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Miri first noticed the baby's symptoms that morning, a wheezing sound when he exhaled. By afternoon Miri was worried enough to call the pediatrician. 

A nurse set up an appointment for the next day and instructed Miri to keep Jack Jr. hydrated and his nasal passages clear, with a bulb syringe if necessary. She told Miri to take the baby to the emergency room if symptoms worsened before the appointment.

By the time Jack got home from the university that evening Jack Jr. seemed a little better. But Jack's usual cheerful smile evaporated as Miri told him about the baby's illness. 

"What did the doctor say?" asked Jack, stroking his son's cheek. 

"I set up an appointment for tomorrow. The nurse said to give him plenty of fluids and keep his nasal passages clear.” 

She turned away and coughed as Jack tried to kiss her.

"You don't sound too good yourself. I hope you are taking something."

"Same thing as the baby."

They were preparing to turn in for the night when Miri's smartphone alerted. She took a look at the phone and started for the nursery. 

Jack heard her yell for him to come quickly. When he walked into the nursery he saw Miri with Jack Jr. in her arms. 

She turned and said, "We have to get him to the emergency room, his breathing is rapid and shallow and he's not waking up!"

Jack looked at his son and shuddered. He was sure the baby's lips had a bluish tinge. 

"Okay honey. Wrap him up and bring him into our bedroom, I'm getting dressed."

Jack already had his pants and shirt on and was pulling on his socks when Miri walked into the room. 

"Give him to me honey while you change.” 

Miri handed over the baby and rushed into her closet. 

Jack looked at his son and almost cried out, the baby's fingernails were turning blue. Jack knew his boy wasn't getting enough oxygen - they would have to hurry. He fought to maintain his composure. If he panicked Miri might also, but he couldn't wait another minute.

"Miri! Meet me at the car."

Jack placed his sleeping son on the passenger's seat and put the car in manual mode. He backed it out of the garage, his right hand never leaving his son's chest. The time he spent listening to the baby's labored breathing seemed like an eternity to Jack even though Miri arrived moments later. 

“Please hurry,” she said as she took the baby in her arms.

“We'll be there soon,” said Jack placing his hand on her shoulder.

Miri was about to acknowledge but turned her head away to cough.

The emergency room was crowded. The admitting nurse was about to hand Jack and Miri paperwork to fill out when she saw the baby's face. She immediately stopped what she was doing and yelled to another nurse to take the Jackson's into an examination room while she called for a doctor.

Doctor Stilhs entered the examination room, took a quick look at Jack Jr. and said, “Mr. and Mrs. Jackson would you please step into the waiting room? I'll be there as soon as I've finished my examination, thank you.”

Jack and Miri looked at each other and turned to leave. Miri looked back at the doctor. 

“As soon as possible doctor please,” she said. 

The doctor nodded.

It was almost an hour before the doctor came into the waiting room. 

“I was beginning to worry doctor, what have you found?” asked Jack.

“Mr. and Mrs. Jackson your son has a bronchial infection. I've ordered tests but it will be an hour or more before we have the results. Meanwhile I've also ordered that he be given fluids and oxygen to prevent dehydration and help him to breathe. We'll know more when we get the tests back.”

“He's going to be okay isn't he doctor?” asked Miri, coughing to clear her throat.

“Mrs. Jackson I'm afraid your son is very sick, but he seems strong and I think there is every reason to believe that he will recover. But it sounds like you may be coming down with something yourself, you should try to get some rest.”

“Thank you doctor,” said Jack.

After the doctor left Jack and Miri sat down.

“We should do as the doctor says honey. You need rest before you get any worse, and I think you could rest better at home.”

“Jack, I cannot leave this hospital as long as my son is in here. I'm staying.”

“Okay honey I understand. Let's try to make ourselves as comfortable as possible.” 

He gently guided her head to his shoulder.

The morning light was flooding through the hospital window when Jack awoke. Miri was asleep beside him, her breathing labored. Jack got up carefully and went to ask the nurse for some coffee. By the time he returned with two cups Miri had awakened. 

“Good morning honey, how are you feeling?” 

Just then an orderly rushed up. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Jackson?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Jack.

“The doctor wants to see you, follow me please.” 

Jack and Miri followed the man to a different exam room from before, there they found the doctor waiting. He looked like he hadn't slept.

“Mr. and Mrs. Jackson, I'm so sorry. Your son died just a few minutes ago.” 

Miri fainted.
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As a young engineering student, Jack had been part of a research group that was developing an integrated circuit with the goal of running complex neural networks on a mobile platform. The platform would host a software-based Artificial Narrow Intelligence (ANI), commonly called an Annie.

Jack's specialty on the team was packing the necessary functions into a three-dimensional substrate while maintaining performance requirements. He developed what he called the Matryoshka (Russian nesting dolls) approach to help meet the requirements. Jack became famous on the team for writing the software that met packing and performance compliance.

He was still an undergraduate working with the Annie group when his son died. His wife succumbed a short time later. Jack thought Miri had lost her will to live after their son died. Both Miri and Jack Jr. had been early victims in a viral pandemic that took the lives of millions. 

Jack vowed to not let it happen again.

He immediately changed majors to pursue biological research in infectious diseases. His single-minded focus enabled him to pack seven years into five, and he soon found himself the youngest researcher at a very prestigious university. He would find a cure for those like his son and wife who caught the virus early before the need for a vaccine was even apparent. Jack loved his research but even so, it was becoming a strain because of the pressure for results put upon him by his adviser.

It was late at night and Jack was working alone in the lab as usual. He was working at the synthetic biology station. Jack had chosen to use synthetic biology because of its engineering approach which could be applied to biological systems. Synthetic biology held the promise of fast and easy design of biological systems instead of the usual trial and error method most biologists were familiar with. Well defined biological building blocks were used to assemble biological systems much as one could use electronic components to design a useful electronic circuit. 

Jack was using synthetic biology to develop a synthetic gene circuit that could function outside a cell and could quickly identify viral agents. It would be embedded in paper for testing. He hoped by creating this paper-based detector it would serve as a proof of concept for his approach.

Suddenly, as he bent over the station he felt a hot flash of pain in his skull, like an explosion. The pain increased and lasted more than a minute before it subsided. By that time Jack found himself sitting on the floor.

When he recovered enough to stand he secured his experiment and closed up the lab. As he walked to the curb he took his Annie out of his pocket and unfolded it. 

“Yes Jack,” said the Annie. 

Jack explained his symptoms and asked the Annie what might have happened to him. The Annie took his vitals from his wrist band and ran its medical expert. It called for an Ark-car to take him to the hospital.

The self-navigating car arrived and as it drove him to the hospital he listened to the Annie conjecture about his health. At the hospital, he ended up being admitted for observation.

The next morning a doctor came into Jack's hospital room. 

“Mr. Jackson?” 

“Yes.” 

“I have to tell you Mr. Jackson that was a reckless thing to do, driving by yourself to the hospital instead of calling for an ambulance. What if you had another attack with no medical personnel around?”

“Well sir, I guess I wasn't exactly thinking straight after such an episode, have you ever had such an attack?”

“I have not,” said the doctor, softening somewhat. “I guess I would be a bit confused myself under similar circumstances. By the way, I'm Doctor Greyson, I'll be your attending physician.”

“So what do you think happened to me? I feel fine now.”

“I believe you had a transient ischemic attack. Sometimes called TIA or a mini-stroke.”

“My Annie suggested that was a possibility but I thought that a stroke was something that usually happened to older people?”

“That is generally the case. But it can also happen to anybody at any time in their life. It could be caused by an inherited risk, it could be lifestyle choices, or it could be an imbalance of an amino acid, specifically homocysteine levels in your blood; or it could be all of the above. That is what we are going to find out. I've ordered the necessary tests and questionnaires for you to fill out.” 
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