
[image: image]


“This book chronicles Brianne’s shocking journey after her efforts to remedy the injuries she sustained as a volunteer in a Covid vaccine trial became an embarrassment for the entire medical-industrial complex. When the profit and power interests of Big Government and Big Pharma collide with patient health, the drug injury is just the first step in an agonizing ordeal. Every American needs to know Bri’s account of what happens after the injury.”

—Robert F. Kennedy, Jr.

“Many were misled by corporations, government agencies, and medical professionals during the pandemic. From clinical trials to injury compensation, every American should know how the government is failing those who have been harmed by pharmaceuticals.”

—Congressman Thomas Massie

“According to disinformation put out by the medical establishment, media, fake ‘fact checkers,’ Big Tech giants, and some top political figures, Brianne Dressen simply doesn’t exist. Worth a Shot? will prove once and for all that she not only exists but is making sure her gripping story is heard.”

—Sharyl Attkisson, bestselling author of Follow the Science

“It would take incredible willpower and strength to simply survive when you live with the sensation of being electrocuted every second of every day, and yet Bri has found the courage to not only survive but to fight back. And she has fought tirelessly, not only to help herself but to help vaccine-injured individuals across the globe. This book is just one example of the myriad ways Bri has fought and continues to fight for what is most important: truth and justice. May it serve as a lesson to us all.”

—Aaron Siri, civil rights and vaccine attorney

“This book is a wake-up call about the gross abuse of power shrouded in ‘healthcare.’ Sadly, there will be encyclopedias filled with these accounts soon. Brianne is bravely leading the charge so we won’t get fooled again.”

—Drea de Matteo, actress and cofounder of ULTRAFREE

“This is a modern-day ‘Erin Brockovich’ story of Brianne Dressen fighting Big Pharma and Big Government to keep our health, freedoms, and way of life. No other book in this space provides the unique narrative that delivers a critical and honest ‘behind-the-scenes’ reality. We all need to read this book and wake up to the hidden oppressions and overreach we continue to experience as a result of Covid-era policy.”

—Dr. Ken Ruettgers, professor of sociology, former Green Bay Packer, and author

“Someday, I trust, the roll-out of Covid vaccines will be fully exposed as the greatest medical scandal of all time; how devastating side effects including death were an inconvenience to the billion-dollar pharmaceutical industry and political expedience, and therefore, dismissed and suppressed by regulators, medical professionals, and the media alike. This remarkable book makes it personal—an emotional account of radically changed lives, intense suffering, the sense of abandonment, and the fight for recognition and help. It will make you angry, it will bring tears to your eyes but also warm your heart at the resilience, love, and sheer determination that come from shared adversity. Caroline Pover strikes the perfect balance with sensitivity and integrity.”

—Mark Sharman, producer, Safe and Effective: A Second Opinion

“Worth a Shot? is an eye-opening account that goes beyond the statistics, focusing on the heartfelt story of pain, resilience, and survival experienced by those of us suffering post-vaccine adverse reactions. At its core, this book is a call for more love, compassion, and empathy in the face of human suffering. It highlights how the world must evolve, fostering greater understanding and respect for individuals who feel unseen or dismissed. In a world divided by opinions, this book urges unity through compassion, and a movement towards healing, driven by love for one another. A must read for everyone.”

—Brian Howard, UKCVFamily trustee
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This book is dedicated to

all those injured by the Covid vaccine,

those we have lost because of it,

and all who love them.
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FOREWORD

BY BRIANNE DRESSEN

Like the majority of the world, I entered 2020 with a sense of trepidation; uncertain of how life in general seemed to be changing and unsure of what the future may hold. For all of us. Little did I know, that not only was my own life about to change forever, but also my entire perspective of the world was about to evolve, thereby exposing the ugliest of humanity . . . but also its true beauty.

The following year, the health I had enjoyed and the world as I knew it faded further and further away from me. My transformation was coming about because of a process so painful, that I would never wish it upon anyone. Trying to make sense of my new life as well as this strange new world to which I had previously been blind was a nightmare; to say that I struggled is an understatement. I was so lost.

At the height of my struggles, I found myself on a call with Caroline Pover, a feisty Brit who wanted all the facts and none of the nonsense. She was an accomplished writer, determined to navigate the issue from a position of love. People were reading her posts on social media and gaining comfort from them, regardless of their political views.

I joined the call with her from my bed, frail and underweight, and was pleased to find someone on the other end of the monitor who was so much more like me than I had expected. She too was suffering; she too was quickly learning about this new world. But her bright smile, colorful language, and ridiculous sense of humor helped me realize I was right at home with her—and maybe a little too much. With Caroline, I felt safe enough to open up about everything. About all the ugliness. She helped me find the beauty that existed there, helped me face the uncomfortable questions, and helped me to be honest with myself as well as with her. She became a critical part in illuminating this new life for me.

There have been so many narratives that have been shouted from the rooftops of all camps since the beginning of this mess. I have seen them all. People are resolute in what they think the “truth” really is. I observed all of the commentaries, scientific reviews, and press releases, thinking that none of them matched my own perspective on the events of the past four or five years. I kept wondering . . . maybe next year there will be something? But year after year, there was just more noise, more anger, more judgment, more polarization. None of the “approved” publications seemed to resonate with me nor the many others like me. We are truly the silenced of this time.

It is now time to give a voice to the silenced.

My instincts told me that Caroline was the only person in the world who could provide that voice. I asked her to write this book not only after reading her award-winning other work, but also knowing that, as an advocate herself, she understands this perspective better than anyone. She too is living this experience, breathing this same air, and feeling the same pain. She too is celebrating the same wins, however small they may be and however long they may take. While we spent hours and hours on calls working through each chapter that she had thoughtfully planned, it became clear there was a lot that would go into this book that I didn’t need to explain to her. She already knew what needed to be said.

It was very evident to me after reading Worth a Shot? for the first time that my instincts were right. There truly was nobody better suited for writing this book than Caroline. She understood the importance of getting this book just right, to reflect not just our own personal experiences but to provide a voice to the suffering of the many others like us. She knew how to be that voice with integrity, compassion, and the human perspective that is so often conveniently omitted from this conversation.

Caroline walks you through my journey in a way that hopefully will open your eyes, without you needing to walk those painful steps yourself. Everyone feels like they have “heard it all” and they know all there is to know, but this is the story that has yet to be told … and has yet to be heard. This story is the one that you have not been allowed to be told. We hope that this book helps take a fresh look at the information you have access to, and to ask questions about the individuals you don’t.

Brianne Dressen

September 2024
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INTRODUCTION

I didn’t believe that Brianne Dressen existed.

It was the spring of 2021, and I had been medically diagnosed with an adverse reaction to the Covid vaccine, about which I subsequently started writing on my social media. I was bombarded with messages from people giving me all sorts of unhelpful opinions on what was happening to my body, and feeling the need to tell me that I was going to die soon. I didn’t know what was true and who to trust anymore—about anything—which is a very disconcerting way to move forward in life. So I decided two things: firstly, I would only believe and trust what I could see right in front of me or what someone I knew had personally experienced; this became my way of determining the truth. Secondly, instead of engaging in long arguments either for or against the Covid vaccine, I would just tell people to look at the clinical trial data and make up their own minds.

Then somebody commented on one of my posts, telling me that they knew a woman who was dropped from a clinical trial after she had an adverse reaction. They said that the clinical trial data couldn’t be trusted. “Introduce me to her,” I responded, assuming the commenter was lying. I was tired of fearmongering people making claims they couldn’t prove. But it wasn’t a lie. They did know a woman who’d been dropped from a trial. And I knew I had to speak to her. I needed to look her in the eye. I needed to know the truth.

That woman was Brianne Dressen. And her story shocked me to my core. I never imagined that three years later she would be asking me to write it.

I am no stranger to immersing myself in other people’s pain. I spent almost a decade going back and forth between my home in the Cotswolds, UK, and a remote village in the Northeast of Japan, living within a community that had been devastated by the 2011 tsunami. I dedicated my time to fundraising for them, managing projects to help the community rebuild, listening to whatever they wanted to say about the disaster, and absorbing the energy of the place and its people. It was a life-changing experience that I ended up documenting in an award-winning memoir. The people of Oshika uncovered an ability in me to write about people’s pain that I didn’t know I had.

When I started writing publicly about the pain experienced by the vaccine-injured, I was surprised by the response it generated, from both injured and non-injured alike. People were surprised by my writing too. Surprised, and sometimes annoyed, because they couldn’t fit me into a category—wondering how could I be so reasonable about it all? Was I for or against it? Was I angry or at peace? Was I blaming others or myself? When in fact, I wasn’t thinking much about any of those things. Most of the time I was just thinking about how to survive my own pain. But I was also thinking about how to move forward despite the pain, in a way that created more compassionate conversations and communities. I was thinking about the world I wanted to live in and what things I could do to help create that world.

This book is one of those things.

Worth a Shot? is based on extensive conversations I have personally had with Bri, during which she opened up about parts of her life that have not been covered in the numerous interviews she has given during the past few years. I also researched many mainstream news articles, papers published in scientific journals, and US government reports. I have seen pages and pages of emails between federal health agency representatives and Bri as well as other American vaccine-injured. I have read multiple materials produced by AstraZeneca themselves, or people involved in the development of its Covid vaccine.

This book is based on real events that happened to real people, and it contains many verifiable facts; however, the book is written from Bri’s perspective, so the interpretations and emotions involved in reflecting on those events are hers, and hers alone. I acknowledge that some people involved in those events may have different perspectives on and emotions associated with them. The vast majority of names mentioned in this book are names of real people, from whom we sought permission to mention.

The book is brutally honest about a lot of things, including suicide. Chapter 4 may be especially triggering for readers, but I stand firmly by my decision to be so explicit in this chapter. My hope is that this chapter will provide an insight for someone whose loved one is suicidal for any reason (not just related to vaccine injury), and thereby give you perhaps an increased understanding of what your loved one is struggling with. I also hope that this chapter might help bring just a tiny bit of healing to someone who has lost a loved one to suicide. If you, the reader, is suicidal, I hope the knowledge that others have felt the same way as you helps your feelings become less overwhelming. All readers should approach Chapter 4 with caution.

Worth a Shot? should not be treated as a medical book in any way. It does not provide any treatment plans, although it does refer to treatments that have helped Bri and/or other vaccine-injured people. If the reader wants to try any of the protocols mentioned in here, they should first do their own research and seek expert advice and support, but as you will see within these very pages, sometimes the experts are few and far between. Bri and I share the belief that we all need to take responsibility for our own healing, whatever that may mean to each of us.

In the interests of full disclosure, I was paid an advance to write this book, as is standard practice when commissioned. This allowed me to concentrate on the writing on an accelerated schedule, and personally it has helped me attain ongoing treatments for my own injury as well as provide support to other injured. The advance came from a benefactor and the publisher, neither of whom have attempted to exert any control over the content.

Both Brianne and I have waived all rights to any royalties generated by the sales of this book. Instead, all proceeds are being donated equally between two registered charities: React19 in the United States, and UKCVFamily in the United Kingdom. These charities ensure that the Covid vaccine-injured are not forgotten.

Thank you, the reader, for not forgetting about us either.

Caroline Pover

September 2024


PART ONE

THE INJURY


CHAPTER 1

THE TRIAL

Everything in her body was telling her not to do it. Short, gasping little breaths, the pounding in her heart, the tensing of her muscles, and thoughts racing as she faced what she was about to do. She didn’t have to go ahead with it. She could change her mind. She could turn around and go back at any moment. She could stop this all happening right now. But she didn’t. She focused on her breathing . . . taking it deeper and deeper . . . she slowed down her heart, cleared the noise in her head, steadied her stance, and calmly found her center before launching herself forward with everything she had; off the fifty-foot cliff and into the freezing waters of Lake Powell below.

Cliff-jumping in Utah was how seven-year-old Brianne Lunt learned to be feisty and fearless, and to push her body far beyond what she thought it was capable of.

It was also how she learned to ignore her own warning signs.

* * *

Brianne, always known as Bri, was the youngest of five kids in a time and a place where kids roamed free. Life was about keeping up with her older brothers and big sister Trish on wherever their adventures would take them. Bri would tag along, knowing that the older kids wouldn’t make any concessions for their skinny little sister. Hurry up, Bri! Don’t slow us down! Go home if you can’t keep up! The sound of their voices spurred her on to pedal faster, play fiercer, push harder. To get back on her bike despite the scraped elbows and bloodied knees. Any fuss would be met with her mom announcing, “You are a Lunt! And Lunts don’t scream!”

Bri’s mom, Marianne, was Swedish and had married into a multi-generational Mormon family. Coming from an immigrant family with relatives on the other side of the world, Marianne often longed for a big extended family, filled with lots of cousins, laughter, and love. She was utterly devoted to her husband and children, always doing her best to be what their community considered the perfect wife and mother. She ensured she was at home when the children walked themselves back from school as even young kids did then; and kept the home spotless and inviting for all who either lived in or visited it.

The big family home was in the middle of rural Utah but was very much influenced by Swedish architecture. Marianne had had a lot of input in the design of the house; she wanted to have it focused on the position of the sun so that every room could be filled with light. She was a firm believer in the body and mind needing bright sunshine and wide-open windows, so the house had a huge sunroom with windows that were two stories high. The family would often gather together in the sunroom during storms to listen to the thunderclap, and watch the desert ignite with a spectacular show of electricity in the air colliding with the landscape. The importance of understanding and nurturing the human’s place with the natural world was not lost on Marianne, and she ensured this was an aspect of life for each of her five children.

Bri’s dad, Ray, had built the house with his own hands. He was a Mormon bishop, and well-respected in their community. In the midst of all the fearlessness and freedom, the children were also raised to have faith and to be of service to others; always aware that there were people in the world who were not as fortunate as them. It wasn’t considered appropriate to dwell on emotions in the Lunt house when there were so many others in the world who were struggling with far bigger things. The children were all expected to keep their heads high and their spirits higher, to put their best foot forward, and to be an example to others.

They were all expected to do their best with the talents that God had given them. Being “average” wasn’t good enough in the Lunt family, and the kids were expected to excel at sports or be top of the class. They grew up highly competitive; always keen to outdo each other as well as beat whatever personal best they had set before. The older kids were all very academically-minded, whereas Bri loved playing the piano or doing gymnastics—as a little girl, her greatest joy was feeling strength in her body as she threw herself across the beams and bars, her competitiveness and four older siblings pushing her to do things that other children the same age couldn’t do.

Bri knew that she was lucky to be growing up free, healthy, and cared for, with parents who loved her, and siblings who were not only her role models but also her best friends. While talking about feelings may not have been top of the conversation at mealtimes, the whole house was constantly abuzz with the joyful sound of singing, laughter, and plans for the next camping trip or some other adventure they could all have together. It was the American dream.

And then Bri’s dad moved out. And everything changed.

Within eighteen months her parents were divorced—all the effort to be the best hadn’t been good enough for Bri’s dad to stay. Three of Bri’s siblings moved out too, including Bri’s beloved older sister Trish, who had been like a second mother to her. Little Bri went from being part of what she thought was a happy, busy family of seven, to living with just one brother and a mom who now worked all the hours she could to keep a roof over their heads and food on the table. Instead of her loving mother greeting her when she came home from school, Bri and her brother now let themselves in and waited until mom got home.

Each of the family dealt with the divorce in their own way, which didn’t involve talking about it—at least not with each other. In such a small, traditional town with only two other divorces, there were plenty of other people talking about it though, and Bri’s school buddies always seemed to be just that little bit too keen to repeat gossip they’d heard from their own parents. Bri dreaded hearing about what may or may not have been the latest development in her family from classmates who seemed to know everything. The taunting continued until Bri learned to respond with some rather colorful language, and the other kids backed off.

The swearing developed into a full-on teenage attitude, along with a love for punk and skateboarding. She was never going to fit in with the popular kids, and she didn’t really care. She was happy to be an outsider.

But being an outsider meant a lot of time with her own thoughts. A lot of time wondering if she could have fixed things for her parents. By now her dad had moved twelve hours away, despite her begging him not to go. She’d tried to fix that, panicking at the sight of his car and trailer packed with all his belongings, and throwing herself into his arms crying that she’d do anything if only he wouldn’t go.

But he had gone, and Bri had to adjust to this quieter, less adventurous life in a sadder, emptier home. A home and a life that felt somewhat lacking in love, despite her mother’s best efforts.

Both Bri and her brother became rather difficult teenagers, causing all sorts of worry for Marianne who was working so hard. Bri was sneaking out at night, getting into trouble, and dating inappropriate boys who really weren’t very nice to her. Whenever she was confronted by her mom, Bri would respond with the attitude, saying that she couldn’t wait to leave home.

Studying was her way out so Bri pushed herself beyond her limits academically in the same way she could physically. Her determination resulted in her going to college a year earlier than the other kids, where she found the freedom to be herself and the kind of friendship that had been missing in her teenage years.

She also found her future husband.

They were similar in many ways, even down to their names, Brianne and Brian. With Brian Dressen, she found kindness and respect—he wasn’t like the toxic boys she had dated when she was younger. Bri didn’t just fall in love with Brian, she fell in love with life again, regaining the sense of adventure she’d had growing up—hiking, climbing, and facing seemingly impossible physical challenges in nature together. Mountains formed the stunning backdrop to their courtship—their first date, their first kiss. And with Brian, Bri learned to not just put her happiness in someone else’s hands, but quite literally her life too, as they held each others’ ropes on their climbing adventures.

With climbing, there was plenty of opportunity to nurture the skills she developed in her childhood cliff-jumping days—where she learned to manage the anxiety she felt before doing something really challenging (or really stupid, depending on how you looked at it). She perfected the art of breathing in a way that controlled the rate of her heart, the flow of her blood, and the racing of her mind. This skill would keep Bri pushing through her limits as she entered adulthood—overachieving in most things she’d turn her hand to, including the Bachelor of Science degree in communications that she graduated with at age twenty.

Bri and Brian married within a year of Bri’s graduation, and Brian continued studying, eventually building on his chemistry degree to get a PhD, while Bri was the main breadwinner, working as a project manager in the construction industry. They had a decade of adventures before their own kids came along, which Bri raised full-time while Brian started his career with a highly respected but also highly confidential role for the US army.

The Dressens led a more than comfortable life, which enabled them to buy their dream home in a beautiful location, overlooking the mountains upon which their relationship had blossomed. Just like her mother had insisted with her childhood home, Bri insisted that her marital home allow natural light to shine through each and every room, and because of that, there were windows everywhere. It was a stunning house, and Bri was again reminded of the blessings with which life had provided her, trying never to forget her duty to do her best to support others less fortunate.

The Dressens had a son, Cooper, followed by a daughter, Hannah, and Bri devoted her time to being a mother. She became inspired to set up her own preschool, geared toward helping children who struggled to function in a typical educational environment. She painted a bright yellow door at the entrance, and decorated the interior with cheerful colors. The school became a huge hit in the neighborhood, with four classes of eight children each, half of which were taught by Bri herself, and half by another teacher. Teaching in the school felt like the perfect career for Bri—a job that wasn’t just about earning an income, but actually provided her with a life that focused on making a real difference to others. Her own kids were thriving, and life was good.

Then Covid happened.

* * *

The Dressens were glued to the news, following all the latest announcements. Bri’s sister Trish was an obstetrician-gynecologist in a hospital, so Bri was also getting firsthand reports of what was happening on the front-line, much of which seemed to be about problems with medical supplies. There was a shortage of N95 masks, and Trish was having to make a single mask last a whole day, blood stains and all.

Bri made a post on social media, saying she was looking for people to donate N95 masks. The response took her driving all over the valley, collecting over 1,100 masks in total, and she tried delivering them to the local hospitals. But to Bri’s surprise, the hospitals wouldn’t allow the donations, saying that they weren’t permitted to accept donated masks—only masks that had been supplied through the official channels. This doesn’t make sense. Aren’t we in a crisis? Aren’t these healthcare workers calling for PPE protection that the hospitals was not providing?

So Bri got resourceful, and started meeting nurses in hospital parking lots and giving the masks directly to them, then the nurses would sneak the masks into the hospital inventory.

In between sourcing and distributing surgical masks anyway she could, the Dressens did their best to keep the children occupied. They wanted to make lockdown as stress-free as possible for the kids, hoping to teach them both resilience and optimism, community-mindedness, and above all, if the four of them were together, then that was really all that mattered.

They spent hours together as a family, painting animal faces on little rocks, thinking about the people they could cheer up with them. Then they would go around the neighborhood that once was an environment full of kids playing and adults standing outside chatting about the latest gossip. Now it was just a ghost town. Bri and the kids would place the “pet rocks” somewhere on people’s front yards, ring doorbells and run away, smiling at the thought of their friends finding these cute little gifts in their yards. Sometimes they would spend evenings attaching glow sticks to their bodies to become life-sized glow-in-the-dark stick figures, then dance in front of people’s doorbell cameras. Anything to boost morale in the neighborhood.

Bri was in regular contact with Trish and her kids who lived thirty minutes away—the cousins would make up dance routines to send to each other, or film themselves going to lakes and jumping into freezing cold water, not unlike how their mom and aunt did at Lake Powell all those years ago.

Bri genuinely believed that she was contributing to the solution by supporting the healthcare workers and keeping spirits high, and she encouraged her kids to do the same.

Bri was always wondering . . . what else could she do to help?

* * *

The Dressens were fascinated by the reporting of the vaccine trials. They were both believers in scientific advancements being good and necessary for individual and global health. They and their kids had had all the vaccines that the government recommended.

However, they had decided that the only exception to that would be the HPV vaccine. Many years earlier, Bri’s neighbor had shared the firsthand account of the adverse reaction that her nephew had suffered in response to the HPV vaccine. The boy had been left permanently disabled with respiratory paralysis. Out of concern for the many kids in the area, the boy’s aunt had urged parents not to give their children that shot. Bri had responded by defending vaccines in general, commenting that not all vaccines were bad, but even so, she had decided that her own kids wouldn’t be getting the HPV shot. It wasn’t worth the risk.

The great scientific advancement of the Covid vaccine’s “Operation Warp Speed” was regularly being reported on in the media, with headlines urging the public to “follow the science.” With Brian’s scientific background and military career, the Dressens did trust the science, and believed that the world was filled with scientists just like Brian—scientists who would be carefully monitoring the clinical trials, and relaying their analyses to trusted media sources, who were then relaying the information to the public. Like many Americans, the Dressens longed for the day when a Covid vaccine would be made available, and life could return to normal for everyone.

That day seemed to be coming sooner than expected.

By the end of 2019, scientists were reported to have isolated the virus and were making its genetic sequence available to other scientists in January of the following year. By the summer, pharmaceutical companies throughout the world were reported to be receiving funding from governments globally—as well as foundations and private donors—in order to speed up the development process of a Covid vaccine, with much of the research involving the United States.

US-based Moderna, Pfizer, Novovax, and Johnson & Johnson were all involved in developing products with national research institutes, internationally recognized foundations, or foreign corporations. America as a nation was playing its part in helping to save the world from this crisis, and for some, the sense of national pride started to outweigh the frustration of social restrictions and a general sense of fear.

The Dressens found it both fascinating and exciting to see the announcements about the global developments going on, in particular about how the clinical trials were being managed. As a couple with a strong interest in and respect for both science and medicine—not to mention a beloved family member in the medical field—they were intrigued with how these particular vaccines were being produced so quickly.

In historical vaccine development, the entire process, from pre-clinical trials to manufacturing, would usually take up to ten years. However, because of all the funding and support being generously made available due to the impact of Covid, and the thousands of people willing to participate in the highly publicized clinical trials, it seemed that pharmaceutical companies were going to be able to produce this vaccine within months rather than years. In particular, the regulatory process—review, authorization/approval, and manufacturing—would be dramatically reduced for the Covid vaccines. This final process had historically taken five years for other vaccines, but with all the Covid deaths being reported it just didn’t seem that the world had five years. Reducing the authorization process to less than one year seemed like an incredible accomplishment that just showed what could be achieved if everyone worked together.

The prestigious Oxford University in the UK was working together with the British-Swedish company AstraZeneca, and planning their Covid vaccine clinical trials in the UK, Brazil, South Africa, and the United States . . . in none other than Salt Lake County, just a forty-minute drive from the Dressens.

Bri was thrilled. It was never a matter of “if” she’d get the Covid vaccine; it was always a matter of “when.” Of course she would do her duty by getting vaccinated against Covid. And now she could not only possibly be given a Covid vaccine, but she could play what she saw as a vital role in the actual development of the vaccine. She had two healthcare worker friends who had participated in the Moderna trials, which they’d reported to be a very straightforward process. There seemed to be no reason not to sign up and every reason to sign up.

It was just another way to do the right thing.

* * *

The application form was on Facebook; a very simple form, asking for Bri’s name, location, profession, and contact details. A representative called to assess whether she’d be a suitable candidate for the trial. They were on the phone for several hours, during which Bri answered questions about her entire medical history—from birth to present day.

Bri had enjoyed a lifetime of good health with minimal issues. She’d been taking a small daily dose of Armour Thyroid to deal with a minor hypothyroid issue that had been identified years earlier, and there had been an episode of West Nile virus—a Dengue Fever-like condition usually spread by a mosquito-borne virus. She’d had infertility treatment for Cooper, and a couple of surgeries. She shared all of these with the clinical trial representative, none of which they considered to be relevant. Bri had no allergies, autoimmune disease, or underlying health conditions that would exclude anyone from the trial. She was physically and mentally active, and fully engaged in life. She was considered an excellent candidate and expected to be called in soon after.

But the trial didn’t follow up. Everything went quiet. And Bri assumed that she hadn’t been considered a suitable candidate after all.

Then out of the blue, she was invited to the clinical facility where the trial was taking place. Her appointment was November 4th, 2020—the day after the election.

Most of the buildings in Utah were brand-new, but this one stood out . . . and not in a good way. Bri didn’t need her background in construction to see that the clinic was in desperate need of modernization. The interior reflected the exterior, with old furniture and lighting that made everything look gray. Funds generated by hosting a clinical trial could be put to good use here.

Bri had expected the facility to be bustling with the hopeful effort of an entire community keen to do their part to end the pandemic, but instead, there was something very sad and empty about the place. The autumn of 2020 was witness to the height of the pandemic panic in the US, with many people too scared and confused to venture out. Maybe the nervous anticipation of the possible outcome of the previous day’s political event was making for a more subdued environment than usual—whatever the outcome, it had been a complicated and unsettling few years, and it was difficult for everybody to feel optimistic about the future.

Brianne held on to the optimism that she had tried to instill in her children during the past twelve months, as she sat in the bare waiting room and studied the twenty-six-page consent form that a nurse had handed her upon entrance to the clinic.

The consent form was very thorough.

It began by saying that participating in the trial was entirely voluntary, that it would go on for about two years, and that she could withdraw at any time. She would be expected to have injections, blood tests, and nasal swabs. The safety and efficacy of the product was still unknown, it had not yet been approved, and no other clinical trials for it had been completed.

Two thirds of the participants would receive the vaccine and one third would receive a placebo, which would be just salt and water. The staff were keen to point out that unlike other Covid vaccine studies, their study didn’t use another vaccine as a placebo—they used saline so any possible adverse reactions would be very clear. Neither the participants nor the study staff would know who received the vaccine and who received the placebo. It was a “double-blind study”—although, in the case of a medical emergency it would be possible for the study doctor to ascertain what the patient had received.

The purpose of the trial was to see if the vaccine would stop people from becoming sick with Covid—not if it would prevent them from catching it, but if it would prevent people from becoming sick with it. The consent form explained that ten percent of the participants would be further studied to see what kind of immune response they developed, and whether they had any side effects such as a fever or swelling at injection site. This ten percent would be required to complete a side effect diary every day for seven consecutive days post-injection, and be periodically interviewed by staff. The other ninety percent would have a telephone call with study staff seven days post-injection to ask about any side effects, and be monitored once a week for the first year to see if they had become sick with Covid.

The consent form acknowledged that there could be as yet unknown health risks to receiving the vaccine, and also that there were no other vaccines or drugs that had been shown to prevent people from becoming sick with Covid.

At that time, 5,000 people had received at least one
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