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To Graham McCormick. You were the best of all the good eggs in this world.






PROLOGUE


Tap-tap-tap.

“Easy now . . . easy.”

“Yes, yes. I know. I’m being easy.”

Tap-tap.

“Can you see his hair? What color is it?”

Sigh.

Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap.

“Still nothing?”

“Please, just let us focus, okay?”

Tap-tap-tap-tap.

CRACK.

Gasp.

“That’s it! Peel off the rest of it!”

“So, is his hair brown?”

“Please, Mom . . . give us a sec, okay?”

Pieces of glistening shell drop to the floor, revealing remnants of amnion coating a head of thick, brown hair. Gently, after the rest of the shell is removed to expose his ruddy, smooth skin, the young couple dries off their new baby boy.






PART I








CHAPTER 1



September 3, 2031

AP News

Nashville mother of two dies “senselessly” from untreated ectopic pregnancy, pro-choice advocates assert




I can’t breathe . . . I can’t breathe . . .

Larkin coughed and wheezed as she fell to her hands and knees in the warm grass near the Rock, a well-known landmark at the edge of the University of Tennessee campus. Her eyes burned and watered as she tried to focus on the blurry figures rushing past her as they screamed in panic and yelled obscenities. She started to crawl in their direction, past the large hunk of dolomite that was now splattered with red paint, covering the orange-and-white checkerboard pattern that had been there that morning.

Someone grabbed her wrist and yanked her upright. She stumbled behind them, using her other hand to wipe her eyes with her shirt, her backpack rhythmically striking her back each time her feet hit the ground. The stranger yelled to her as they ran, but the surrounding chaos muffled their voice. Something covered the stranger’s mouth and nose, and Larkin wished she had thought to bring a bandana. She tried to reply and at least say thank you, but she could only let out a raspy hack.

They hurried between two buildings and, after a brief sprint, abruptly stopped. Larkin could tell she was in a shaded area as the air felt cooler. The stranger guided her to a folding chair and helped her take off her backpack, reassuring her she would be okay before saying a quick goodbye.

Next, she heard a woman’s voice, gravelly from age and too many cigarettes.

“I’m Maxine, Ms. Puffy Eyes. I’m a nurse, and I’m here to help you,” she said with fatigued sympathy. “Hold your head back. Let’s get this crap washed out of your eyes.”

The cold saline was a welcome relief to Larkin’s throbbing eyes. She held her head back as the liquid poured down her face and onto her T-shirt. Maxine stopped now and then for Larkin to sputter and cough.

“Did you lose your friends in this mess?” Maxine asked as Larkin caught her breath.

“No, I came alone after my shift at the bookstore. I wasn’t here very long when all of this happened.”

“Well, I’ve been helping at these protests for a long time,” she said as she flushed Larkin’s eyes once more. Holding Larkin’s chin and moving her head from left to right, Maxine added, “Always the same old, same old. Something really pisses folks off, like that poor young lady in Nashville. They gather and make clever signs that might be seen on the news. They get petitions signed and write to their congressmen. And in a few days, things die down, and nothing changes until the next outrage, and it starts all over again, whether it’s about gun control, abortion, or whatever, you know? Same thing. We haven’t had a real win since ’73, and it’s been nothing but losses since then.”

“So, do you think we are wasting our time? That I’m wasting my time?”

“Your heart’s in the right place and your cause is good, but this isn’t working, is it?” Maxine said as she stopped flushing Larkin’s eyes. She put her hand on her hip, waiting impatiently for a reply.

“No. It’s really not,” Larkin quietly agreed. “So, do you have any suggestions?”

“I’m seventy-nine, and I’m tired. I’m all out of suggestions,” she said dryly. “But you all keep showing up, so I’ll keep showing up to help you.”

“I appreciate it.”

“You don’t have to thank me. Just promise me you’ll think of some other way to fix this shit show, okay?”

Larkin nodded and dabbed her eyes with the back of her hand. She felt better, but the saline had washed out her contacts. Larkin squinted to focus, but Maxine was only a blurry visage.

“You should be good now. You can rest here a bit. I need to get on to the next well-intentioned idiot.” She sighed and lumbered away.

“Alright, Mr. Raven Hair,” Larkin heard Maxine say with the same lack of enthusiasm. “Looks like you’re going to need some staples to that gash on your head.”

Unable to drive without her contacts, Larkin had to walk the mile to her apartment. Once there, she put on her glasses and lay down on her couch. She sent a quick text to her parents, letting them know she was safe—they had sent increasingly urgent messages asking where she was. She scrolled through her social media accounts and saw the photos her friends had posted of protests at other universities and city centers. Most had ended the same way this one had: tear gas and disarray. Some of her friends had been hit with batons or rubber bullets. A few of them had been arrested and needed bail money. She sent them what she could through her cash app.

She closed her eyes and hoped that it would be different this time. That this time, change would come. But she knew Maxine was right.






CHAPTER 2
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The soft tapping of computer keys provided a disciplined white noise. Larkin was studying alone in the library during her senior year of college, as she had most Sundays for the past three years. Her eyes were still a little swollen from the day before, but her cough was better. She checked her phone to see if her best friend, Aubrey, had replied to an earlier message, but it was still unread. Larkin supposed she was consumed with the premed classes she was taking at Vanderbilt, a few hours away, and went back to taking notes.

Another student joined her at the smooth-grained cherry table. He hung his backpack on his chair and sat catty-corner from Larkin, where he opened his laptop and placed a large calculator beside it. Muttering to himself, he looked at his phone with concern.

“Excuse me,” he whispered. “Do you have a charger I can borrow? My battery is dying, and my phone’s at 2 percent.”

“I think so,” Larkin replied as she dug through the front pocket of her well-worn backpack, which lay on the table. She rummaged past a pack of gum, hand sanitizer, and mint lip balm. When she felt a cord at the bottom, she handed it to him.

“Thank you so much.” He sighed with relief. “Part of my class notes are on my phone. I would have been screwed without them.”

Larkin smiled politely and went back to her reading, glancing up at her new tablemate now and then. Thick, wavy, jet-black hair spilled over his forehead in large curls. He had to brush them away often, revealing his sky-blue eyes. When he smiled, she noticed a small chip in his upper front tooth. She thought about asking him how he’d gotten the chip, but he was probably asked that all the time. Strangers often asked her how tall she was and if she played basketball. The answer was always “five feet, ten inches” and “no.” She always felt self-conscious about her height being wasted when those strangers looked disappointed by her reply.

When he reached for a pencil he had dropped, his hair fell forward again, and she noticed the glint of stainless steel staples on the side of his head, embedded in dried, crusted blood.

“I’m Larkin, by the way.”

“Larkin,” he repeated, as if burning the name into his memory. “Nice to meet you. I’m Spencer.”

“I think I know you as Mr. Raven Hair. I’m also known as Ms. Puffy Eyes to Nurse Maxine.” She smiled.

“So that was you getting drenched in water?” Spencer chuckled. “I think we kept her pretty busy tending to all of us misguided morons. She gave me a pretty good lecture on wasting my time after I got whacked with a can of tear gas.”

“I got the same lecture, and she does have a point.”

Spencer nodded as he distractedly rubbed his wound. “Do you mind if I ask what you’re studying?”

“I’m working on comparative biology right now. It’s one of my favorite courses,” she replied with just a trace of a Southern lilt.

“I have no idea what that is,” he earnestly replied.

She laughed and reassured him that not many people did, including her parents, who were simply proud she had found a passion for science early in her life. She said, “Part of it is studying the similarities of specific traits of different species as they grow from embryos. It also involves looking at the mechanisms that lead to the natural variations between species.”

Spencer pretended to look sleepy, with heavier and heavier eyelids, and then plunked his head onto his laptop.

Larkin lightly pushed the top of his head. “It’s really interesting!” she insisted.

He popped up with a straight back and wide eyes and promised to listen.

“So . . .” she began and then hesitated. She didn’t want to embarrass herself by sharing a soliloquy of science that might end with an uncomfortable silence followed by one of them trying to make polite excuses and a swift departure. Spencer remained attentive, patiently waiting for Larkin to begin as these seeds of doubt attempted to sow themselves in her brain. She sighed, and with a small smile, she began again.

“So . . . have you ever thought about how your hands develop?” she asked, keeping her voice low so as not to disturb the others in the library.

He shook his head as she gestured for his hand. He slid into the other chair, so he was now directly facing her. She held his hand in hers and curled it into a fist. “Do you think your hands start like this, and then fingers start to pop up from the base of your hand and grow out from there, like this?” Larkin pulled each of his fingers from his closed hand.

“I honestly have never thought about that,” he replied.

She noticed him looking at the silver rings on her fingers, the multicolored rope bracelet on her right wrist, and the plastic bracelet that said “Thanks, Science!” Then she opened his hand and told him to spread out his fingers. “Your hand actually starts like a paddle at first, and your fingers develop within that paddle. As the embryo grows, at some point, our hands go through a process called apoptosis where the cells in between the developing fingers are preprogrammed to die.” She took her right index finger and slid it between each of his fingers as her left hand held his wrist.

“If that didn’t happen, we’d have hands that looked more like a frog’s. The same process happens with toes. But,” she paused. She let go of his hand and animatedly held both of hers next to her face, palms toward him, as if she were beckoning for him to stop and listen. “Sometimes the process fails, and children can be born with webbed fingers and toes, or they might be completely fused together. I’ve always wondered if that would make them faster swimmers.” She tapped her chin with her finger, pondering the thought. She continued excitedly. “Did you know some people can have three or more nipples?”

“Well, now this class is getting more interesting.” Spencer grinned.

“People. Men and women.”

“Oh . . .” he said with feigned disappointment as his shoulders dropped. He gave her a wry smile.

“When we are developing as embryos, there’s an area called the milk line that grows from our armpits to our groin, and it has several areas where nipples form,” Larkin continued as she traced her finger down the side of her body. “In most humans, those areas regress very early in development, leaving only two, but in some people, one or two extra may not completely go away. If it doesn’t, it can look like a mole below one of the normal nipples. And guys have nipples because this area forms during development even before your sex is determined. And,” Larkin said, whispering as loudly as possible, “some women with a third nipple can even lactate from that nipple! It can produce milk if there are some remnants of breast tissue there. There are lots of celebrities who have supernumerary nipples. Harry Styles has two extra ones!”

Spencer looked incredulous.

“A lot of people don’t even know they’ve been walking around all their life with a third nipple. Lift up your shirt.”

“What?”

“Let me see if you have extra nipples.”

“Would that be good or bad?”

“Neither.” She grinned. “Just curious.”

Spencer glanced around the library. The other students were focused on their laptops and books. He lifted his T-shirt while Larkin leaned forward and inspected his torso.

“Nope. Just two.” She sighed and gave him a playful frown.

He pulled down his shirt and looked at her with wonder. “You really love studying this, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do. It’s amazing to me how species look so similar when we first start developing, but our DNA signals determine which species will have feathers, which will have fur, which will have scales. But we start out looking so much alike. How does that happen? Why did it happen? Did you know we even start out with tails when we are embryos? They go away at about eight weeks of development, and all we are left with is a tailbone.”

“How boring. I’d love to have a long tail!”

“I know, right?”

As Larkin had learned about the similarities between embryos of different species, she simply couldn’t deny the argument in favor of evolution—it seemed so logical to her. She told Spencer that she and her best friend had resoundingly lost a classroom debate in high school when they’d defended evolution over creationism. Her biology teacher had praised her after class for giving a strong argument but hoped she would understand creationism better after her class went on a field trip to the Creation Museum in Kentucky the following week.

Spencer told her the Scopes Monkey Trial had been held over a hundred years ago in the town where he grew up, and residents there still pronounced evolution as “evil-lution.”

Larkin’s experience in high school had left her undeterred and only fueled her interests. She told Spencer she’d always pictured herself working in a lab surrounded by microscopes and books, and she already had a bench research job lined up with the university’s Department of Genetics and Development after graduation. She was going to work in a lab with Dr. James Davis studying mandibular osteogenesis and facial morphogenesis.

Spencer jokingly accused her of making up random words.

She clarified that she would be working with a researcher to investigate the development of facial malformations, specifically cleft palate and cleft lip.

“He’s studying the development of beaks in chickens because there are so many similarities between chicken and human development, so it is a good model to use,” she explained. “Chickens can get cleft palates, and they can also get something called parrot beak where their lower jaw grows too large, like an underbite.” She continued, “My mom and I were both born with underbites called mandibular prognathism. She had to have her jaw broken and wired shut for six weeks when she was a teenager. I just had to have braces, thank goodness. So, I have a personal interest in this research as well. And the PhD doc I’m going to work with is amazingly cool. He’s incredibly intelligent and supportive. He has to be a genius. He is very intimidating to talk to because he’s so smart.”

“Wow! I’m impressed. You really have your life all thought out.”

“Career goals, absolutely. Other than that, I’m still figuring things out. But what about you? Now that I’ve told you everything about what I’m studying, what’s your major? It must be different since we’ve not had any classes together.” She motioned to his calculator. “Are you an engineering major?”

“Oh, no. I’m a math major with a minor in business management, but my plan is to get my master’s and be an actuary.”

“You actually want to be an actuary?”

He chortled. “Yes, why?”

“I’m just kidding. I don’t even know what that is. I just like saying ‘actually’ and ‘actuary.’”

Spencer laughed. “Got it. Most people don’t know what I’m doing, either. Actuarial science is the study of the financial impact of uncertain future events. I’ll be studying how to quantify and manage risk, primarily in the fields of life and health insurance, pensions, employee benefits, and investment.”

Larkin started fluttering her eyelids, then she pretended to hit her head on her laptop.

“Very funny, Larkin. It’s actually very interesting to me. It involves a lot of mathematical calculations, which I enjoy, and making a best guess on risk. It’s like being a fortune teller, but using probability and statistics instead of a crystal ball.” He paused and leaned back in his chair. “And it is a good-paying career, but the credentialing and exam process is pretty rigorous. The exams are as hard as the medical boards for doctors or passing the bar for lawyers, which is intimidating. And not that getting paid well in life is everything, but I hope to be rewarded for hard work. After graduation next year, I’m hoping to start in the master’s program here.”

That afternoon in the library, they talked for hours about their lives and interests. Both shared a love of Americana music as well as ’70s and ’80s rock. They also enjoyed hiking, kayaking, and searching for the best street taco food truck. Both were introverts but never feared speaking out when they felt strongly about something. They believed in finding work that you love but having friends and hobbies that you loved more. Each wanted to live outside of a city and have a small amount of land. Spencer wanted to have his own vegetable garden, and Larkin wanted to raise chickens someday. They disagreed about pets—she was strongly pro-cat, but Spencer was solidly pro-dog. And they both wanted to have children someday, but not until their thirties.

It was starting to get late, and they decided they really needed to study. When Spencer was occupied with entering data into his calculator, Larkin picked up her phone, pretending to be checking her hair. She snapped a picture the moment Spencer glanced up. Unfortunately, her phone wasn’t on silent like she thought it was. It made the telltale shutter noise, exposing Larkin’s ruse. Spencer smiled broadly when he heard it. Larkin immediately looked down as her long, light brown hair fell around her face to cover the red flush rising in her cheeks. She turned her phone to silent.

Once her phone was hidden under the table, she sent her best friend the photo with the caption “future husband.”







CHAPTER 3



It’s estimated that between 10 to 20 in 100 known pregnancies (10 to 20 percent) end in miscarriage. Most miscarriages—8 out of 10 (80 percent)—happen in the first trimester before the 12th week of pregnancy.

—March of Dimes




Spencer and Larkin married in late summer the year after they met, just months after their graduation. It was a small ceremony at his parents’ home in East Tennessee, with just a few friends and family members present. They used the money their parents had offered them for a larger wedding to make a down payment on a small ranch house on two acres of land a thirty-minute drive from Larkin’s new job.

When they got back from their honeymoon in the Blue Ridge Mountains, Spencer immediately started graduate school. He would study on the same sprawling university campus where they’d met and where Larkin would work in the lab as a research assistant. She wanted to pursue her doctorate someday but planned to work for a few years while she paid down her undergraduate loans and Spencer completed his degree.

During her first day on the job, she went to the Human Resources department to get her identification badge, which listed her title as “Research Assistant I.” After completing the direct deposit forms and paperwork for health insurance, vision, and dental, she walked across campus to the lab. She hadn’t been there since interviewing a year earlier and was looking forward to seeing her supervisor again.

She would be trained by Susan, a Research Associate III. Susan greeted Larkin wearing a traditional white lab coat, its top pocket stuffed with pens and a pair of reading glasses. Susan had worked with Dr. Davis for more than fifteen years and had coauthored more than thirty articles relating to embryonic growth and development. She’d helped him submit multiple grants for their research and coordinated the projects for visiting international graduate students. She told Larkin she was relieved to finally have help.

Susan showed Larkin to her desk and lab station. She would have her own cubicle and computer in the middle of the lab. Several windows brought soft sunlight into the room, and throughout the lab were multiple workstations for performing experiments. Larkin would have her own workspace as well, but the team shared microscopes and photography equipment. The space was clean and quiet, with others diligently working.

Susan introduced Larkin to the international graduate students who would be there for the next year, working on their individual research projects. Abdullah, from Iran, stopped pipetting a light pink substance onto a microscope slide to turn and greet Larkin. Alondra, who was from Spain, was using a microscope with an attached camera to photograph her work. Kai came from China, and he was in his cubicle typing up an abstract for publication. They all gave her a friendly welcome. All three of them hoped to have something to publish at the end of the year.

Smiling and pointing to Larkin, Susan warned them not to use the “newbie” for their own work. She had seen it happen before with students who had struggled to make their research deadlines.

“Larkin works for Dr. Davis, not you,” she reminded them. They all smiled, nodded, and promised with a little salute. Larkin was impressed that Susan had trained them so well.

After the tour, Susan took Larkin to lunch at the university food court. When they sat down to share hummus and dolmas and eat pita sandwiches, Larkin asked Susan if she had always wanted to do basic science research.

“Actually, no,” Susan began. “I was in medical school and had planned to be a radiologist, but I had three miscarriages. One at nine weeks, one at thirteen weeks, and one at twelve weeks in the first three years of school. No reason to explain it medically. I was poked and prodded and tested, and no one could tell us why. My husband and I decided it might be the stress of medical school, so I quit.”

“Oh. I am so sorry. That must have been awful.”

“It was. And then I had to figure out what to do with the rest of my life with a biology degree. I looked into food inspection, but after a tour of a fast-food plant to see how the hamburger was processed . . . just, ugh. I’ll never eat fast-food burgers again,” she said, scrunching her face in disgust.

“And then I looked into research and found this job. Dr. Davis is amazing. Great mentor. Smart man. And here I am. He’s very laid-back but expects professionalism and quality work. I never feel pressured by him, though. I always want to do a good job because disappointing him would feel like disappointing my father. He would never tell me if I let him down, but I would never want to feel I had. It would kill me, ya know?”

Larkin nodded as she wiped tzatziki from her mouth.

“And then, during my first year of working, I had another miscarriage. Again at thirteen weeks.”

“Oh, no!” Larkin gasped.

“Yep. It’s okay. That’s how I found out it wasn’t the stress of medical school. It was me. Or us. Or just wasn’t meant to be. But I didn’t want to go back. I enjoy what I do, and I’m happy now. My husband’s happy. And we have three spoiled fur babies that we love and keep us busy.”

Susan opened her phone and showed Larkin pictures of three well-fed cats lounging lazily on a couch with Susan’s husband. She pointed to each of the tabby cats. “That’s Flynn and that’s Oscar, the two black-and-gray tabbies. And that’s Cindi, the orange one. They’re all strays we found on our walks in the neighborhood. My husband is scared to walk with me anymore because I keep bringing them home.” She let out a guffaw.

“He’s right,” Susan continued. “If I find another one, it’s coming home with me. My dream would be finding a kindle of kittens. My husband would pretend to be upset, but he’d let me keep them. He’s terrible at saying no. Fortunately, I just want cats and not expensive jewelry or elaborate vacations.”

“Absolutely! He should be thanking you,” Larkin agreed.

“You need to figure out one thing you can’t live without, and don’t let Spencer tell you no. Later, make sure you tell him that you learned some sound marriage advice today for you newlyweds.” Susan wagged a finger motherly at Larkin as she spoke.

Larkin promised. “Oh, I will definitely do that. I guess I need to figure out what I really want first.”

After lunch, they went to a smaller room near the lab and Susan started teaching Larkin what she would be doing daily. On the table sat a contraption that made a soft humming noise and had a temperature probe on the outside. Susan opened the front door and showed Larkin the two dozen or so chicken eggs that were slowly turning inside, as if they were on a small carnival ride.

“These are all white leghorn chicken eggs, which we get shipped to us every few weeks. We label them with the dates they arrive. We keep the eggs at 37.5 degrees Celsius with about 50 percent humidity. This incubator has got to be at least fifty years old, but Dr. Davis likes it, and it works, so we’ve never replaced it.” She shrugged. “At two to three days, we check for viability. They are all sold to us fertilized, but some will be duds,” Susan said as she washed her hands in the small sink. “Eggshells are porous, so you always want to handle them with clean hands. We don’t want to transfer bacteria to the embryo.”

She removed one of the eggs, dated three days ago, and took what looked like a flashlight from the table. She explained, “This is a candling lamp that we use to check on the growth of the embryo. Years ago, farmers used an actual candle to check for viable eggs, but now you can buy these gadgets online for twenty bucks.”

Susan asked Larkin to turn out the lights. She held the egg above the lamp, which she turned on. The egg glowed an amber color, and veins coursed through it, leading to a darker spot in the middle.

“See that?” Susan asked, pointing to the spot. “That’s our developing embryo. This one goes back to the incubator.”

Susan took out several more that were healthy. But two had no vessels, and the only thing visible was the yolk floating in the albumen. “These are duds, but we call them breakfast. You can take them home if you’d like. They are some of the freshest, most delicious eggs you’ll ever eat.”

Then Susan candled another egg. “Now this one,” she said. “This one started to develop but died.”

She showed Larkin a black ring that went through the egg’s inner circumference. It was called a blood ring. “These need to be disposed of or they will continue to rot. This is the avian equivalent of a miscarriage.” Susan paused and asked Larkin to turn the lights back on. Susan turned her back to Larkin and set down the candling lamp. She stood quietly by the sink for a moment and then washed her hands again. She used the paper towel to wipe her nose and eyes. When she turned back to Larkin, she gave her a quick smile.

“Well, that’s enough for your first day. Why don’t we call it a day for you, and I’ll see you back in the morning, okay?”

“Yes, of course. Thank you for everything today. I’m really looking forward to tomorrow.”

Spencer picked up Larkin at the front of her building. He’d had a great first day in his master’s program, but he only wanted to know about Larkin’s day. She excitedly told him about her office, her workstation, her coworkers, and Susan. She told him about the chicken eggs and all the omelets and quiches they were probably going to be eating.

“It’s been a long but good day for both of us,” he said. “I want you to tell me more about this tonight. I just want to relax and hear your voice, okay? It will be the perfect end to the day.”

Larkin and Susan started the next day in the small room with the incubator. They collected eggs from the incubator that Susan had checked a couple of days ago since they were now five days old. Back at Larkin’s workstation, which included a glass hood with a door that folded up, Susan flipped a switch on the side. The fan over the hood came on. Then she grabbed a book from a nearby shelf, Hamburger and Hamilton’s Staging Series, written in 1951. Susan and Larkin took seats on rolling stools in front of the workstation. “Okay,” Susan said as she opened the book and flipped through the pages. “This is the ultimate resource for chicken embryo staging. Drs. Hamburger and Hamilton compiled photographs and drawings from forty-six chronological stages of the approximately twenty-one-day incubation period of the eggs. They wrote very detailed descriptions to accompany the illustrations, so we can make sure we are appropriately staging our samples.”

She stopped on a dog-eared page and used her pen to tap an image of a chicken embryo. “We sacrifice these chicks at around five days of incubation because that is the time when the facial features we’re interested in are forming, and we can compare it to the developing human embryo. We can make hypotheses on cleft lip and palate formation and the processes involved based on our experiments and observations.”

After putting on a pair of gloves, she cracked an egg into a petri dish under the hood. The yolk and white spread in the dish, revealing an almost translucent embryo curled in the shape of the letter C, less than an inch in size. Dark gray eyes were developing along with tiny limb buds and a red spot that would later become the heart. Susan showed Larkin how to compare the embryo to the photos and descriptions. The first one perfectly matched the book’s reference image for the desired stage. She then opened a box of scalpel blades and cut off the head.

She glanced at Larkin, who frowned and furrowed her brow. Susan set down the scalpel. “Larkin,” she said. “Do you eat chicken?”

“Yes, I love chicken.”

“It comes nicely packaged in plastic wrap at the grocery store, doesn’t it?”

“Yes. I know what you’re going to say.”

“Maybe you think I’m a hypocrite, but I couldn’t work in a lab that did experiments on mice or rats or rabbits. But I do eat chicken, and I’m not the one working in a plant tasked with killing chickens. My experience is completely sterilized for me by people who work a very hard job.” Susan smiled kindly. “So, I’m not vegetarian or vegan, and I personally believe chickens and eggs provide an excellent source of nutrition. And these embryos provide a lot of useful information for us to better understand human development and find answers to why birth defects occur so that, hopefully, we
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