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I'd been waking in the middle of the night, paralysed with terror, wondering if anybody could be sure
of anything at al, thinking that maybe there was nothing & se except us and the world and the rest of
space, that there was no meaning to any of it.

"l don't know about Jerome Sivan,” Agnes Mead said, after I'd told her 1'd already agreed to be one
of hissubjects. "Saw him on a C-SPAN debate this weekend, and he just tore this minister apart.
Theway Sivan attacked religion, helooked like amissionary in reverse.” Agnes sounded worried,
amogt frightened. "It'sdl superdtition to him, just an adaptation we picked up in order to survive. He
saysfath'stotdly outlived its usefulness.”

The man she described didn't sound like the kindly professor type | had met. Jerome Sivan had
turned out to be adightly plump bearded man in arumpled jacket and baggy dacks. Hed smiled
warmly a me, ushered meto an armchair, then sat down behind his desk.

"Y ou've read the materia the receptionist handed you?' he asked.

| nodded, athough the brochure hadn't told me much more than the newspaper ad, just that the
medical school needed subjects for anew study. Dr. Sivan had been doing his experimentsfor a
couple of years by then, as| found out later, but hadn't yet published any results.

"Were working on waysto lower tenson and stress," he told me. That was supposedly the purpose
of the study, but I wouldn't have known the differenceif he'd admitted he was doing something that
involved the brain and temporal |obes and magnetic induction and what-have-you. "Of course well
need your informed consent, but | don't expect therell be any physical or mental problems|ater on."

| was ahit taken aback. "Oh, | didn't think..."

"Well, | don't expect problems, but there are no absolute guarantees. That's why you should take
your timeto think things over.” He sounded awfully reassuring, and there was dso the fact that dl his
subjectswould get asmadll fee, which | could use since | was still looking for anew job, and free
medica follow-upsfor at least ayear after that. There weren't going to be any shots or experimental
drugs, either, so it was hard to see what could go wrong.

He didn't say anything about his persond beliefs, because that would have affected hisresults. | found
that out later. | found that out too late.

"Il think it over,” | said, even though I'd aready made up my mind to go ahead.
"Y ou do that," hereplied.

I'd dways thought of myself asrdligious. | went to Mass and said my Our Fathersand Hail Marys
and never doubted that God was around looking out for me, but | didn't really think about God that
much. Oncein awhile, it would occur to me that there had to be something more, something
overwheming that could take me out of mysdlf, make me actudly see the face of God, but then the
next day would come, and | would forget about al of that. Maybe I'd have some kind of
overpowering mystica experience someday, but if 1 didn't, in the meantime | would just do the best |
could.

Better not to think about al of that, anyway, | decided, because I'd been waking up in the middle of
the night more often and lying there, pardysed with terror, wondering if anybody could be sure of
anything at dl, thinking that maybe there was nothing el se except us and the world and the rest of
gpace that there was no meanina to anv of it. That was iust what Jerome Sivan bdieved. according






