Museum it was scarcely a hundred yards to the Geology Museum, a museum virtually deserted at all times, as far as I could see. (Sadly, this museum no longer exists; its collection has been incorporated into the Natural History Museum.) It was full of special treasures, secret pleasures, for the knowing, patient eye. There was a giant crystal of antimony sulfide, stibnite, from Japan. It stood six feet high, a crystalline phallus, a totem, and it fascinated me in a peculiar, almost reverential way. There was phonolite, a sonorous mineral from Devils Tower in Wyoming; the keepers of the museum, once they got to know me, would let me strike it with the palm of my hand, and it would emit a dull but gonglike and reverberant boom, as if one had hit the sounding board of a piano.

I loved the sense here of a nonliving world—the beauty of crystals, the sense that they were built of identical atomic lattices, perfect. But if they were perfect, mathematics incarnate, they also stirred me with their sensuous beauty. I spent hours studying pale yellow crystals of sulfur and mauve crystals of fluorite—clustered, gemlike, like a mescaline vision—and, at the other extreme, the strange “organic” forms of kidney ore, hematite, looking so much like the kidneys of giant animals that I would wonder for a moment which museum I was in.

But finally I would always go back to the Science Museum, for this was the first one I had ever been to. My mother had sometimes brought my brothers and me here even before the war, when I was a child. She would lead us through the magical galleries—the early airplanes, the dinosaur-like machines of the Industrial Revolution, the old optical contrivances—to a smaller gallery at the top where there was a reconstruction of a coal mine with the original equipment. “Look!” she would say. “Look there!” And she’d direct our gaze to an old mining lamp. “My father, your grandfather, invented that!” she would say, and we would bend our heads and read: “The Landau lamp, invented by Marcus Landau in 1869. It displaced the earlier Humphry Davy lamp.” Whenever I read this, it excited me strangely and gave me a sense of a personal bond to the museum and to my grandfather (born in 1837 and long since dead), the sense that he and his invention were still somehow real and alive.

But the real epiphany came for me in the Science Museum when I was ten, and I discovered the periodic table up on the fifth floor—not one of your nasty, natty, modern little spirals, but a solid rectangular one covering a whole wall, with separate cubicles for every element and the actual elements, whenever possible, in place: chlorine, greenish yellow; swirling brown bromine; jet-black (but violet-vapored) crystals of iodine; heavy, heavy slugs of uranium; and pellets of lithium floating in oil. They even had the inert gases (or “noble” gases, too noble to combine): helium, neon, argon, krypton, xenon (but not radon—I guessed it was too dangerous). They were invisible, of course, inside their sealed glass tubes, but one knew they were there.

The actual presence of the elements reinforced the feeling that these were indeed the elemental building blocks of the universe, that the whole universe was here, in microcosm, in South Kensington. I had an overwhelming sense of Truth and Beauty when I saw the periodic table, a sense that this was not a mere human construct, arbitrary, but an actual vision of the eternal cosmic order, and that any future discoveries and advances, whatever they might add, would only reinforce, reaffirm, the truth of its order.

This feeling of grandeur, the immutability of nature’s laws, and of how they might prove graspable by us if we sufficiently sought them—this came to me overwhelmingly when I was a boy of ten, standing before the periodic table in the Science Museum in South Kensington. It has never left me, and fifty years later it is undimmed. My faith and life were set at that moment; my Pisgah, my Sinai, came in a museum.




First Love

In January 1946, when I was twelve and a half, I moved from my prep school in Hampstead, The Hall, to a much larger school, St. Paul’s, in Hammersmith. It was here, in the Walker Library, that I met Jonathan Miller for the first time. I was hidden in a corner, reading a nineteenth-century book on electrostatics—reading, for some reason, about “electric eggs”—when a shadow fell across the page. I looked up and saw an astonishingly tall, gangling boy with a very mobile face, brilliant, impish eyes, and an exuberant mop of reddish hair. We got talking together, and have been close friends ever since.

Prior to this time, I had had only one real friend, Eric Korn, whom I had known almost from birth. Eric followed me from The Hall to St. Paul’s a year later, and now he and Jonathan and I formed an inseparable trio, bound not only by personal but by family bonds, too (our fathers, thirty years earlier, had all been medical students together, and our families had remained close). Jonathan and Eric did not really share my love of chemistry—though a year or two earlier they had joined me in a flamboyant chemical experiment: throwing a large lump of metallic sodium into the Highgate Ponds on Hampstead Heath and watching excitedly as it took fire and sped round and round on the surface like a demented meteor, with a huge sheet of yellow flame beneath it—but they were intensely














Bibliography

Alexander, Eben. 2012. Proof of Heaven: A Neurosurgeon’s Journey into the Afterlife. New York: Simon & Schuster.

Braun, Marta. 1992. Picturing Time: The Work of Etienne-Jules Marey (1830–1904). Chicago: University of Chicago Press.

Cohen, Donna, and Carl Eisdorfer. 2001. The Loss of Self: A Family Resource for the Care of Alzheimer’s Disease and Related Disorders. New York: Norton.

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor. Encyclopaedia Metropolitana (reprinted in The Friend as “Essays as Method”).

Crane, Peter. 2013. Ginkgo: The Tree That Time Forgot. New Haven: Yale University Press.

Crick, Francis. 1981. Life Itself: Its Origin and Nature. New York: Simon & Schuster.

Crick, Francis, and Leslie Orgel. 1973. “Directed Panspermia.” Icarus 19: 341–46.

Crick, Francis, and Graeme Mitchison. 1983. “The Function of Dream Sleep.” Nature 304 (5922): 111–14.

Custance, John. 1952. Wisdom, Madness and Folly: The Philosophy of a Lunatic. New York: Pellegrini.

Davy, Humphry. 1813. Elements of Agricultural Chemistry in a Course of Lectures. London: Longman.

———. 1817. “Some Researches on Flame.” Philosophical Transactions of the Royal Society of London 107: 145–76.

———. 1828. Salmonia; or Days of Fly Fishing. London: John Murray.

Dawkins, Richard. 1996. Climbing Mount Improbable. New York: Norton.

DeBaggio, Thomas. 2002. Losing My Mind: An Intimate Look at Life with Alzheimer’s. New York: Free Press.

———. 2003. When It Gets Dark: An Enlightened Reflection on Life with Alzheimer’s. New York: Free Press.

de Duve, Christian. 1995. Vital Dust: Life as a Cosmic Imperative. New York: Basic Books.

Dewhurst, Kenneth, and A. W. Beard. 1970. “Sudden Religious Conversions in Temporal Lobe Epilepsy.” British Journal of Psychiatry 117: 497–507. Dyson, Freeman J. 1999. Origins of Life. Second edition. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press.

Edelman, Gerald M. 1987. Neural Darwinism: The Theory of Neuronal Group Selection. New York: Basic Books.

Ehrsson, H. Henrik, Charles Spence, and Richard E. Passingham. 2004. “That’s My Hand! Activity in the Premotor Cortex Reflects Feeling of Ownership of a Limb.” Science 305 (5685): 875–77.

Ehrsson, H. Henrik, Nicholas P. Holmes, and Richard E. Passingham. 2005. “Touching a Rubber Hand: Feeling of Body Ownership is Associated with Activity in Multisensory Brain Areas.” Journal of Neuroscience 25 (45): 10564–73.

Ehrsson, H. Henrik. 2007. “The Experimental Induction of Out-of-Body Experiences.” Science 317 (5841): 1048.

Erikson, Erik, Joan Erikson, and Helen Kivnick. 1987. Vital Involvement in Old Age. New York: Norton.

Forster, E. M. 1909/1928. “The Machine Stops.” In The Eternal Moment. London: Sidgwick and Jackson.

Freud, Sigmund. 1900. Interpretation of Dreams. Standard edition, 5.

Gajdusek, Carleton. 1989. “Fantasy of a ‘Virus’ from the Inorganic World.” Haematology and Blood Transfusion 32 (February): 481–99.

Goffman, Erving. 1961. Asylums: Essays on the Social Situation of Mental Patients and Other Inmates. New York: Anchor.

Goldstein, Kurt. 1934/2000. The Organism. With a foreword by Oliver Sacks. New York: Zone Books.

Gould, Stephen Jay. 1985. The Flamingo’s Smile: Reflections in Natural History. New York: Norton.

Gray, Spalding. 2012. The Journals of Spalding Gray. Edited by Nell Casey. New York: Vintage.

Greenberg, Michael. 2008. Hurry Down Sunshine. New York: Other Press.

Groopman, Jerome. 2007. How Doctors Think. New York: Houghton Mifflin.

Hobbes, Thomas. 1651/1904. Leviathan. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press.

Holmes, Richard. 1989. Coleridge: Early Visions, 1772–1804. New York: Pantheon.

Hoyle, Fred, and Chandra Wickramasinghe. 1982. Evolution from Space: A Theory of Cosmic Creationism. New York: Simon & Schuster.

Humboldt, Alexander von. 1845/1997. Cosmos. Baltimore, Md.: Johns Hopkins University Press.

Hume, David. 1738/1874. Treatise of Human Nature. London: Longmans, Green.

Hutchinson, John, Dan Famini, Richard Lair, and Rodger Kram. 2003. “Biomechanics: Are Fast-Moving Elephants Really Running?” Nature 422: 493–94.

Ibsen, Henrik. 1888/2001. The Lady from the Sea. In Four Major Plays, vol. 2. Translated and with a foreword by Rolf Fjelde. New York: Signet Classics.

Jackson, J. Hughlings. 1894/2001. “The Factors of Insanities.” Classic Text No. 47. History of Psychiatry 12 (47): 353–73.

Jamison, Kay Redfield. 1993. Touched with Fire: Manic-Depressive Illness and the Artistic Temperament. New York: Free Press.

———. 1995. An Unquiet Mind: A Memoir of Moods and Madness. New York: Knopf.

Jelliffe, Smith Ely. 1927. Post-Encephalitic Respiratory Disorders. Washington, DC: Nervous and Mental Disease Publishing Co.

Joyce, James. 1922. Finnegans Wake. London: Faber and Faber.

Karinthy, Frigyes. 1939/2008. A Journey Round My Skull. With an introduction by Oliver Sacks. New York: New York Review Books.

King, Lucy. 2002. From Under the Cloud at Seven Steeples, 1878–1885: The Peculiarly Saddened Life of Anna Agnew at the Indiana Hospital for the Insane. Zionsville: Guild Press of Indiana.

Knight, David. 1992. Humphry Davy: Science and Power. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press.

Kurlan, R., J. Behr, L. Medved, I. Shoulson, D. Pauls, J. Kidd, K. K. Kidd. 1986. “Familial Tourette Syndrome: Report of a Large Pedigree and Potential for Linkage Analysis.” Neurology 36: 772–76.

Liveing, Edward. 1873. On Megrim, Sick-Headache, and Some Allied Disorders: A Contribution to the Pathology of Nerve-Storms. London: Churchill.

Lowell, Robert. 1959. Draft manuscript for Life Studies. Houghton Library, Harvard College Library.

Luhrmann, T. M. 2012. When God Talks Back: Understanding the American Evangelical Relationship with God. New York: Knopf.

Marey, E. J. 1879. Animal Mechanism: A Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial Locomotion. New York: Appleton.

Margulis, Lynn, and Dorion Sagan. 1986. Microcosmos: Four Billion Years of Microbial Evolution. New York: Summit Books.

Mayr, Ernst. 1997. This Is Biology: The Science of the Living World. Cambridge, Mass.: Belknap Press of Harvard University Press.

Merzenich, Michael. 1998. “Long-term Change of Mind.” Science 282 (5391): 1062–63.

Monod, Jacques. 1971. Chance and Necessity: An Essay on the Natural Philosophy of Modern Biology. New York: Knopf.

Nelson, Kevin. 2011. The Spiritual Doorway in the Brain: A Neurologist’s Search for the God Experience. New York: Dutton.

Neugeboren, Jay. 1997. Imagining Robert: My Brother, Madness, and Survival. New York: Morrow.

———. 2008. “Infiltrating the Enemy of the Mind.” Review of The Center Cannot Hold, by Elyn Saks. New York Review of Books, April 17.

Parks, Tim. 2000. “In the Locked Ward.” Review of Imagining Robert, by Jay Neugeboren. New York Review of Books, February 24.

Payne, Christopher. 2009. Asylum: Inside the Closed World of State Mental Hospitals. With a foreword by Oliver Sacks. Cambridge, Mass.: MIT Press.

Penney, Darby, and Peter Stastny. 2008. The Lives They Left Behind: Suitcases from a State Hospital Attic. New York: Bellevue Literary Press.

Podvoll, Edward M. 1990. The Seduction of Madness: Revolutionary Insights into the World of Psychosis and a Compassionate Approach to Recovery at Home. New York: HarperCollins.

Provine, Robert. 2012. Curious Behavior: Yawning, Laughing, Hiccupping, and Beyond. Cambridge, Mass.: Belknap Press of Harvard University Press.

Rees, Martin. 2003. Our Final Hour: A Scientist’s Warning—How Terror, Error, and Environmental Disaster Threaten Humankind’s Future in This Century. New York: Basic Books.

Rhodes, Richard. 1997. Deadly Feasts: Tracking the Secrets of a Terrifying New Plague. New York: Simon & Schuster.

Roosens, Eugeen. 1979. Mental Patients in Town Life: Geel—Europe’s First Therapeutic Community. Beverly Hills: Sage Publications.

Roosens, Eugeen, and Lieve Van de Walle. 2007. Geel Revisited: After Centuries of Mental Rehabilitation. Antwerp: Garant.

Roth, Philip. 2007. Exit Ghost. New York: Houghton Mifflin Harcourt.

Sacks, Oliver. 1973. Awakenings. New York: Doubleday.

———. 1984. A Leg to Stand On. New York: Summit.

———. 1985. The Man Who Mistook His Wife for a Hat. New York: Summit.

———. 1992. Migraine. Rev. ed. New York: Vintage.

———. 1995. An Anthropologist on Mars. New York: Knopf.

———. 2001. Uncle Tungsten. New York: Knopf.

———. 2007. Musicophilia: Tales of Music and the Brain. New York: Knopf.

———. 2010. The Mind’s Eye. New York: Knopf.

———. 2012. Hallucinations. New York: Knopf.

———. 2015. On the Move. New York: Knopf.

Saks, Elyn. 2007. The Center Cannot Hold: My Journey Through Madness. New York: Hyperion.

Sebald, W. G. 1998. The Rings of Saturn. New York: New Directions.

Sheehan, Susan. 1982. Is There No Place on Earth for Me? New York: Houghton Mifflin Harcourt.

Shelley, Mary. 1818. Frankenstein; or, The Modern Prometheus. London: Lackington, Hughes, Harding, Mavor & Jones.

Shengold, Leonard. 1993. The Boy Will Come to Nothing! Freud’s Ego Ideal and Freud as Ego Ideal. New Haven: Yale University Press.

Shubin, Neil. 2008. Your Inner Fish: A Journey into the 3.5-Billion-Year History of the Human Body. New York: Pantheon.

Smylie, Mike. 2004. Herring: A History of the Silver Darlings. Stroud, UK: Tempus.

Solnit, Rebecca. 2003. River of Shadows: Eadweard Muybridge and the Technological Wild West. New York: Viking.

Wells, H. G. 1898. The War of the Worlds. London: Heinemann.

———. 1901/2003. The First Men in the Moon. New York: Modern Library.





Permissions and Acknowledgments

Grateful acknowledgment is made to the following for permission to reprint previously published material:

Alfred A. Knopf, an imprint of the Knopf Doubleday Publishing Group, a division of Penguin Random House LLC: Excerpt of “Into the Sun” from An Unquiet Mind by Kay Redfield Jamison, copyright © 1995 by Kay Redfield Jamison. Reprinted by permission of Alfred A. Knopf, an imprint of the Knopf Doubleday Publishing Group, a division of Penguin Random House LLC. All rights reserved.

Farrar, Straus and Giroux: Excerpts from Wisdom, Madness and Folly: The Philosophy of a Lunatic by John Custance. Copyright © 1951 by John Custance, copyright renewed 1980 by John Custance. Reprinted by permission of Farrar, Straus and Giroux.

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd. and Other Press, LLC: Excerpt from Hurry Down Sunshine: A Father’s Memoir of Love and Madness by Michael Greenberg, copyright © 2008 by Michael Greenberg. Reprinted by permission of HarperCollins Publishers Ltd. and Other Press, LLC. Any third party use of this material outside of this publication is prohibited. All rights reserved.

Several works were previously published, some in different form, in the following publications:

FIRST LOVES

“Water Babies” first appeared in The New Yorker, May 26, 1997.

“Remembering South Kensington” first appeared in Discover, November 1991.

“First Love” first appeared in The New York Review of Books, October 18, 2001, and in Uncle Tungsten.

“Humphry Davy: Poet of Chemistry” first appeared in longer form in The New York Review of Books, November 4, 1993.

“Libraries” first appeared in The Threepenny Review, Fall 2014.

“A Journey Inside the Brain” first appeared in slightly different form in The New York Review of Books, March 20, 2008, and as an introduction to Frigyes Karinthy, A Journey Round My Skull (New York: New York Review Books, 2008).

CLINICAL TALES

“Cold Storage” first appeared in slightly different form in Granta, Spring 1987.

“Neurological Dreams” first appeared in somewhat different form in MD 35, no. 2 (February 1991) and in Deirdre Barrett, ed., Trauma and Dreams (Cambridge, Mass.: Harvard University Press, 1996).

“Nothingness” first appeared in slightly different form in Richard L. Gregory, ed., The Oxford Companion to the Mind (New York: Oxford University Press, 1987).

“Seeing God in the Third Millennium” first appeared on www.theatlantic.com, December 2012.

“Hiccups and Other Curious Behaviors” is previously unpublished.

“Travels with Lowell” is previously unpublished, and incorporates some of “The Divine Curse,” which originally appeared in Life, September 1988.

“Urge” first appeared in The New York Review of Books, September 24, 2015.

“The Catastrophe” first appeared in The New Yorker, April 27, 2015.

“Dangerously Well” is based on an article by Oliver Sacks and Melanie Shulman published in Neurology 64 (2005) under the title “Steroid Dementia: An Overlooked Diagnosis?”

“Tea and Toast” is previously unpublished.

“Telling” is previously unpublished.

“The Aging Brain” is based on an article published in the Archives of Neurology, October 1997.

“Kuru” first appeared in somewhat different form in The New Yorker, April 14, 1997, under the title “Eat, Drink, and Be Wary.”

“A Summer of Madness” first appeared in The New York Review of Books, September 25, 2008.

“The Lost Virtues of the Asylum” first appeared in slightly different form in The New York Review of Books (September 24, 2009) and as a foreword in Christopher Payne, Asylum (Cambridge, Mass.: MIT Press, 2009).

LIFE CONTINUES

“Anybody Out There?” first appeared, in slightly different form, in Natural History, November 2002, and in Astrobiology Magazine, December 2002.

“Clupeophilia” first appeared in The New Yorker, July 20, 2009.

“Colorado Springs Revisited” first appeared in Columbia: A Journal of Literature and Art, Spring 2010.

“Botanists on Park” first appeared in The New Yorker, August 13, 2007.

“Greetings from the Island of Stability” first appeared in The New York Times, February 8, 2004.

“Reading the Fine Print” first appeared in The New York Times Book Review, December 14, 2012.

“The Elephant’s Gait” first appeared in the journal Omnivore, Autumn 2003.

“Orangutan” is previously unpublished.

“Why We Need Gardens” is previously unpublished.

“Night of the Ginkgo” first appeared in The New Yorker, November 24, 2014.

“Filter Fish” first appeared in The New Yorker, September 14, 2015.

“Life Continues” is previously unpublished.





EVERYTHING IN ITS PLACE

Oliver Sacks was born in 1933 in London and was educated at the Queen’s College, Oxford. He completed his medical training at San Francisco’s Mount Zion Hospital and at UCLA before moving to New York, where he soon encountered the patients he would write about in his book Awakenings.

Dr Sacks spent almost fifty years working as a neurologist and wrote many books, including The Man Who Mistook His Wife for a Hat, Musicophilia, and Hallucinations, about the strange neurological predicaments and conditions of his patients. The New York Times referred to him as ‘the poet laureate of medicine’, and over the years he received many awards, including honours from the Guggenheim Foundation, the National Science Foundation, the American Academy of Arts and Letters, and the Royal College of Physicians. In 2008, he was appointed Commander of the British Empire. He died in August 2015.
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ALSO IN THIS SERIES

BLOOD MERIDIAN

Cormac McCarthy

The wrath of God lies sleeping. It was hid a million years before men were and only men have power to wake it. Hell aint half full.

Through the hostile landscape of the Texas–Mexico border wanders the Kid, a fourteen-year-old Tennessean who, after an encounter with the mysterious and terrifying Judge Holden, is quickly swept up in the relentless tide of blood that attends America’s westward expansion.

An unforgettably epic novel of savagery and depravity, Blood Meridian is both a brilliant subversion of the Western and one of the definitive examples of the form.




[image: Picador Collection logo]

ALSO IN THIS SERIES

MIDDLE PASSAGE

Charles Johnson

The Apocalypse would definitely put a crimp in my career plans.

Rutherford Calhoun is in New Orleans and in trouble – with gangsters, with debt collectors, and with a woman who seeks to marry him and curb his mischievous instincts. Feeling the heat, he cons his way on to the next ship out of the docks, which to his horror he quickly discovers is an illegal slave ship with two missions: to capture members of the famous Allmuseri tribe, and to secure a cargo with a terrifying and otherworldly power . . .

Winner of the National Book Award 1990, this masterful blend of allegory, black comedy, naval adventure and supernatural horror is a true modern classic.
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ALSO IN THIS SERIES

ROOM

Emma Donoghue

Scared is what you’re feeling. Brave is what you’re doing.

Jack lives with his Ma in Room, which has a locked door, a skylight, and measures 11 feet by 11 feet. He loves watching TV, and the cartoon characters he calls friends, but he knows that nothing he sees on screen is truly real – only him, Ma and the things in Room. Until the day Ma admits that there’s a world outside . . .

Told in Jack’s voice, Room is the story of a mother and son whose love lets them survive the impossible.
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ALSO IN THIS SERIES

THE MAN WHO MISTOOK HIS WIFE FOR A HAT

Oliver Sacks

If a man has lost a leg or an eye, he knows he has lost a leg or an eye; but if he has lost a self – himself – he cannot know it, because he is no longer there to know it.

In this extraordinary book, Dr Oliver Sacks recounts the stories of patients struggling to adapt to the world of neurological disorder. Here are people who can no longer recognize everyday objects or those they love; who are stricken with violent tics or shout involuntary obscenities, and yet are also gifted with remarkable artistic or mathematical talents.

A provocative exploration of the mysteries of the human mind, The Man Who Mistook His Wife for a Hat is a million-copy bestseller by the twentieth century’s greatest neurologist.
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ALSO IN THIS SERIES

SO YOU’VE BEEN PUBLICLY SHAMED

Jon Ronson

‘It’s about the terror, isn’t it?’

‘The terror of what?’ I said.

‘The terror of being found out.’

A great renaissance of public shaming is sweeping our land. Through social media, justice has been democratized, and the silent majority are getting a voice. But are we using our voice for good?

In this prescient, unnerving yet often hilarious book, Jon Ronson meets the victims of modern public shamings, and in doing so plunges us deep in the heart of a very modern terror: the terror of being found out.
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Half a century of great classics from Picador

On 6 October 1972, Picador published its first list of eight paperbacks. It was a list that demonstrated ambition, cultural breadth, and no small mischievous spirit, including great writers such as Jorge Luis Borges, Hermann Hesse, Richard Brautigan, and Angela Carter.

Within a few years, Picador established itself as one of the pre-eminent publishers of contemporary fiction, non-fiction, and poetry. In the decades that followed it became the home of writers such as Cormac McCarthy, Don DeLillo, V.S. Naipaul, Emma Donoghue, Colm Tóibín, Hanya Yanagihara, Alan Hollinghurst, Carol Ann Duffy, Jon Ronson, and Kae Tempest.

In Picador’s fiftieth anniversary year of 2022 the Picador Collection was launched, a series highlighting what we believe are some of the most important and exciting titles to be found in modern literature. This curated list features a wealth of modern classics, while also retaining the commitment to boundary-pushing publishing that made the white spines of Picador beloved for generations.

These are books to stay up with late into the night, to daydream about in idle moments, and to press fanatically into the hands of others. They are books intended to start a conversation – with you, the reader, within communities, and within popular culture.

Why not begin your collection today?
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