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About the Author

Arthur Hailey was born in England, in 1920. During
the war he was a pilot in the RAF and, for a year, on the staff
of the Air Ministry. In 1947 he emigrated to Canada to be-
come the editor of a technical magazine, and then Sales Pro-
motion Manager for Canadian Trailmobile.

In 1956, while on a plane, he had a daydream, imagining
the crew suddenly incapacitated and himself called upon to
pilot the plane to a safe landing. In his spare time he turned
this daydream into a television play — “Flight to Danger”
— which, to his own surprise, was immediately accepted by
NBC. The play was made into a movie and turned up yet again
as a novel, Runway Zero-Eight. On the basis of this script,
and others that followed, he was given the “Best Playwright”
award in Canadian TV for two successive years and named
by Time as one of the six best TV playwrights in the world.

For research on The Final Diagnosis Mr. Hailey donned
a white jacket and, equipped with tape recorder, spent several
weeks in a large Pennsylvania hospital, sitting in on opera-
tions, autopsies and other hospital activities. Later he con-
tinued his research in a California hospital and one in New
York City.

Now the author of eleven successful TV plays and three
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motion pictures, he does his writing in a businesslike fashion,
maintaining a regular nine-to-five day in his Scarborough,
Ontario, home where he lives with hLis wife and three children,
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Chapter 1

At midmorning of a broiling July day the life of Three
Counties Hospital ebbed and flowed like tide currents around an
offshore island. Outside the hospital the citizens of Burling-
ton, Pennsylvania,® perspired under a ninety-degree shade
temperature with seventy-eight percent humidity. Within
the hospital it was cooler, but not much. Among patients
and staff only the fortunate or influential® escaped the worst
of the heat in airconditioned rooms.®

There was no air conditioning in the Admitting depart-
ment on the main floor, and Madge Reynolds, chief clerk in
Admitting, reached into her desk for her fifteenth Kleenex*
that morning, and dabbed her face. It was time to locate
four patients for admission that afternoon.

A few minutes earlier the day’s discharge slips® had come
down from the wards, showing that twenty-six patients were
being sent home instead of the twenty-four Miss Reynolds
had expected. That, added to two deaths which had occur-
red during the night, meant that four new names could be
plucked from the waiting list. Somewhere, in four homes
in and around Burlington, a quartet of patients who had been
waiting for this call either hopefully or in fear could now pack
a few essential belongings and put their trust in medicine as
practiced® at Three Counties. Miss Reynolds opened a file
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folder, picked up the telephone on her desk, and began to dial.

A hundred yards or so down the corridor Miss Mildred,
senior records clerk at Three Counties, p?rspired profusely
as she hurried after.a quarry she had just seen disappear a-
round the next corner.

“Dr. Pearson! Dr. Pearson!”

As she caught up with him the hospital’s elderly staff
pathologist paused. He moved the big cigar he was smoking
over to the corner of his mouth. Then he said irritably,
“What is it?”

Little Miss Mildred, five foot nothing in her highest heels,”
quailed before Dr. Pearson’s scowl. But records, forms,
files were her life. She summoned up courage. “These autop-
sy protocols have to be signed; Doctor. The Health Board®
has asked for extra copies.”

“Some other time. I'm in a hurry.” Joe Pearson was
at his imperious worst.?

Miss Mildred stood her ground. “Please, Doctor. It’ll
only take a moment. I've been trying to get you for three
days.”

Grudgingly Pearson gave in. He took the forms over
to a desk, grumbling. “I don’t know what I'm signing.
What is it?”

“It’s the Howden case, Dr. Pearson.”

“There are so many cases. 1 don’t remember,” Pearson
fretted.
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Patiently Miss Mildred reminded him. “It’s the work-
man who was killed when he fell from a high catwalk. The
employers said the fall must have been caused by a heart at-
tack because otherwise their safety precautions would have
prevented it.” Pearson grunted, but Miss Mildred continued
her summation. She liked to leave things tidy. “The autop-
sy, however, showed that the man had a healthy heart and
no other physical condition which might have caused him to
fall.”10

“I know all that.” Pearson cut her short.* “It was
an accident. They’ll have to give the widow a pension.”
He adjusted his cigar and scrawled a signature, half shredding
the paper. Miss Mildred wondered how many days it was
since the pathologist had brushed his gray, unruly hair.
Under the white lab coat she could see a knitted woolen vest
with holes which were probably acid burns.!? His gray,
uncreased slacks dropped over scuffed shoes. Joe Pearson’s
personal appearance was something between a joke and a
scandal at Three Counties Hospital. Since his wife had died
some ten years earlier his dress had become progressively
worse. Now, at sixty-six, his appearance sometimes suggest-
ed a vagrant rather than the head of a major hospital depart-
ment.1?

He signed the last paper and thrust the batch, almost
savagely, at little Miss Mildred. “Maybe I can get on with
some real work now, eh?” His cigar bobbed up and down,
discharging ash partly on himself, partly on the polished
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linoleum floor. Pearson had been at Three Counties long
enough to ignore the “No Smoking” signs in the hospital
corridors. He nodded curtly, then ducked down the stair-
way which led to his own department in the basement.

On the Surgical floor, three stories above, the atmosphere
was more relaxed. With temperature and humidity careful-
ly controlled throughout the whole operating section, staff
surgeons, interns and nurses, stripped down to their under-
wear benearth green scrub suits,’* could work in comfort.
Some of the surgeons had completed their first cases of the
morning and were drifting into the staff room for coffee.
Between sips'® Lucy Grainger, an orthopedic surgeon, was
defending her purchase of a Volkswagen!® the day before.

“I’'m sorry, Lucy,” Dr. Gil Bartlett was saying. “I'm
afraid I may have stepped on it in the parking lot.”

“Never mind, Gil,” she told him. ‘“You need the exer-
cise you get just walking around that Detroit monster” of
yours.” )

Bartlett, a general surgeon, was noted for his cream
Cadillac,’® which in its gleaming spotlessness reflected the
dapperness of its owner, one of the best dressed of the Three
Counties physicians. He was also the only member of the
staff with a beard — a Van Dyke,* always neatly trimmed.

Kent O’Donnell strolled over. He was chief of Surgery
and also president of the hospital’s medical board. Bartlett
hailed him.
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“Kent, I've been looking for you. I'm lecturing the nurs-
es next week on adult tonsiliectomies. Do you have some
Kodachromes* showing aspiration tracheitis and pneumo-
nia?”’

O’Donnell ran his mind over the color photographs in
kis teaching collection. What Bartlett was referring to was
one of the lesser-known effects®* which sometimes follow re-
moval of tonsils from an adult. Even with extreme operative
care a tiny portion of tonsil may escape the surgeon’s forceps
and be drawn into the lung, where it forms an abscess.
O’Donnell recalled a group of pictures portraying this condi-
tion; they had been taken during an autopsy. He told Bart-
lett, “I think so. T’ll look for them tonight.” He smiled
at Lucy. They were old friends; in fact, he sometimes wonder-
ed if, given more time and opportunity,* they might not
become something more. He liked her for many _things, not
least the way she could hold her own in what was sometimes
thought of as a man’s world.®® At the same time, even in the
shapeless scrub suit she was wearing now, she never lost her
essential femininity.

A nurss entered discrectly,  “Dr. O’Donnell,” she said,
“your patient’s family are outside.”

“Tell them I’ll be right out.” He moved into the locker
room and began to slip out of his scrub suit. With only one
operation scheduled for the day he was through with surgery
now. When he had reassured the family outside — he had
just operated successfully for removal of gallstones — his
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next call would be the administrator’s office.

Two floors above Surgical, in private room 48, George
Andrew Dunton had lost the capacity to be affected by heat
or coolness and was fifteen seconds away from death. As
Dr. MacMahon held his patient’s wrist, waiting for the pulse
to stop, Nurse Penfield turned the window fan to “high”
because the presence of the family had made the room uncom-
fortably stuffy. This was a good family, she reflected — the
wife, grown son and younger daughter. The wife was
crying softly, the daughter silent but with tears coursing down
her cheeks. The son had turned away but his shoulders were
shaking.

Now Dr. MacMahon lowered the wrist and looked across
at the others. No words were needed, and methodically
Nurse Penfield noted the time of death as 10:52 a.m.

In Obstetrics, on the fourth floor, Dr. Charles Dorn-
berger scrubbed alongside two other obstetricians. Babics,
he thought, had an annoying habit of coming in batches.
There would be hours, even days, when things would be order-
ly, quiet, and babies could be delivered in tidy succession.
Then suddenly all hell would break loose,?* with half a dozen
waiting to be born at once. This was one of those moments.

His patient, a buxom, perpetually cheerful colored wo-
man, was about to deliver her tenth child. While he was still
scrubbing, Dornberger heard the intern tell her to relax and
the answer came back, “Relax, sonny? Ah am relaxed.?® Ah
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always relaxes when ah has a baby. That th’ only time there’s
no dishes, no washin’, no cookin’. Why, ah look forward
to comin’ in here.” She paused as pain gripped her. Then,
partly through clenched teeth, she muttered, “This’ll bs my
tenth, and th’ oldest one’s as big as you, sonny. Now you
be lookin’ fo’ me a year from now. AR’il be back.”

Dornberger heard her chuckling as her voice faded, thz
deliveryroom nursss taking over. Scrubbed, gowned and
sterile, he followed her into the delivery room.

In the hospital kitchens, Hilda Straughan, the chief
dietitian, nibbled a piece of raisin pie and nodded.approvingly
at the senior pastry cook. She suspected that the calories
would be reflected on her bathroom scales?® but quelled her
conscience by telling herself it was a dictitian’s duty to sample
the hospital fare. Besides, it was somewhat late now for
Mrs. Straughan to fret about her weight. The accumulat-
ed result of many earlier samplings caused her nowadays to
turn the scales around two hundred pounds.

Mirs. Straughan glanced around her empire with satis-
faction — the shining steel ovens and serving tables, the
gleaming utensils, the sparking white aprons of the cooks.
She was in love with her job, and her heart warmed at the
sight of all of it.

This was a busy time in the kitchens. In twenty minutes
the diet trays would go up to the wards, and for two hours
afterward the service of food would continue. Then, while
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the kitchen help cleared and stacked dishes, the cooks would
begin preparing the evening meal.

The thought of dishes caused Mrs. Straughan to frown,
and she moved into the back section where the two big auto-
matic dishwashers were installed. This was an older and
less gleaming part of her domain, and the chief dietitian re-
flected, not for the first time, that she would be happy when
the equipment here was modernized. It was understandable,
though, that everything could not be done at once, and she
had to admit she had browbeaten the administration into a
lot of expensive new equipment?’ in her two years at Three
Counties. All the same, she decided, she would have another
talk with the administrator about those dishwashers soon.

Two hundred yards away from the main hospital block,
in a rundown factory building that did duty as a nurses’
home,? student nurse Vivian Loburton was having trouble
with a zipper that refused to zip.

Vivian, nineteen and fresh from Oregon,?® was in her
fourth month of training and at one and the same time was
awed and fascinated, repulsed and disgusted. She supposed
that close contact with sickness and disease was always a shock
for anyone new. But knowing that did not help much when
your stomach was ready to do flipflops and it took all the will
you possessed not to turn and run away.?®

“Hellfire!” she thought, using an expression much favored
by her lumberman father. The gap between morning classes
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