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‘T think it’s really good, Janey, he says. ‘T know I
wrote it, but I don’t really understand it

“That’s okay, Matty; I say. I put the manuscript back
in its cardboard box and put it away, high on a shelf in
his closet.

I hug Matty tightly. He squirms, like any thirteen-
year-old brother.
And that is enough.




SUNDAY

Grant was grinning at me, propped up on the bed with
pillows, when I arrived with our mother at the start of
visiting hours on Sunday afternoon.
In the beginning we'd gone to see him every day.
Then after a few months it became twice a week. Then
- &very weekend, usually on a Sunday.
‘Hello, Grant, Mum said. ‘It your mother, and
Bennys here, too’
" Grant’s eyes did not move to follow her as she edged
around to the side of the bed.
‘He loves our visits, she said. ‘Look how it makes
1m smile’ .
Our visits didn’t make Grant smile. Nothing made
m smile; nothing made Grant do anything. Nothing
Cept the effects of the massive stroke he had after
‘motorbike accident. The fixed grin on his face was
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been there that day,

then he’'d never have attempted that

stupid stunt, and he wouldn’t have spent the past twenty
months in a hospital ward peeing into a catheter tube
and getting sponge baths from pretty young nurses.

Grant kept grinning at me and I grinned back.

I couldn’t help it. He'd always had a bit of a lopsided
goofy looking smile, which drove the girls crazy, and
it was that exact grin now, You saw it, you smiled. That
was just the way it was. Most people who met Grant
liked him on sight.

It wasn’t so easy for me. I had to really work for it.
He had a natural charm, but I was shy and awkward.
[ could never hate him for it, though. I liked him as
much as everybody else did.

Here he was, propped up in bed with a fixed grin on
his face and he was still more likeable than me.

Mum planted a big kiss on his forehead like she
always did, leaving lipstick marks that the nurses would
clean up in the morning at sponge-bath time. Then
she plonked herself into the chair next to the bed and
started chatting.

I'sat on the end of the bed, next to the raised lump
in the blanket that was “his feet, and tuned out a bit.
Mum talked incessantly when we came here. She wasn’t
content to sit quietly. She wasn’t happy just to be with
him. She had to talk to him, sharing all sorts of gossip
and every single detail of her daily life.
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But T changed to neuros
happened to Grant.

Maybe at some deep level I ima

some kind of miracle cure for UHE,:L.E.:J\ patients and |
bringing them back from the dark void they were in. ,

Maybe I thought that. Maybe I didn’t. But | chose ‘ ‘
nheuroscience and in one of those happy accident things |
it turned out to be the right choice. I loved it.

The brain is such a fascinating an
machinery and even the top neuros
understand how it works. Studying
early explorer, setting off in unchar
what you will find of where it migh

My lab partner, Charlize, and |
On a project that [ thought was u

of neuroscience and that was almost ready for testing.

When it was ready I needed a test subject. And T had | ,

one. Lying on the bed in front of me, .

The science was relatively simple, Speech is controlled
by a small section of the left frontal Iobe of the brain
called Broca’s area. It’s named after a French surgeon,
Pierre Pauy] Broca, who figured it all ou.

That’s the first thing ydu need to know.

cience because of what
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nique in the world
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EG). That’s Just a big fancy word for covering your
€ad in electrodes and detecting neura] oscillations in
the electrica] signals produced by brain activity.

(E
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Okay, let’s simplify this. An electroencephalograph
is a machine that picks up your brainwaves and displays
them on a computer screen.

Charlize (who is a genius at the electrical stuff)
and T had been working with an EEG electrode array,
experimenting with the placement of the sensors, and
1 lot of other variables, to try to focus the system on
Broca’s area.You see where this is going. Our plan was
to try to find a way to detect speech activity in patients
who could not communicate otherwise.

Not brain-dead patients. If there were no brainwaves,
then there’d be nothing for the electroencephalograph
to pick up. But we planned to work with people like my
brother, who still had discernible brain activity but were
unable to express themselves in any other way.

Some locked-in syndrome patients, for example, can
squeeze a finger or blink their eyes to answer simple
yes/no questions. Others, like Grant, couldn’t even do
that.

But if there was anything going on upstairs, and if he
was trying to speak, then that should produce activity
in Broca’s area.

What Charlize and I were hoping for was to be able
to detect a positive or negative mental state. In other
words to detect a pattern of brain activity that indicated

a “Yes’ and a pattern for ‘No’.
Of course we wouldn’t be able to detect any patterns
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pick her as a science genius. She dresses more like a
surfer chick than a scientist: shaggy blonde hair, ragged
jeans, outsized t-shirts and all that. She had a boyfriend,
and even if she didn't, she was too old for me. I mean
she’d never be interested in someone a year younger
than her, and even if she would, I wasn’t in her league.
Grant would have been, maybe not intellectually, but
he would have won her over with his charm.

But he was lying on a hospital bed, grinning at us
and drooling.

First thing Charlize did was find a tissue and wipe
the spit off his chin.

‘T could have done that, I said.

‘No big deal, she said.

We set up the equipment together. It consisted of a
laptop that connected to the signal processor, which in
turn connected to the signal amplifier, then to the EEG
receiver and finally the sensor array.

The skullcap part of the equipment consisted of a
network of a hundred adjustable sensors, each of which
had to be positioned in a precise place on the skull
Some on the face, but mostly over the top of the
skull and on the temples.

The signals are tiny, which is why the signal amplifier
was needed to boost the information before the signal
process turned it from analogue into digital informa-
tion that could be displayed on the laptop screen.

brother got more action thy

| n I did.
H.ro tuning took hours

farts and burps, but nothing

of any sustaj 1 1
that could be recorded or an i e

alysed.

1l have to fin

She nodded. ‘No sweat’
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it would have.been a lot easier if there’d been some-

thing going on in my brother’s brain.
‘I'll help you pack up, Charlize said, dropping her

arms. | really wished she’'d put them back. It had felt

nice. ‘I need to meet Paulie at 6.
What kind of a name was that? Good for a fish, ora

parrot maybe — but not a boyfriend.
‘No, I'll do it; I said. “You go. I want to quickly try

the right side before I pack up’
There have been documented brain-injury cases

where the centre of speech has somehow switched

m the left front temporal lobe to the right.

itself fro
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She sounded like a prison warder, too.
[ found our doctor’s permission slip and waved it at

her as if it was an all-day pass.
“We have permission, I said.
She didn’t blink. ‘Visiting hours are over.

rain had -
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I guess she had to see it fo
thought I was exaggerating,
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or seeing things that |
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WEDNESDAY

as it had the first time, and

she leaned over Grant, and
low-cut t-shirt.

again Charlize did it. Again,

this time she was wearing a

Imean I wouldn’t trade places with him for anything —
well, maybe for 5 minute. He was getting a great show,

Charlize herself had see
Wwhen she picked me u
A bit upset. T
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A flaring, swirling pattern of dots on the screen.
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‘Be nice, I said. ‘He heard that’

The screen flared with what I thought was the posi-
tive response.

“That’s it, I said. “That was a “yes

Charlize still wasn’t convinced. ‘Grant, please repeat

uu_u

the last word you said’

Yes.

“The pattern changes, she said.

‘Of course it does. When you say the word “yes”
is it always the same? If I ask you whether you’d like
a cup of coffee, you say “Yes”. When your boyfriend
asks you to marry him, you say “Yes!” Same word, but
completely different intonations and meanings.

There was an abrupt silence. I turned to look at
Charlize. She was shaking with emotion.

‘Charlize?’

“We broke up last night, she said and swiped at her
eyes.

Damn. I should have guessed something like that.
Or at least asked her why she was upset in the car.
Grant would have. He was always good with people.
I've always been useless. |

‘m really sorry; I said. I really didn’t know what
to say in situations like this, and honestly, I wasn't all

that sorry. I was sorry that she was hurt, but no more

than that.
She shook her head and was the calm and detached

rod ,
Produced a ‘no’, and
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seem
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same question sometimes
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S a'yes’. Other times 3
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O worries,’ | said.
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THURSDAY

She didn’t come in on Thursday. I don’t know what she
was doing, but in a way I was glad. It gave me time to
experiment, without the pressure of someone watching.
I tried repositioning the sensors slightly, which she
wouldn’t have let me do if she’d been watching. They
were in exactly the prescribed locations, according to
her textbook.

[ was an hour into it before I managed to get another
pattern on the screen.

“Was that you, Grant?’ I said.

Yes,

Still not sure if I was having a conversation with my
brother, or a random pattern generator inside his brain,
I asked him to repeat it.

Yes.

I sat for a moment and thought things through.
It seemed rude to ignore him and leave him out of
what was going on, so I started to tell him what I was
doing.

“We appear to be seeing patterns, I said. ‘Do they
relate to sounds?’

Yes. No.

I took that as a maybe.

What I was suggesting was mind-blowing. I didn't

dare to think that it might be for real.

13

yes

Now the word “no”

No.

‘Say “note”’

A different pattern on the screen

[ played the sequence back
pattern I . .
i $.~mm almost identical to the word ‘no’ 1

1ssolved into 5 different shape e

I think that’ the “no”
nobody”’

The first part of the

sound, I said. Try saying

W, ¢ .
as Grant’s brain trying to speak
[ spent the rest of visitin
5ay words, and
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- screen
flash on the computer
here was a sudden . . :
HH ) t to shut it down. I compared it quickly to my
as I wen
s Mﬁmwwwo.ﬂ sound, as in golf. The ooh sound, like
The har ,
d.
d.The D sound. Goo o
éowﬁ nscribed the rest of the sounds onto a notep
T4
Guh ooh Duh Bi.
Goodbye! |
‘Goodbye, Grant, I said.
More flashes on the screen.
L.
Eh ZTH UH G er | | 1
HE\,ﬁ ok me a moment but I figured it out: Whe
t to
the girl?
‘Charlize?’
WTHTH UH Nuh Ai S B oo B S.
ith the nice boobs. ﬁ
M\ﬂ:w MMQ ‘She’ll be here tomorrow. Do you wan
au ) £
e to mmﬁ her to put your sensors on again:
m
Yes. Yes. Yes.

FRIDAY

3 e _

Smile

doing

, without giving aAWay too mu
4 superstition. As if by boasting abo
would jinx it somehoyy,

I fired up all the gear
down. He gave me that pe

ch. It was kind of

ut our success we

and smiled at Grant as [ sat

fmanent goofy grin,
It's great to see you,’

if he had come back from
Was gone, but here | was,
he was listening.

I said, and it was. It was
the dead. For two years he

talking to him, knowing

as

Then it displayed them as text.
‘Are you awake?’
Yes,

‘Good morning; [ said.

G ooh Duh Muyj, aw Nuh ING,
Good morning,

Was my first question,

It was like learning another

translated it into words.
Just wait ] Mum comes on
80INg to get a req] surprise.
¥OoHay NT op, ld H er
You haven’t told hey yet?

Sunday; I sajd. ‘She’s

Yuh ett,
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I shook my head. I wanted to surprise her’

Thank you.

“You’re welcome
Really. Thank you for doing this.

‘Really. You're welcome.

I was going insane.

[t was outrageous, awesome and brilliant all at once.
‘Grant, you better believe how happy I am to be

talking to you. It’s amazing’

Where’s Charlize?

‘Meeting with the professor. She’ll be here tomorrow.
Is she your girlfriend yet?

I laughed. ‘No. She’s a bit old for me’

If you older than her, would be problem?

‘No, I guess not’

So go for it bro.

‘She just broke up with her boyfriend’

I know. I heard. So what you waiting for?

I considered that. She’d never be interested in me.

But I knew what Grant would say to that.

All T said was, “Too soon, too soon.

Book book book book.

I raised an eyebrow.

Chicken sounds.

I laughed.

So what’s next?

“What do you mean?’

Smile
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o getting ‘yes” and ‘no’ answers. The
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“ N.%R doctors. Tell them whar’s goin
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" was thinking. And seeing the problem oo
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¢ Of here, no cure for
ppened to Grant. Maybe in the future Zm%M\rwﬁ o
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the one ¢ i
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n then, the chances were small o
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ades.

nHuE - > : 2
R H,\olﬁsm on 1t," I said. ‘So is Charlize. W gl
g research grant, involve 2 Jot of reall s
y smart

ne I
urologists, there are answers o
to find them N

Pm stuck here?

13
For now’

there. We just have

.M\o: have no idea what it’s like
[ can imagine’ ‘

No you can’ t bli
- QNQM. M mS:H t blink. The overhead lights hurt my
. H:?. M: t §.c§. If 1 get an itch I can’t seratch if
. an .ﬁoc into another. I get fed through a tub .
our sexy little research partner comes and sticks MM
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chest in my face and I just want to hold her.'Io kiss her. But I
can’t. Twant to ride my bike again. [ want to eat barbecue steak.
[ want to drink beer and go to the movies. I want a life.

“You need to be patient, was all I could think of to say.

Patient. I don’t want to be patient. I don’t want to be a
patient. What are we talking, weeks, months?

I was silent.

Years? I don’t think I can stand another day of this. I can’t
wait for years. I can’t deal with this.

‘Grant—’

Shit bro, I can’t even cry.
‘Grant, I promise. We’ll get every research university

in the world onto this. We just need a breakthrough.
You will walk again. Youll do all those things you
mentioned. I promise you!’

Blank screen.

‘Trust me.

Blank screen.

‘Grant?’

Kill me.

‘Don’t be stupid, I said. ‘This is just for now. Not
forever.You can get through this’

Kill me.

‘No.

Pull out the plugs, or whatever is keeping me alive.

‘There’s nothing keeping you alive. There are no

machines. You are keeping yourself alive’

Smile

,ﬂmm: Jind some rat Dpoison. Put it in my dri
Not going to happen’ ’
You owe me,

Owe you? How do | owe you?’
Twouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for you

m.ucﬁr. There was some truth to that
was 1t my fault, |

Kill me. Kill me. Kill me.

But no way

m

I m.w.:ﬁ off the computer, stared at my hands, th

ceiling. What he was asking me to do ﬁ\mmv t o

But the alternative was even more :B&:.Enmv%@o e
I sat for a long time in silence as the sun mHoEwma

slow] i i
1 y behind the trees outside the window on 5
that Grant would never see, o

[ started to cry. I cried for Grant.
Because he couldn?.

SUNDAY

Charlize met me and Mum

in the 1
for the elevator. over s ve e

iCo
n I talk to you for 3 moment?’ she said
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“You go on ahead, Mum,’ I said. “We’ll be along in a
minute. Just some uni stuff to discuss.

Mum nodded and smiled. I think she was going to
say something but the elevator doors shut it off.

Charlize stared at me for a moment then put her
hand on my arm. I liked the feel of her fingers on my

skin.
‘It’s Paulie, she said. “Well, it’s about Paulie’

‘How can I help?’
“The reason we broke up— Her fingers slipped

down my arm to my hand. She squeezed it gently. ‘It

was you.
‘Hey, don’t blame me. [ wasn’t even there’

She smiled. ‘He said that all T ever talked about was
you.That he didn’t even seem to figure in my thinking
‘Didn’t he understand that we work quite closely

together?’
“Yes. Still, it got me thinking, she said.

‘Thinking?’

‘All T was going to say was that if you wanted to, like,

get a cup of coffee or something, sometime, outside of

our uni stuff. That'd be okay’

I stared at her for a moment. I pressed the button to

bring the elevator back down.

I wanted to. I really wanted to. But I said, ‘T think

that would make it difficult to work together’

‘No, you're right, she said, far too quickly, letting
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g0 of my hand. ‘Of ¢
éow k out it could get really awkward’ nd if it didn’
>Umoﬁcﬁ&<.v ’

real one,
The truth was th i
at I didn’t d )
deserve that kind of happiness eserve Charlize. I didn’t

Grant was grinn;
grinning at us as ysua]
j e al, propped up on t
- i w pillows, when we entered. H rw , mo
pstick kiss on his forehea -
Mum was standing .
| Ing 1n front of the p;
€quipment. She looked up as we mEMMMm eomper
‘How h . .
A . 4ve your experiments been going?’ .
nything exciting?’ e
I shook m ‘
y head. ‘S ,
oy orry, Mum, Nothing. It didn’t
Charlize frowned at me
1 thought d th
you said th 1
ek ere were really Interesting
Tw. i ’
o as getting mr.mma of myself; [ said. “Turned out
o .SMMoE brain patterns. Static. White noise” ’
- She shrugged. “That: o
.~ g hat’s a shame, [¢ looked so

Grant .
stared at me with unblinking eyes
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You've ‘got to fall down if you want to learn to
walk, I said. “There’ll be lots of false leads before we
make any real progress. But I promise you that I won’t
rest until I find a solution’

Mum nodded. She thought I was talking to her.

“You're a good brother to him, she said.‘And he knows

it. He loves us visiting. Look how it makes him smile’




