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* * * *

As the ventilator pushed air into his lungs, Samuel savored the brine from the sea. He pretended that he controlled his breathing, but that was as much a fantasy as adjusting his wheelchair. He’d lost his last voluntary ability to Amyotropic Lateral Sclerosis a year ago.

For a moment, his nurse’s hand interrupted his field of vision. She pushed down on his eyelids so he could blink.

“Dad!” Jacob’s voice startled Samuel, but he couldn’t flinch. “I found a brain to computer interface that might work.”
The need to smile burned inside Samuel, going nowhere.

Jacob looked at the nurse. “May I take him in?”
“Five more minutes. He likes watching the sun slip over the edge.”
No. Forget the instructions that he’d given when he could still communicate. He wanted to see this thing his son had brought.

The sun seemed to push the horizon away. Inside his mind, Samuel beat against the wall. Go!

His body took regular breaths.

His heart beat, unconcerned with his thoughts.

His nurse touched his eyelids. Blinked.

Finally, the sun vanished and she wheeled him inside. In the living room, his wife and son stood at a computer. Samuel imagined kissing Madelaine and whispering, “I love you.”
“This is the BioDym 3000. It’s helped other families like ours.” Jacob placed a mesh cap on Samuel’s head and connected an umbilical cable to the computer. “It uses biofeedback to allow communication.”
A red ball glowed in the middle of the monitor. “Think about making the ball go up or down. Up means yes, down means no. Got it?”
Yes. Oh God. Samuel strained, imagining the muscles in his arms standing out. The ball moved up.

Madelaine voiced the delight trapped inside Samuel.

“Can you move it down?” Jacob asked.

Again, Samuel focused on the ball and pushed, wanting to grunt with effort.

The ball fell.

Madelaine wrapped her arms around him, weeping. “I knew you were still in there.”
He wanted to make the ball rise to answer her, but couldn’t focus past his joy.

Jacob cleared his throat. “We have some questions. Is that okay?”
How long had it been since he could answer a question? Of course it was okay.

The ball rose.

“Are you happy?”
He loved his wife. He loved watching the sunset and seeing Jacob every day. Up!

The ball sank.

No. He hadn’t wanted that. Samuel thought, up, but the ball didn’t move.

“Do you want to live?”
The ball sank on its own.

Madelaine squeezed his hand. “Do you mean that?”
The ball rose.

No! His body took slow breaths as he tried to force the ball down.

Nothing.

While he wrestled, knowing the ball wouldn’t move, Madelaine wept and ran out of the room.

Jacob looked at the nurse. “Give us a moment?”
The nurse nodded and left the room.

“I tried everything, Dad.” Jacob fished a remote control out of his pocket. “I know you wouldn’t want to live, locked in like this.” He held up the remote and pushed.

The ball went down.

