THE HEMATOLOGIST. 

by George Liebermann, M.D.

I forgot how to cry. I did at first, then it became routine. A little pale creature had been taken into the hospital, the mother tearful, but helpless. She did not know why  her baby suddenly turned so pale, why his belly swell, why he would not take her nipple? 

I thought that all children were alike,  but one day I learned it different. He was the baby of a communist activist. They could not get that horrible illness. They did. He had leukemia, with a face void of blood, a huge abdomen  bulged by the enlarged spleen. The skin was drawn in between his ribs,  he looked scary. I examined him, his blood, his bone marrow, found blast cells with "Auer bodies", he vas extremely anemic, bled from the nose and everywhere there was an opening, he had hardly any platelets. 
She said,

"Doctor tell me the truth."

The truth was dead sentence. This was year 1955, we knew of no remedy. The husband did not believe me. A dozen doctors were called into consult. After all he was the baby of a communist agent. It should not happen to them. 

No doctor had the guts to confirm my diagnosis. Sounds unusual? I was ordered to take the baby by plane to the Bucharest Hematology Institute, where the Pontifex Maximus, the head of all Hematologists decided the diagnosis. 
He said that the baby had no leukemia. I left him there, wished that the head was right even if it costs my job, and went home. 

I should have felt awful, made the parents unhappy and desperate for no reason. The director of the Hospital chewed me out, asked me if I still maintain that the child had leukemia. I said,

"I wish, I was wrong. The child has leukemia,. he is in remission."

He told me,

If you are wrong, and I am convinced that you are, you loose your job."

When one month later the Hematology Institute sent an apologetic letter, the baby died of leukemia, it did not make me feel good, but I thought that if the father was not communist, the diagnosis would have been accepted right away.
