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Nonetheless, it is not without reason that Hippocrates referred to epilepsy as the ''sacred disease'' and that
Dostoyevsky believed that it fueled his creativity and brought him closer to God. A second amnesiac observed
by Dr. Well aware that diabetes could affect his eyes, Dr P. I helped him on with his shoe his foot , to avoid
further complication. Such reports illustrate that there are often two or more ways of reaching the same goal
but that for biologically essential functions nature has endowed our brains with special-purpose organs that
achieve the goal in this case, the recognition of objects ''unconsciously,'' rapidly and efficiently. I thought that
was my foot. Indeed he did not have a real visual world, as he did not have a real visual self. Sacks' collection.
I love minute descriptions that are vivid and affectionate. When Sacks counted the matches there were indeed 
Deficits occur where a part of the brain is damaged and a person's behaviour or abilities are altered as a result.
It is not only difficult, it is impossible for patients with certain right-hemisphere syndromes to know their own
problems. It is for this reason that neurologists are fascinated by what they term "deficits". I understand that
everybody might not like this book. Although these books were almost perfect in their way, there was a whole
realm which Luria had not touched. Shelves: medical , non-fiction When I had come across the title of the
book on Goodreads, I had mistakenly assumed to it to be a humour novel. It is important to realize that Dr. A
magnificent old Bosendorfer stood in state in the centre of the room, and all round it were music-stands,
instruments, scores But even in these liberal times, the scientist who talks of the soul is usually regarded as
being on vacation. The resultant mixture is insightful, compassionate, moving and, on occasion, simply
infuriating. It was entirely in keeping with his condition that he could remember the plot of a novel and things
that the characters said, but had no sense of their physiognomy; that he could remember what happened to
them but not the scenes in which they took part. On the other hand, it is the right hemisphere which, controls
the crucial powers of recognising reality which every living creature must have in order to survive. There was
a hint of a smile on his face. Now tell me what it is. The man who mistook his wife for a hat Oliver Sacks The
scientific study of the relationship between brain and mind began in , when Broca, in France, found that
specific difficulties in the expressive use of speech aphasia consistently followed damage to a particular
portion of the left hemisphere of the brain. I had taken off his left shoe and scratched the sole of his foot with a
key â€” a frivolous-seeming but essential test of a reflex â€” and then, excusing myself to screw my
ophthalmoscope together, left him to put on the shoe himself. In some ways he seemed perfectly preserved,
and in others absolutely, incomprehensibly devastated. I always have a pen in hand; I fill endless notebooks
that I don't even look at myself. He gives a beautiful description, with fine illustrations, of Jose, an autistic
artist; similarly, he writes with great freshness of the now well-known twins, John and Michael, whose arcane
abilities to play and communicate with huge prime numbers stand in stark contrast to their otherwise severely
impaired intelligence. Hungrily, hummingly, Dr P. That era has passed, and ''mind'' is once again respectable,
although in some circles its rehabilitation has depended on the realization that even the functions of a digital
computer cannot be described with the impoverished concepts of stimulus-response psychology. Yet, as
always, fact is stranger than fiction, and again Dr. Published December  I showed him the cover, an unbroken
expanse of Sahara dunes. Towards the end of the century it became evident to more acute observers â€” above
all, Freud, in his book on Aphasia â€” that this sort of mapping was too simplistic, that all mental
performances had an intricate internal structure, and must have an equally complex physiological basis. The
task of making sense of what a patient presents leads me to a powerful need to make a narrative. A face, for
him, was not the semblance of a human being â€” it was merely an aggregation of features. And this,
mercifully, held to the end, for despite the gradual advance of the disease â€” a massive tumour or
degenerative process in the visual parts of his brain â€” Dr P.


