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What reviewers are saying aboutVital Signs, Book Three in the Baxter Series:


“Kathy Herman keeps the pace moving in Vital Signs. The book shows how God provides exactly what we need—even in the hardest of times.”

NANCY MOSER, AUTHOR OF THE SEAT BESIDE ME




“A multifaceted and fast-paced tale where tragedy meets hope and “losers” are given second chances. Vital Signs is a reminder to appreciate life and the possibility of redemption in the worst of circumstances. Good job, Kathy!”

MELODY CARLSON, AUTHOR OF THE
DIARY OF A TEENAGE GIRL SERIES




“If you’re looking for a gripping story that will keep you turning the pages, Vital Signs is for you. Kathy Herman knows how to raise the stakes with every scene, and how to reassure us that no matter how hopeless things seem, God really is there for us all.”

NANCY RUE, AUTHOR OF PASCAL’S WAGER



What reviewers are saying about
Day of Reckoning, Book Two in the Baxter Series:


“Day of Reckoning is an inspiring read. Ms. Herman explores the effect of anger and revenge on the lives of ordinary people in extraordinary situations, and shows how forgiveness is the only way for healing to occur. The book’s important message is one that points to God as the only true solution to the problems we face.”

—The Word on Romance




“An enthralling, inspiring story that will bring on the tears and a whirlwind of emotions. The tone and sense of place the author establishes stay consistent as she draws together the story’s threads to a stark, dramatic conclusion.”

—Rendezvous




“Day of Reckoning is an insightful tale that is at its best when the author empowers her audience to see deep into the souls of her distraught cast.”

—Midwest Book Review



What reviewers are saying about
Tested by Fire, Book One in the Baxter Series:


“This first effort capably fulfills the series’ promise to create ‘an absorbing story with biblically satisfying solutions.’… The novel’s sermons about God’s limitless grace are nicely integrated with believable and sympathetic characters.”

—Publishers Weekly




“Herman depicts with clarity and insight the spiritual struggle of overcoming the past.… Those who enjoy suspense novels will appreciate this tale.”

—CBA Marketplace




“Kathy Herman’s voice is almost poetic in her storytelling. The plot and suspense are well done.”

—Romantic Times





[image: ]




This is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents, and dialogues are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

VITAL SIGNS
published by Multnomah Books
A Division of Random House, Inc.

© 2002 by Kathy Herman

Unless otherwise indicated, Scripture quotations are from:
The Holy Bible, New International Version ©1973, 1984 by International Bible
Society, used by permission of Zondervan Publishing House

Multnomah is a trademark of Multnomah Publishers
and is registered in the U.S. Patent and Trademark Office.
The colophon is a trademark of Multnomah Publishers.

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission.

For information:
MULTNOMAH BOOKS
12265 ORACLE BOULEVARD, SUITE 200
COLOARDO SPRINGS, CO 80921

Herman, Kathy.
    Vital signs / Kathy Herman.
                 p. cm. – (The Baxter series; bk. 3)
     eISBN: 978-0-307-56474-0
  1. Illegitimate children–Fiction. 2. Missionaries–Fiction. 3. Birthfathers–Fiction. 4. Quarantine–Fiction. 5. Viruses–Fiction. 6. Twins–Fiction. I. Title.
  PS3608.E59 V58 2002
  813′.6–dc21

2002008541

v3.1





[image: ]



To Him who is both the Giver and the Gift.
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PROLOGUE


“And we know that in all things God works
for the good of those who love him,
who have been called according to his purpose.”

ROMANS 8:28



The hall clock chimed three times. Blake Thomas lay in the dark, fever scalding his face, sweat soaking the sheets. He felt worse by the minute and dreaded the thought of spending even one day of his furlough laid up with the flu. In spite of feeling exhausted, he had held up well during last night’s “welcome home” reception at the church.

Blake had so looked forward to returning to the love and fellowship he remembered as the preacher’s kid at Cornerstone Bible Church. He and Melissa had spent the past two years on the mission field in a remote area of the Amazon basin, and had rarely made contact with the outside world.

But they were expecting their first child in a month; and as much as they embraced the formidable challenge of sharing the Good News in one of the most isolated places on earth, they had no desire to entrust the birth of their child to the uncertain skills of the village women.

Blake stared out the window at the moon beyond and realized his eyes were not focusing. He tried to ignore his aching muscles and turned his attention to the sound of Melissa’s deep sleep. The trip home had been wearing for her, especially the arduous river journey back to civilization. He knew that after their baby was born, sleep could not be scheduled. Right now, he was glad she could rest, and was becoming increasingly concerned that he couldn’t.

Blake kicked off the top sheet, and felt the air conditioning sweep over him. Yearning for cool weather, they had planned their trip home in the fall. But after Melissa became pregnant, not even the sticky Baxter summer could dissuade them from returning to share their baby’s birth with the church family that had so generously supported them.

Pain shot through Blake’s head, causing him to wince, sweat rolling into his eyes and ears. He decided to wake Melissa, who kept a stash of natural remedies and always had a better sense of what to do. He turned on his side and gently shook his wife. “Melissa?… Honey?…” He pressed his hand to her cheek. She was burning up!

Blake fumbled until he found the lamp switch. He turned on the light and noticed red spots on his pillow. He wiped the perspiration from his face and saw blood on his fingers! He tried to stand up, but his legs gave way and he fell against the dresser, then onto the hardwood floor. The fever’s heat turned to chills and his body shook.

The room felt as though it were spinning. Blake dug his fingers into the floor and retched until he vomited blood. He tried calling out to Melissa but the words were caught in his throat the way they were in his nightmares. Lord, take care of her …

Suddenly, it seemed as if one side of the floor had been raised at an angle, and he was slowly sliding off, everything turning to gray fuzz—and then nothing.


ONE

Jed Wilson sat in the waiting room of Baxter Memorial Hospital, his fingers tapping the arms of a chair that had ceased to be comfortable hours ago. He heard the sound of a baby crying. His daughter Jennifer was the only one in delivery tonight, and he wondered why no one came to get him.

He picked up the remote and started to channel surf, then turned off the TV and began thumbing through stacks of magazines he’d already looked at.

He counted baby carriages on the wallpaper, teddy bears on the carpet, and tiles on the ceiling. His eyes glanced at the waste can overflowing with an empty pizza box, two candy bar wrappers, two Coke cans, and a crumpled package of Chee-tos. He popped two Rolaids into his mouth and started pacing.

How was Rhonda doing as Jennifer’s labor coach? Though he had no desire to be in the delivery room, after hearing a baby cry, he was flooded with excitement. How long before his wife came rushing through the double doors, announcing the birth of their first grandchild? Jed looked at his watch, feeling a twinge of regret that pacing had also been the full extent of his participation the night Jennifer was born.

Jed heard a baby cry again. Why didn’t someone tell him what was going on? He sat down and heaved a heavy sigh. What did he expect at four-thirty in the morning? The place was practically deserted.

But he noticed a flurry of activity at the other end of the hall, and flashing lights of an ambulance outside the emergency room door. He got up and peeked through the glass on the swinging doors that led to the delivery room. No sign of Rhonda or Jennifer. He decided to walk down to the emergency room and investigate.

Two people, blood-soaked gauze wrapped around their heads, were being removed from the ambulance. The EMTs seemed to be in a big hurry. They pushed the gurneys through the emergency entrance then disappeared through another door. He wondered why they were wearing surgical masks.

The other set of double doors burst open, and a familiar voice called from down the corridor. “Jed! Come see,” Rhonda Wilson said. “Hurry!”

Jed rushed toward her. “Well, what is it?”

Rhonda smiled, then turned and began walking briskly the other direction.

“Come on, babe, at least give me a hint.” He moved faster, until he caught up to his wife.

She took his hand and pulled him quickly down the hall.

“Can’t you just tell me? What’s the big mystery?”

“Oh, Jed, they are so cute!”

They? he thought before saying it. “They?”

“Look!” She prodded him into Jennifer’s room.

After exchanging glances with his daughter, his eyes zeroed in on two blue caps.

“Surprise! You have twin grandsons. Identical!” Jennifer said.

“Two?”

Jennifer smiled. Rhonda shrugged.

“Why didn’t Alex tell us?” Jed asked.

“Well, Dad, my insurance wouldn’t pay for those tests that tell you everything. Do you want me to give one back?”

Jed was vaguely aware of something said over the speaker system and hospital staff scurrying outside. “What are you going to name them?”

“I don’t know. I was so sure it was a girl.”

“Jen, may we hold them?” Rhonda said, sounding almost giddy.

“Sure. Here …”

Rhonda took one of the babies and put him in Jed’s arms. “There you go, Grandpa.”

“Uh, remind me what to do.” He laughed nervously. “I haven’t done this in a long time. As I recall, I wasn’t very good at it back then.”

“Well, it’s a whole new day,” Rhonda said.

Jed studied the child he was holding and shook his head. “Jen, he’s perfect. I can’t get over it—twins?”

“Yeah, Dr. Harmon gave me such a hard time about my weight, I think he felt bad.”

Jed lifted his eyebrows. “Isn’t batting a thousand, is he? Maybe that’s why he’s hiding from us.”

Dr. Harmon breezed through the door. “Now, Jed, who says I’m hiding? The way I see it, I delivered twice the goods. Pretty exciting, I’d say. Though the credit goes to Jennifer.”

“I’m still in a state of shock,” Jennifer said.

“I think you were supposed to be surprised.” Dr. Harmon avoided eye contact. “Here, let me snap a few pictures for you.” He picked up the camera on Jennifer’s nightstand.

“I got several of Jennifer and the babies earlier,” Rhonda said. “How about getting a shot of all five of us?”

Jed got up with one baby and sat next to Rhonda on the side of Jennifer’s bed.

“Hold it right there … smile …” Dr. Harmon snapped the picture. “One more … perfect.” He handed the camera to Jennifer. “That’s the second time they’ve paged me. I’d better go see what’s up. Congratulations, Jennifer. You did well. Your coach didn’t do too bad either.” He smiled at Rhonda.

“Alex, can I see you outside for a minute?” Jed said.

The two men left the room and stood facing each other in the hall.

“How long have you known?” Jed asked.

“About a month. I heard two heartbeats.”

Jed threw his hands in the air. “Then why didn’t you tell her? Jen’s been struggling with whether or not to raise one baby as a single mom. How’s she going to deal with two?”

“Did Jennifer seem upset to you?” Alex asked.

“Well, no. Not really, but—”

“Listen, Jed. I’ve been your family physician for twenty years. This was a tough call …”

“Meaning what?”

“I prayed about this long and hard before I decided not to tell her.”

“That’s a cop-out.”

“Jed, all of us at church had been praying for Jennifer to decide what the Lord wanted her to do. Had she known she was carrying two babies, she might’ve closed her mind, so I kept quiet and decided to let God handle it. I think it was the right call.”

Jed sighed. “Alex, if I didn’t know you as well as I do, I’d probably punch you in the nose.”

“And I’d probably understand.”

Jed raked his hands through his hair. “We’re not set up for twins.”

“I know. No doubt the church will throw another baby shower and make sure Jennifer has everything she needs. Listen, Jed, I really need to answer that page. If you want to talk some more, call me tonight at home.”

Jed looked at the door to Jennifer’s room, and then at Alex. “They are cute. It’s not like you withheld news of some terminal disease or something …”

“They’re fine, healthy boys, Jed. A double blessing.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” Jed extended his hand and shook Alex’s and then embraced him. “Let’s pray Jennifer sees it that way”

Dr. Sarah Rice backed her Cadillac DeVille out of the driveway and drove toward Baxter. She turned on her cell phone, looked up the home number for county health director, Dr. Ivan Roesch, and pressed the button.

“Hello,” said a sleepy male voice.

“Ivan? It’s Sarah Rice. Did I wake you?”

“I’m not sure yet.”

“Well, here’s a wake-up call for you: Two patients were admitted through emergency forty-five minutes ago with symptoms of hemorrhagic fever.”

“Hemorrhagic fever? Who?”

“That missionary couple. You know, the pastor’s son and daughter-in-law from the Bible church—the one Ellen Jones did the feature story on?”

“The ones who just came home from the Amazon?”

“Yes,” she said. “They’re starting to hemorrhage. Burning up with fever.”

“Who treated them?”

“Two EMTs, two ER doctors and a few nurses. The EMTs weren’t immediately sure what they were dealing with. They answered a 911 call from Pastor Thomas’s home. Apparently, the couple is staying there. The pastor said he heard a loud thud and ran upstairs to see what happened. His son had fallen. Vomited blood. He thought the bleeding was from the fall.”

“What about his daughter-in-law?”

“Semiconscious. Same symptoms. It’s not good, Ivan. I’m on my way to the hospital. Meet me in my office as soon as you can.”

Jed studied Jennifer’s face as she held one of the twins. She looked tired, but the glow was undeniable.

“I had blond hair when I was born.” Jennifer brushed her fingers gently through the baby’s hair.

“Not this much,” Rhonda said. “Yours was like peach fuzz.”

“Hey, Pastor Thomas just went by,” Jennifer said. “I’ll bet he’s looking for us.”

Jed poked his head into the hallway. “Bart? Hey, Bart … we’re down here …” Jed turned around and stared at Rhonda. “He rushed through the double doors. Guess he didn’t hear me. I can’t imagine he’d start his hospital visits this early after being up late at the reception. I’m sure he was there long after the three of us left.”

“I didn’t know anyone else from church was in the hospital right now,” Rhonda said.

Jed shrugged. “I saw two people being admitted through emergency. Looked like a car wreck.”

“I hope it wasn’t someone we know.” Rhonda turned to Jennifer. “Honey, you look tired. Why don’t you take a nap? I’ll get the nurses to take the twins to the nursery for a while. Your dad and I can come back later.”

“Thanks, Mom. I really am tired.”

“Besides, I’m sure your dad can’t wait to tell that macho crowd at the highway department you had twin boys. The testosterone level should be off the charts.” Rhonda carefully put the babies in Jed’s arms and then hit the call button.

Jed looked at one twin and then the other. “Okay, guys, what are we going to call you?”

“Later, Dad. We’ll name them later … please … just let me crash.”

“Go ahead. I’ll just play with Bert and Ernie here.” He expected to evoke a round of protest, but Jennifer was already out. “Poor kid. She is exhausted.”

The nurse walked through the doorway and over to Jed.

“One nice thing about bein’ here is the mothers can decide when they wanna rest. It doesn’t work that way when they go home.” The nurse took the newborns from Jed with skilled ease. “Come on, baby boys, let’s give your mama a break. She’s not gonna get many of those for a while.”

Dr. Sarah Rice arrived at the hospital just after 6:00 A.M. and found a bearded man dressed in surgical scrubs, gloves, mask, and goggles, pacing in her office.

“For not being a morning person, Ivan, you certainly rose to the occasion.”

“For your information, I’ve already initiated barrier nursing procedures and called state epidemiology. You’ll notice the protective clothing on your desk.”

“I’m impressed,” Sarah said. She put on the gown over her clothes, then the mask, goggles, and gloves. “All right. Let’s go see what we’re up against.”

They walked to C Corridor and stopped outside a glass room where a handwritten quarantine notice was posted on the door. Two young patients lay on the other side, hooked up to IVs. A small staff of medical personnel, wearing protective gear, worked to stabilize them.

A gray-haired man leaned against the glass, looking dazed. Sarah recognized him from the newspaper story.

“Pastor Thomas? I’m Dr. Sarah Rice, the hospital’s chief of staff. And this is Dr. Ivan Roesch, Director of the County Health Department.”

“How could this happen so quickly?” Pastor Thomas said softly, his eyes fixed on the two patients.

“We’re doing everything we can to make them comfortable,” she said. “It’s important we find out what we’re dealing with.”

Pastor Thomas turned to Sarah, his eyes vacant. “Melissa’s pregnant. Our first grandchild.”

She touched his shoulder. “I know.”

“Pastor, we need to find out who they’ve been in contact with,” Ivan said. “Especially from the time they became symptomatic.”

“We never noticed any symptoms until we found them half-delirious.”

“Didn’t they mention feeling achy? Hot? Tired?”

“Those kids never complain about anything. They did seem washed out, but we thought it was from the long trip home.”

“Did you say there was a reception?” Ivan asked.

“Yes, all evening. Over two hundred people.”

“Was there a reception line?”

Pastor Thomas nodded, then sighed and leaned on the glass. “Our church family is close, and many have known Blake since he was a little boy. There was a lot of hugging and kissing and tears of joy. If only we’d waited a few days …”

Sarah felt a cold chill. She looked squarely at Ivan and didn’t say a word.


TWO

By 7:45 A.M., Baxter Memorial Hospital was abuzz with concern. Hospital personnel was divided into three groups so Dr. Sarah Rice could meet with one group at a time while the other two handled patient care and administrative duties.

As she prepared to address the last group, she took a sip of water and spotted Ivan Roesch’s white beard at the end of the second row. She nodded slightly in acknowledgment of his presence.

“The purpose of this meeting is to give you details, not speculation, about a medical emergency we’re facing. At approximately 4:35 this morning, Dr. Melvin Helmsley and Dr. Allen Gingrich treated two Emergency Room patients, one male and one pregnant female, who had been transported by ambulance from a rural residence in Norris County. The attending EMTs charted symptoms of high fever, vomiting, diarrhea, and pharyngitis—and for those of you here who are not medical personnel, that means throat inflammation. Also noted was conjunctivitis, or inflammation of mucus membranes in the eyes. Both patients are exhibiting peculiar skin eruptions, which appear as white rings about the size of a quarter. Also some hemorrhaging from nose and ears. The male patient had vomited blood. Drs. Helmsley and Gingrich have given an initial diagnosis of viral hemorrhagic fever, or VHF, of unknown origin. State epidemiology has authorized our sending blood serum, urine, and stool samples to the Centers for Disease Control to see if we can get an antibody match.”

The group began talking among themselves, and Sarah could see the alarm on their faces.

“What this means, ladies and gentlemen,” she said, raising her voice, “is we have work to do. Since we haven’t determined the baseline contact, and since the two patients have recently returned from a remote area of the Amazon basin, Dr. Ivan Roesch from our country health department has initiated a lockup quarantine until we receive further direction from the state.”

Sarah glanced at Ivan and read the slight shaking of his head as a signal for her to proceed without involving him.

“State epidemiologists are already on the way, and I’m told that state health officials have contacted the Centers for Disease Control. For now, C Corridor of the hospital is officially under quarantine. Medical personnel and family members who’ve had direct contact with the infected patients have been isolated in C Corridor until they receive further direction or are cleared by state health officials.

“In addition, barrier nursing procedures requiring the use of gowns, masks, gloves, and goggles are mandatory for those having contact with the infected patients.

“Supportive care is currently being administered to these patients. Again, for those of you not on the medical staff, that means keeping fluids balanced, providing oxygen and blood transfusions—doing everything possible to prevent them from going into shock. Realistically, there’s little chance the unborn child will survive.

“Every precaution is being taken to insure the safety of hospital personnel. I cannot emphasize too strongly the need to stay calm and use sound judgment. The public will take their cues from us. And in order to insure the accuracy of information, only official hospital spokespersons will be allowed to talk to the media. I expect each of you to support this effort by not fostering gossip or speculation.

“A request will be issued for volunteer medical teams from nearby communities to be ready to offer their assistance should this situation escalate. But right now, we’re doing everything we can to contain this virus. I’m counting on each of you to conduct yourselves as professionals.

“For those of you not working in C Corridor, you are free to move about. I do ask that you use scrupulous hygiene practices, not only here, but also at home. With everyone’s full cooperation, perhaps we can keep this virus from spreading.

“I’ll get back to you after I’ve consulted with health officials, and will answer questions at that time. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to prepare for their arrival.”

Sarah turned and left the room by the side door.

Dr. Roesch met her in the hallway, and they walked toward her office.

“I’m worried about public reaction, Ivan. People will be frightened no matter how we present this.”

“Sarah, I’m frightened. Why are the patients hemorrhaging at the onset of symptoms? I wouldn’t have expected to see this manifestation for several days. It’s not consistent with my understanding of viral hemorrhagic fevers.”

They walked in silence down the long corridor, the heels of their shoes clicking on the shiny tile floor.

When they reached Sarah’s office door, Ivan turned to her, his fingers stroking his white beard. “It might be prudent to be unavailable for comment.”

Sarah sighed. “Right. And just how long do you think we can pull that off?”
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Sarah sat at her computer, accessing everything she could find on VHF, when her phone rang. She glanced up and saw the intercom button lit.

“Yes?…”

“Dr. Rice, health officials are here.”

“All right. Show them in.” She looked at her watch and then turned to Ivan, who was sitting at the conference table in an adjoining room. “Did you hear?”

“How’d they get here so fast?” He gathered the papers spread in front of him and began putting them in his briefcase.

Sarah walked to the door, surprised to see three men walking in her direction. She’d been told to expect two health officials.

“Good morning. I’m Dr. Sarah Rice, chief of staff,” she said, extending her hand. “And this is Dr. Ivan Roesch, director of the Norris County Health Department.”

“I’m Dr. Spencer McFarland from state epidemiology; this is my colleague, Dr. Yo Wong.”

Sarah was struck by the physical contrast in the pair. Dr. McFarland stood tall and lanky, with wavy red hair and mustache. Dr. Wong was at least a foot shorter, with a thick mound of black hair cut in a straight line above his round spectacles.

Sarah’s attention was drawn to the third visitor, a distinguished, silver-haired gentleman whose demeanor instantly commanded respect.

“And this is Dr. Lionel Montgomery from the Centers for Disease Control,” Dr. McFarland said. “I thought it wise to involve the CDC as soon as possible.”

Dr. Montgomery smiled. “If the truth be known, I think Spencer wanted a test flight in my new plane.”

“You flew in?” Ivan asked.

Dr. Montgomery nodded. “Drs. McFarland and Wong happened to be in Atlanta for a health symposium. We felt it wise to address this matter expeditiously.”

“Gentlemen, please have a seat.” Sarah closed the door and then took a seat next to Ivan. “Dr. Roesch and I are anxious to hear what you have to say.”

“Thank you.” Dr. Montgomery folded his hands. “Permit me to get right to the point. On the way here, we reviewed what we know of this situation. And before I proceed, I want you to respond to one word: Ebola.

“Just hearing the word evokes an emotional response, doesn’t it?” He looked at Sarah and then at Ivan.

“Following each new outbreak, the media flooded the networks with graphic images of victims dying a slow, agonizing death. Add that to the fact that there exists no vaccine or therapeutic treatment, and imagine how an ‘informed public’ would react if they thought there was an outbreak here.”

Sarah glanced at Ivan and noticed he was shaking his head.

“Back up a minute,” Ivan said. “Unless I’m missing something, what we have here is an unidentified VHF. Neither the early bleeding nor the ring-shaped skin eruptions are consistent with Ebola. And active cases have never been reported outside of Africa.”

Dr. Montgomery nodded. “Precisely! We know that. But the public will jump to its own conclusions no matter how emphatically we deny it. If you want to create a panic, start describing the hemorrhaging associated with this virus to John Q. Public. I guarantee you’ll need the National Guard to contain the chaos.”

“So what’s your suggestion?” Ivan asked.

“My suggestion is we adhere to our oath: First do no harm. And that would seem to include not telling people more than they’re prepared to handle. There’s no harm in our not revealing everything until we have the facts.”

Ivan stroked his white beard. “Dr. Montgomery, what do you think we’ve got here?”

An eerie silence settled around the table. Ivan had beaten Sarah to the question, and her pulse raced as Dr. Montgomery moved his eyes from doctor to doctor. “I think what we’ve got is a very short time to contain a very big threat. And if we don’t?… God help us.”




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Herm_9780307564740_epub_L02_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Herm_9780307564740_epub_cvt_r1.jpg
Vital Signs.








OEBPS/images/Herm_9780307564740_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780307564740_epub_002_r1.jpg
i

KATT®IFY HERM AN






OEBPS/images/Herm_9780307564740_epub_tp_r1.jpg
Vital
Signs

Karay HERMAN





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780307564740_epub_001_r1.jpg
%ﬁ % 7)/6/77%1/





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780307564740_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
Vital Signs

Tue BaxTer Series Book THREE

Kathy Herman

’I MULTNOMAH BOOKS @Books





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





