Unbelievably, it is almost time for another triathlon.  So as has become our custom, I suppose I owe everyone another update on the state of things.  First of all, let me say that there is much rejoicing throughout the kingdom at the fact that I am still here at all.  If you believe the doctors and the medical literature, I should have died somewhere between February 2008 and July 2009.  I didn't.  So I win.  Unfortunately, the prize is that I get to stick around, even though there's not much I can do for myself anymore.
Which brings us to our first topic: how is Gey doing?  Well, the most obvious fact is that there is not much of me left.  When I circulated the last update, things were pretty bad, but I still felt more or less like a human being.  At that time, I could still sit in a normal chair, and although I had already lost most effective uses of my hands and arms, I could at least move them when they became sore.  That is now a distant memory of a halcyon age.  Today, I can no longer keep myself sitting up, so I am relegated to a wheelchair during the day, which keeps me (uncomfortably) locked in one position.  Complete with seatbelt.  Seriously.  My arms are now nothing more than a floppy memory of their former selves.  They sit limply on armrests the entire day, until they start to hurt, in which case someone else has to come and move them around for me.  Then there's the matter of not being able to scratch itches or slap mosquitoes that land on my nose. . . .  But wait!  -- as the late-night TV pitchmen say -- that's not all!  About the same time that my arms gave up entirely, my neck also went out.  Since I can no longer hold my head up straight, we have to squeeze my head onto a motion-preventing headrest on my wheelchair and just hope that nothing important ever happens beyond my peripheral vision.  

And so that leaves my legs.  Unfortunately, they are also beginning to abandon me.  I long ago stopped trying to use them to stand up or walk, since they have been weak for several months.  For a while I tried to ignore the obvious, and so I fell down a lot.  Now I just sit day after day and try to do my best Christopher Reeve imitation.  In any event, even in their weakened state the legs are still useful in various ways, most importantly in that I use them to operate a large trackball on the floor, which allows me to type and use the computer.  Unfortunately, during the last couple of months my right leg has devolved into near-total uselessness.  My left leg still works, but if my arms are any indication, it will soon follow the path taken by the right leg.  I really do not know what I am going to do when both legs give up the ghost entirely.  I have been trying various apparatuses to give me access to the computer, most of which make me want to shoot myself.  For example, there is eye-recognition software, which in theory allows your eyes to guide the cursor around the screen and type things on the Windows on-screen keyboard.  So far, Megan Menagh is the only person who has been able to make the thing work at all, and she averages about 30 minutes to type each word, so something tells me that this is not the solution.  There are many other variations on this theme, but none of them seem to be hopeful prospects at the moment.
Of course, I could just continue to use my voice recognition software, except that (1) it doesn't work, (2) my lungs have deteriorated to the point that it is very hard to talk for any length of time, and (3) I seem to be losing my voice.  Those of you who have done your homework will recognize that what I am describing here is a condition that verges on something called the locked-in syndrome.  One of the most insidious aspects of ALS is that it never robs its victims of sensation or of any of their mental faculties.  It does, however, rob its victims of all mechanisms with which to communicate with the outside world.  You have the ability to feel heat, but no ability to say "I'm hot."  I cannot say whether I will be alive for next year's triathlon, but I can virtually guarantee that if I am alive, I will be locked in.  So feel free to dominate the conversation; I won't mind.  Just remember that I'm still in here.  So if you say something like "he looks like an emaciated tree frog" within my earshot, I will be listening.
Despite these unhappy circumstances, my days are still relatively full.  I spend my time doing what any rational person would do with his last days on earth: writing law review articles.  I've got three articles coming out very soon, another that is currently under submission, and a fifth that is about three-quarters done.  Who says tenure makes you lazy?  When I am not writing law review articles with my toes, I read, watch movies, and listen to music.  Mostly lighthearted stuff.  For example, the item currently gracing my Kindle is a novel entitled "God is Dead."  The basic plot is that God comes to Earth embodied in a wounded Dinka woman in Darfur.  But although God plans to apologize for his role in permitting things such as Darfur to happen, he is gunned down, which triggers the events in the rest of the book. Like I say -- lighthearted.  As for movies, I heartily recommend any example of the Romanian New Wave, or any of the recent movies made by directors in the countries that used to comprise the former Yugoslavia.  They are almost uniformly wonderful, if a tad bleak.  (Look, I'm dying here, so what did you expect -- a recommendation of "The House Bunny"?)  As for music, today it has ranged from The Clash’s "Should I Stay or Should I Go" (get it?) to the gloriously quirky Glenn Gould rendition of The Goldberg Variations.  I recommend the 1981 recording of the latter, by the way.  (One of my many fears of this whole locked-in thing pertains to music selection.  I live in mortal fear of asking for John Coltrane’s "Blue Train" and having one of my handlers load something along the lines of the Ramones’ "I Want to Be Sedated.")
All of this is intended to demonstrate to you all that everything is not terrible here in fatal disease-land.  I grant you that it is about to get much grimmer when I can no longer use the computer by myself and can no longer communicate at all.  But the truth is, I have already endured more physical disintegration than I ever thought I could, and I'm still plugging away.  Much of this perseverance, of course, is thanks to all of you.  In addition to continuing to run these suicidal triathlons, you guys are still bringing meals to the house most days of the week, you've run our errands, fixed our generator, gotten batteries to back up the generator so that my precious respirators never go down in a power outage, arranged for computer services when my link to the outside world goes haywire, and any number of other things that have literally kept me alive and functioning.  So despite the various traumas described above, I think this year’s triathlon should be cause for a major celebration.  Once again, I will be unable to attend the triathlon itself, but unless something really bad happens between now and then, I think we are still planning to have a little get-together on my back deck, which my mega-wheelchair and I do plan to attend.  So go forth and swim, bike, and run, and when you're done abusing yourselves, come by the house and we'll ply you with cheap beer.  And if anybody asks you how I'm doing, just tell them that I'm not done yet.
