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Art imitates life and reflects our human condition which fluctuates from moment to moment along with our ever-changing life experience of the times we live in.  

My first short story collection, The Small Dark Room of the Soul and Other Stories was published thirty years ago and made references to the collective fears of those times. Much has happened over the last three decades since then with shifting geopolitics, explosive growth in science, technology, pandemics, school shootings, chaotic weather patterns, homelessness, and all the other problems we are still struggling with as we move deeper into the twenty-first century. 

Though some of the cultural references are dated in light of current and recent events, the message is just as relevant now as it was then, maybe even more so, so I am repeating the introduction to The Small Dark Room of the Soul and Other Stories here.

There can be no light without darkness.

The sun cannot rise without the night preceding it, and the setting sun of the day must inevitably fade to black. If life were all sunshine and roses, there would be no contrast. Perpetual sunshine would be both blinding and devastating. We need the darkness. It is an integral part of the whole.

Part of us.

Horror stories are a reflection of our darker side. In an age of very real terrors like A.I.D.S., cancer, and terrorism, stories that frighten us can perform a useful function by allowing readers to live out and experience fear in a controlled fashion and deal with horror on their own terms.  If it gets to be too much, they can always close the book and put it away.  Experiencing horror in this way works as an anxiety release because it is a tangible way to deal with and escape the terrors of modern living.

The emotion of horror keeps us in touch with the darker aspects of ourselves while allowing us to confront our own vulnerability and inevitable death.  Reading horror is a valve that allows steam to escape when the buildup is too great, yet the fictionality of it gives us an escape from a confrontation that could overwhelm us.  It provides a cathartic release without oppressing us with more than we can handle.

Too often we shun our dark side in hopes that if we don't see it, it doesn't exist. Yet give us an Ed Gein, Charlie Manson, Ted Bundy, Hannibal Lecter, Jeffrey Dahmer, or any other grisly example of the dark side of human nature, and we express a morbid fascination that borders on frenzy.

We can't help but slow down on the highway to gawk at the carnage of another's untimely, messy death or sneak that guilty peek at another's deformity or misfortune.

We just have to look.

How many Jeffrey Dahmer jokes have we laughed at, then in the same breath said how disgusting it all is.

Strange creatures, human beings.

Fact is, our dark side is an inescapable part of our makeup. There’s a little bit of Hannibal and Jeffrey in all of us, the problem is most of us don't want to acknowledge it.

Through the ages, countless spiritual disciplines have urged us to look within ourselves and seek the truth. Part of that truth resides in a small, dark room—one we are afraid to enter. If we can only push aside the dark door of fear that holds us at bay and rescue the part of our souls that cringes in the dark, we might come to a better understanding of what makes us tick.

We have to take this unmentionable part of ourselves out into the light of truth so we can know its nature, because if we are to confront the uncomfortable truth, we must look in the face of the demon and admit that it is in us. When we‘re finished, we can let the monster crawl back into its dark abyss until the next play time. 

If you're timid of spirit and afraid of the dark, it's time to take a look at what lies behind your own door of fear so you can glimpse the twisted evil that lies in all of us. Within these pages we can play with it, poke it, and probe it in hopes that we may better understand the wholeness that makes up our being.

Who says we can't have fun doing it? After all, the little monster is part of us.

March 1994       M.P.

Twenty years later, my second short story collection, A Short Walk to the Other Side was published, following the similar theme of how close we all are to our demons, no matter how much we try to ignore and rid ourselves of them. We are all just a short walk away from a thought, act, or emotion that lets the monster out of its cage, taking us hostage into the abyss with it, sometimes with no escape.

The introduction to this second collection, A Short Walk to the Other Side follows.

Who are we really?

What or where are the boundaries between what we believe to be real and what we imagine?

Ancient tribal cultures gave equal credence to dreams, visions, and their waking worlds, treating them all as different degrees of one and the same all-encompassing reality.

Do we in fact know ourselves or our true nature? 

How many times have we reacted impulsively, only to regret our actions later, often with the apology, “I’m sorry, I’m not myself today,” or “I don’t know what got into me.”

In these moments of intense feeling, if we are not ourselves, then who or what are we? 

Where do we really live?

The fact that the question arises makes the “other” implicit within ourselves.  What is this “other”? Duality?  Plurality?  Divided self?  Are we possessed by something other than ourselves or are we in denial of our other selves because we find their behavior unacceptable?

Do we possess them or do they possess us?

This quandary became the theme of an old time radio show that started with: “Who knows what lurks in the hearts of men? The Shadow knows.”

How well do we know our shadows as individuals and collectively?  Better still, how well do our shadows know us?

Regardless of who is “running the show” at any point in space and time, every choice we make can change our life forever, along with the lives and destinies of others. A momentary lapse of attention while driving can cripple, maim, or bring swift and sudden death.

One moment of careless passion can leave you responsible for 

another life or bring the imminent end of your own from any number of ghastly diseases. A brief moment of passionate anger can land you in prison for the rest of your time on this earthly plane.

What doors do we pass through when we choose and what are the consequences of our actions? Better still, where do they leave us?

Coincidences, synergistic moments, timing, attitude, emotion, and attention can all change in the span of a single breath. What really goes on in the human heart and mind?

We cringe when we hear of, or witness heinous behavior and inhuman cruelty, yet human beings murder each other with endless and ingenious weapons of death, often in the name of a higher power.

Such disregard for life is difficult to comprehend, yet humans kill each other more than any other species. We are all human, so all of us are capable of making that one life altering choice that brings us someplace alien and unexpected.

Most people stay deeply entrenched in the cultural mainstream.  Feeling safe and sane in their routines, they avoid those living on the fringes, believing that they could never sink so low and never think or act in such odd and terrifying ways, but we are all human, living within the same realm of possibilities. We all have our shadow selves.  How much does it take to send us over the edge?

The truth is that it is a lot shorter walk to the other side than we like to think.

This, my third short story collection, The Thinning Veil follows the same train of thought. In this case it doesn’t matter if the demons are  locked in a small dark room, or just a short walk away, because the veil between the worlds is thinning and the boundaries have become blurred, bringing more weight to the question; what or where are the boundaries between what we believe to be real and what we imagine?
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His eyes flickered open after a gentle kick in his side, making him squint at the bright sunlight. He saw the foot and followed the leg up to see two people dressed in blue with shiny metal on their chests leaning over him.

“Hey Ace,” the taller one with short hair said in a deep baritone. “What do you think you are doing lying around in the middle of Central Park in your birthday suit?”

“Where are your clothes?” the short one with long hair, bigger breasts, and a higher pitched voice asked.

He looked as puzzled as they did as to how he came to be naked and exposed in the warm sunlight and appeared to struggle trying to articulate an answer but he said nothing.

“OK pal,” the bigger one said with a hint of aggression in his voice. “Let’s see some identification.”

He looked around bewildered.

“Do you think he was robbed?” The smaller one leaned in closer and looked into his eyes. “Are you all right? Where are your clothes, your I.D.? Are you hurt? Have you been assaulted or robbed?”

No response came.

“We can’t have you lying around here like this,” the bigger one said. “It’s against the law. You have no clothes, no I.D. and no excuses.”

The woman cop frowned. “Do you think he might be deaf, mute, or both?”

Her partner shook his head. “He ain’t deaf, Marie. I can tell by his facial expressions that he hears what we’re saying and he’s reacting to us. Maybe he’s high on something.”

“Or maybe he’s mute.” 

“There’s no way of telling without him saying anything. He doesn’t appear to be a threat to anyone, but we can’t leave him here in the middle of the park naked as a jaybird.”

“Sorry to spoil your day,” the woman said, “but my partner is right. You have no identification and no answers to our questions, and you have no clothes on, so we have no choice but to take you in. We can’t leave you here like this. Besides, you’ll get sunburned lying here exposed the way you are and someone who is not so friendly could hurt you.”

The bigger one leaned in and said a little louder. “Do you have family or someone we can contact?” 

He looked from one to the other with a blank expression, then the two cops looked at each other and the woman shrugged.

“Go get a blanket from the squad car so we can cover him up and get him out of here without a lot of fuss,” the bigger cop said. “I’ll stay here and keep an eye on him.”

The woman gave him a quick nod and walked away while the man grabbed a microphone from his shoulder. “Dispatch, this is unit twelve in Central Park. We have a naked male in his mid to late thirties about six feet tall with long brown hair, a beard, and blue eyes that we are taking into custody. He looks clean, fit, well groomed, and appears nonviolent and fully conscious. He seems to hear what we say, but is unresponsive to our questions.”

“Copy that,” a staticky voice responded.

He pulled a cell phone from his pocket and took a picture. “I’m texting you a picture and need you to check missing persons, Bellevue, and other hospitals as well as any mental health facilities, immigration, or other possible sources where he might have come from.”

“Ten four,” dispatch responded.

“We have a twenty minute ETA to the precinct and will check in when we get there to see what you come up with.”

“Ten four.”

The woman returned with an olive green blanket and her partner  extended his hand to the man who reached out and took it.

“No need to cuff him,” the male cop said. “Aside from being uncommunicative and in his birthday suit, he isn’t putting up any resistance and he hasn’t done anything threatening. We don’t want to traumatize him, especially if he’s come from a treatment center of some kind.”

“Copy that, Joe.” The woman took his other hand and they pulled him into an upright sitting position. She draped the blanket over his shoulders, then leaned in close and studied him a moment. “I don’t think he’s on anything. He has the clearest most serene eyes I’ve ever seen – and he looks and smells so clean!”

“Unlike the other funky homeless people we usually have to deal with.”

They helped him to his feet and walked to the squad car with him in between them. He stayed docile and cooperative while they helped him into the back seat behind the caged partition.

The woman drove while he looked out at the passing scenery with childlike wonder from the back seat. 

The male cop looked in the rear view mirror, his eyes meeting the blue-eyed innocence of their passenger. “Aside from your lack of clothes and identification you don’t strike me as being mentally challenged or impaired. Are you sure you don’t want to tell us where you came from, or have any family members or anyone else we can notify to get you sorted out?”

“We’re not going to hurt you and only want what is best for you,” the woman added, glancing at him in the mirror.

His eyes and facial expression seemed to acknowledge her, but he remained mute.

The squad car’s radio crackled with the dispatcher’s voice, “A gang fight in progress on one hundred eleventh street and Park Ave. All available units check in and respond.”

The two cops looked at each other while unit after unit checked in and reported heading to the crime scene, then the driver said, “unit twelve enroute ETA 5 minutes.”

Their passenger’s eyes grew wide and his mouth dropped when the siren came on accompanied by flashing blue lights.

A few moments later the dispatcher spoke again. “Unit twelve, we have a strong turnout of first responders and you have a civilian in transport, so remain in a backup position when you arrive at the scene to minimize any danger to your passenger.”

“Ten four.”

Two minutes later the siren stopped and they pulled up into a sea of flashing blue lights behind a group of squad cars that gave them a full view of a street brawl between biker gangs becoming more contained as cops in riot gear, batons, and shields advanced on it.

Fists flew, knives flashed, while baseball bats and chains swung. Blood spattered and some fell while others hobbled, but most fought with savage intensity.

“I’m not from here!” the man in the back seat blurted.

The two cops looked at each other astonished, then turned their attention to the back seat to see their once serene passenger pale-skinned and wide-eyed with fear, shaking his head no.

“What did you say?” the male cop asked.

“I’m not from here!”

“If you aren’t from here, then where are you from?”

He continued shaking his head no. “I’m not from here.”

Outside, the other cops had broken up the fight. Uniforms and paramedics swarmed in and a stream of injured and arrested were carted off to ambulances, paddy wagons, and squad cars.

“Where are you from?” The woman asked in a gentler tone.

He continued shaking his head no and said nothing more.

The radio crackled. “The situation is under control and no further assistance is needed. Unit twelve proceed with your transport.”

The driver looked to her partner and shrugged, then backed the squad car away from the scene. Their passenger crew calm again as the sea of flashing blue lights receded behind them.

“As I said before We’re here to help you,” she said. “There’s no need to be afraid.”

“Now that we know you can talk,” the man said, “tell us who we can contact so we can get you squared away.”

“I’m not from here,” their passenger said, matter-of-factly. 

The male cop studied him in the rear view mirror and saw him looking out at the passing scenery with the same childlike wonder he had before. 

“He ain’t cooperating,” the cop said, “but I don’t think he’s bullshitting us either. I don’t think he’s playing with a full deck.”

“We’ll get him ID’d once we’re back at the precinct,” the driver said. “Without any ID there’s no way of running a background check so we don’t know if he has any priors or anything else for that matter, but I’m betting he’s clean by the way he’s been acting.”

“Copy that. Once we check his prints, if we don’t find anything local I’m thinking that the INS and Homeland Security will have some records. If he is an illegal, he might not know any English.”

“That would explain his limited vocabulary.”

Other than the occasional crackle from the radio and the dispatcher’s voice they rode the rest of the way to the precinct in silence.

“He really does seem to be an innocent,” the woman said when they pulled into the lot, “but we’d better cuff him when we bring him in. After that last little panic let’s be gentle.”

She pulled into a parking space and her partner stepped out, opened the back door and extended his hand to help the man out. “Take it easy, Ace,” he said. “No one’s going to hurt you.”

He looked up with a childlike gaze and let the bigger cop help him out without resisting, leaving the blanket behind. He didn’t react when the woman guided his hands behind his back and slipped the cuffs on, then she reached into the car, grabbed the blanket and draped it over his shoulders, wrapping it around him and securing it with a Tie Wrap like a cloak. Putting him between them, the two cops guided him into the station without incident.

He looked around as if seeing everything for the first time while plainclothes and uniforms moved about in a flurry of activity. They made their way to a middle-aged man with curly graying hair behind a countertop at the back of the room sitting at a computer terminal. His nametag said MORASH. CNN showed the news on a big flat screen television behind a glass enclosed waiting area off to one side.

“Hey Jack,” the woman said, leaning on the counter.  

“Hey Joe, Marie.” Morash looked up from his terminal and nodded toward their long haired bearded charge whose serene blue eyes, guileless expression, and well-groomed appearance combined with the blanket draped over him like a cloak made him look Christlike. “I ran your suspect’s picture through some databases and came up empty.”

Joe sighed. “Shit! We can’t process him without knowing who he is.”

Marie shook her head. “Another John Doe.”

“More like Jesus Doe if you ask me,” the man behind the counter said. “Better get his prints so we can look him up in that database.”

Jack put a fingerprint scanning device that connected to his computer up on the counter.

“We’re going to print you so we can find out who you are and help you get settled,” Marie said, removing his cuffs.

His arms dangled at his sides and he showed no reaction when Marie pressed his fingers onto the scanner, then he became fascinated with the device and the process when the LEDs flashed, registering each print. He stared at his hands with a puzzled expression when they finished as if discovering them for the first time. Joe and Marie exchanged glances, then looked at Jack behind the counter who shrugged.

“I’ll run these through some more databases,” Jack said, “and we’ll see what turns up so we can figure out where he belongs. Shouldn’t take long.”

“OK Ace.” Joe put his hand on their prisoner’s shoulder, stirring him from his stupor and guided him away from the counter.

Jesus Doe looked into Joe’s eyes with the trusting innocence of a three year old until a muffled booming sound from the big flat screen behind the glass enclosed waiting area caught his attention. His eyes grew wide at the sights and sounds of guns and explosions from a war being reported on CNN.

“I’m not from here!” he shrieked staggering backward.

He flailed when Joe grabbed for him, sending them both tumbling to the floor. Uniforms swarmed in to assist, pinning him to the floor while Marie snapped the cuffs back on, then they pulled him to his feet.  

“I’m not from here,” he said in a half-whisper between sobs while staring at the ground shaking his head no like a petulant child.

“We better keep him out of the general population until we get him sorted out,” she said. 

“Good idea.” Joe brushed himself off and straightened his uniform. “I don’t think he’d stand much of a chance being thrown in with all those lowlifes.”

Jesus Doe didn’t resist when they hustled him to an interrogation room with a steel door and a small window where they locked him in.

“We sure got us a live one this time,” Marie said as they walked back to the booking counter.”

Joe shook his head. “In all my years on the force, I’ve never seen anything like this. He never tried to hit me or make any aggressive moves toward me. He was just scared shitless and wanted to get away.”

“Let’s see what Jack came up with so we can move this along and get on with more important duties.”

They found Jack back at the booking desk frowning at his monitor.

“What’s the deal?” Joe said.

Jack held out his hands. “So far no record of him.”

“What?”

“I searched our database here in the city, then hospitals, institutions, and jails statewide. Because you found him in his birthday suit, for shits and giggles I also checked morgues and funeral homes. No priors, and for that matter no record of him at all. I’m now rerunning his prints and pictures through state databases. I’m thinking that he must be an illegal alien, so I’m querying Homeland Security, the N.S.A., D.O.J., I.N.S., F.B.I., C.I.A., D.E.A., and the Federal Bureau of Prisons. I’m also asking them to expedite and extend their searches to Interpol and other foreign agencies. It’s going to take a while, so why don’t you guys go back out on patrol. I’ll have dispatch contact you when we come up with something.”

“Wow!” Marie said. “We sure picked a doozy this time.”

“No shit,” Joe said. “Thanks Jack. We’ll be waiting to hear from you to find out who the real Jesus Doe is.”

Jack gave a wry smile and winked. “Don’t worry, we’ll find him.”

Marie winked back. “My money’s on you, Jack.”

Two hours later the call came in from dispatch. “Unit 12, report to the precinct booking desk immediately. What’s you twenty?”

Joe grabbed the mike. “Unit twelve reporting in. We’re at Central Park West.”

“What’s your ETA?”

“Fifteen minutes.”

“Get here as soon as you can.”

“Ten four.”

Joe looked at Marie who was frowning. “I hope our Jesus Doe is alright.”

She nodded. “I have to admit, that as weird as he is, I have a little soft spot for him. Aside from his little freak outs, he was pretty harmless.”

“Like an innocent little kid.”

“Exactly.”

They pulled into the precinct lot and hurried to the booking desk where they found Jack waiting for them looking apprehensive.

“What gives?” Joe said. “Is Jesus Doe alright?”

Jack shook his head. “I ran every search imaginable and came up empty on all counts, including everything from any foreign agencies. There’s no record of anything, no birth, no immigration records. Nada.” He kept shaking his head. “It’s as if he never existed.”

“Are you shitting me?” Marie said.

“I wish I was. The feds have stepped in and two NSA investigators are on their...” Jack pointed to two men in black suits with military style haircuts approaching the desk with precinct ID’s on their jackets. “That must be them.”

“It’s the men in black!” Marie said.

“Maybe they Neuralized Jesus Doe,” Jack quipped. 

Joe chuckled. “That would explain his lack of vocabulary.”

The two nearly identical looking agents marched up to the desk and flashed badges. One of them looked a little older than the other. “Agents McKendry and Collins, NSA,” he said with authority. “We’re here to take your John Doe into custody.”

Joe snorted. “You mean Jesus Doe. Good luck with that!”

“What do you mean by that?” the agent said, sounding both authoritative and irritated.

“You’ll see,” Marie said. “Come on.”

They led the two agents to the interrogation room where Joe  unlocked the door. “He’s all yours.”

The two agents pushed past him and stopped in the doorway.

“What the hell is going on here?” the older one demanded. “Heads are going to roll for this little stunt!”

Joe went in first. “What the fu...”

Marie stepped in behind him and stared dumbfounded at the blanket piled in the corner of the vacant room and the handcuffs on the floor beside it.
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A group of students, researchers, and journalists in a darkened laboratory in Boston watched a clump of human brain cells light up in flashes of activity onscreen as they settled into a living mouse brain on a computer monitor next to a microscope.

Towering over his audience, lanky, dark-haired Justin Perez PhD looked up from the monitor and addressed the group. “These cells are sprouting new connections a few centimeters long that are forming networks with each other.” He smiled. “It’s all they want to do and I can’t tear them away.”

“It’s a mad love affair,” Rebecca, his short, stocky red-haired assistant said. Her pixie cut, freckles, thick glasses, and plump face looked childlike, as if she were playing dress up in her white lab coat.

“Aren’t you concerned about creating some kind of hybrid monster?” a petite blonde-haired student with innocent blue eyes asked.

Perez stood up straighter. “We’re one of just a handful of labs able to study human neural cells at work in a live, developing brain, something that is typically off limits for ethical and technical reasons. We can’t study these processes as they unfold in a fetal human brain, so we watch human cortical neurons mature and form active networks in a live animal. Our research focuses on a specialized type of neural chimera that allows us to manipulate live human neurons.” 

Our work has already yielded important insights into health and disease,” Rebecca added.

“What kind of insights?” the blonde asked.

“Using neural chimeras we have found differences in how neurons develop and behave in Down’s syndrome and Alzheimer’s disease.”

A heavy-set man with short black curly hair and thick glasses wearing a press pass cleared his throat. “I read an article that accused researchers of playing God, and there have been warnings about blurring the lines between humans and other animals, or the possibility of creating human-like perception and cognition in one of these hybrids. Is this really a good model for answering a scientific question or are we pushing boundaries for the sake of it? At what point would a collection of human neurons in another animal’s brain become something that deserves a unique moral status?”

Rebecca opened her mouth to respond, but Perez held up his hand and his smile thinned into a hard line. “Playing God!” He snorted and shook his head. “The US National Academies of Science, Engineering, and Medicine have encouraged pilot studies like ours and they oversee close monitoring of animals to identify any new or unusual behaviors. We have the honor of being one of those pilot studies.”

“So the government keeps a close eye on your work,” the blonde said, “and you believe that the benefits outweigh the risks.”

“Precisely. Researchers are considering going beyond transplanting a few isolated cells to creating chimeric animals with human brain regions. Other studies that transplanted human brain stem cells into monkeys’ brains helped to launch a clinical trial to test whether human brain stem-cell transplants can treat Parkinson’s disease. In many countries, including the United States and the United Kingdom, research that mixes human brain cells or tissue with another animal’s brain is legally allowed and can be government funded with an extra layer of review.”

“Wow!”

“What you’ve seen here is the beginning stage of this process,” Perez said. “If you’ll follow me to the next lab, I will show you how things have progressed through different stages of development.”

With Rebecca close by his side, he led the group out of the lab, speaking as he went, down a hallway lined with windows to another lab where white-coated technicians milled around racks of animal cages and lab equipment.

“Researchers have been introducing human elements like organs, cells, or genes into other animals for decades to better understand how biological systems work and to find treatments for disease. Cancer researchers routinely transplant human tumors into mice and have created mice with human immune systems. We are also working to find ways to grow human-compatible organs in animals to alleviate the shortage of organs for transplantation.”

“Pigs with human kidney or liver tissue are one thing,” the heavy-set journalist with the short black curly hair and thick glasses asked, “but doesn’t neural tissue raise different issues?”

Perez stopped and turned to the group with a raised finger. “It is the brain that people associate with moral status. None of the research to date even comes close to producing human-like cognition in an animal.”

He turned back around and led the group through a door into a bigger more brightly lit windowed lab over to a dimly lit wall where three open topped oversized glass walled aquariums with different bar-coded tags with the letters A, B, and C attached to their fronts held small colonies of mice. An array of small digital cameras hung above, behind, and beside each of them covering every conceivable angle.  

Rebecca brightened at the sight of the aquariums full of small toys that looked like props in a miniature lion tamer’s cage. Mice groomed themselves and each other among stands and platforms of various heights, bridges, tiny swings, climbing ladders, seesaws, bell rollers, dumbbells, unicycles, and tree branches adorned with hanging twine. 

Some ran in hamster wheels, some sat up on their haunches nibbling away, and others chased each other around, sometimes letting out high-pitched squeaks. Tails wagged, whiskers wiggled, and a few stood up on hind legs with their ears pointed up and forward, watching the group gathered in front of them. Others burrowed under wood chip piles in the corners. 

A large flat screen monitor hung above the aquariums showing revolving views, split screens, and closeups with letters designating which aquarium was being viewed along with information showing, date, time, magnification, and other data. “The mice in group A are our control group,” Perez said.

Rebecca handed him a remote control which he pointed at the screen. “Each letter on the tanks designate the chronological progression of our experiments so far.” He pressed the remote, showing a magnified image of the clump of human brain cells lighting up in flashes while settling into a living mouse brain that they had observed earlier.

“The brain organoids you are observing in action are self-organizing structures formed when brain stem cells are grown in three-dimensional culture. Some researchers have even stitched multiple organoids together into what we call assembloids. Organoids are complex enough to be a good way to ask questions about the human brain, but even assembloids are far from the complexity of the real thing because they lack sensory input, blood vessels, immune and support cells, and they don’t receive feedback. 

“Once the structures grow beyond 3–4 millimeters in size the cells in the middle die owing to lack of nutrients so it’s hard to support their growth beyond a couple of months. To overcome these limitations, we are now transplanting organoids into an animal’s brain to closely model the complexity of human brain circuits and how they go awry in disease.” He pointed to the middle aquarium. “That brings us to group B.” 

Rebecca turned up the lights on the middle aquarium making it a little brighter than the others and the mice inside retreated a little toward the back of the aquarium.

“In group B lab-grown clumps of human brain cells were transplanted into the brains of newborn mice which grew into the
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