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A Story About the use of a Joystick Communicator
(Dedicated to the memory of Deborah and Eric)
ET Come on Home
Edward meets ET

Edward was unhappy, his older brother and sister had gone to school, his mum was busy washing baby Joe, and it looked like he was not going to school today because Joe had a temperature and was grumpy. Edward was nearly twelve and not being able to talk or write was at times very frustrating. He had been looking forward to school this morning, where he could at least listen and learn.
Edward could use a joystick, so even though driving his wheelchair was not easy, he could get around the house alright. His real problem was not being able to use a computer, which would enable him to communicate with his family and friends.  Edward drove his wheelchair down the corridor to his room, hoping to catch up with Whiskers the cat, because Whiskers understood Edward when he was unhappy.
“Hello” a voice in his room said.
Edward got such a fright he forgot to stop and ran into the side of his bed with a bump.
“Hello again” said the voice a little louder this time.

Edward looked around trying to see where the voice was coming from, but couldn’t see anyone. He started to worry because everyone knew voices didn’t come without someone or something behind them.

“I’m up here" said the voice.
Edward looked up and to his surprise there, floating just below the ceiling lamp, was a little man no bigger than an egg sitting on a shiny disk.
Edward moved closer and stared up at the little man. He did not look like a regular man, because he had a small head but no arms or legs and just sat on his disk and stared back at him.

“What are you staring at?” the man asked, “Anyone would think you had never seen someone from another world before”. 

Edward, of course, hadn’t and was fascinated. Although he wasn’t able to speak, he could sure think and look and wonder and this was the most wonderful thing he had ever seen.
“So you think I’m wonderful eh?” the little man said. “Of course I am! You don’t even have to talk to me, I can tell what you are saying by just listening to your thoughts. Although, I don’t like to listen to some people because sometimes it’s like being inside a washing machine. You, on the other hand seem like a nice person, and like me you don’t need arms and legs.  Besides, you have nice thoughts and you are not afraid of somebody because they look different.”
Edward nodded in agreement and thought, 'How can you manage without arms and legs if there is no-one to help you?'
“Where I come from”, said the little man, “We are so advanced in our technology that we have no need for limbs and so we just do without them.”

Edward wondered, 'So, who are you, and why are you here in my room?'
The little man changed colour to a bright red and appeared to blush and be flustered,
“My name is Eggtrude Thickmudpuddle, and I am from H’trae, but you can call me ET if you like.  I will call you Edward because I like you.   I come from a world so advanced that we don’t even know how smart we are until we say something. Most of the time we don’t say anything because it has been said before and we are too smart to be caught out saying it again.  If that doesn’t make sense, it probably doesn’t make any sense”.
Edward was not going to be trapped in the middle of a riddle so he just nodded and thought of nothing in particular. Eggtrude on the other hand tilted his head sideways and zipped around the room twice just to show he could and came to rest just in front of Edward’s nose.
“You see how advanced we are?” he asked,  "I can move around just by just tilting my head,”

Edward was impressed.
“However,"  he continued, "I am here because I have gotten myself lost and I was hoping you may be able help me”.
'Me?'  thought Edward, 'I can’t even help myself so how can I help you?'
“What is the one thing you would most like to do?” asked Eggtrude
'That’s easy'  thought Edward, 'I would like to be able to communicate with my family.'
“Well” said Eggtrude, “You help me with my problem, and I will make sure you do just that."
'Ha Ha,' thought Edward, 'Fat chance, but go ahead I wasn’t doing anything special today anyway.'
Eggtrude zipped over to the window and spun around for a few moments then descended slowly to Edward’s dresser, where Whiskers was sleeping quietly, totally unaware of the visitor. 
“I will show you how I will be able to help you then I will tell you my story."  and with that he moved close to the cat’s ear and started whispering into it.

After a good minute had passed, Whiskers stood up and without looking to one side or the other stood on his hind legs, saluted Edward, jumped to the floor, and marched out of the room like a tin soldier.
Edward laughed so hard at Whiskers that he forgot he was sad and spun his wheelchair round and round in delight, laughing all the time.

'What was that all about?'   thought Edward.
“When someone is sleeping,” said Eggtrude, “I can give them all sorts of instructions and they carry them out when they wake up. It’s just one of my many talents and it’s how I will help you.”

'Okay, I believe you,'  thought Edward 'So tell me your story.'
“Well,” as I told you, “I come from a world called H’trae where people either zip around or recharge their disks in the sun. We don’t have much time for social chit-chat so we communicate by using code, very much like your Text messaging only we are a binary race and have simplified our data inputs to coloured Dots and musical notes. This means we can send meaningful messages to each other and get on with the job, so to speak, without silly interruptions.”
'Wow!'  thought Edward.  'I would like to send messages to Mum and Dad and my brother and sister and even Joe when he gets old enough to read. That would be cool!'
“Cool it will be if you help me, but I need you to work real hard because I only have a limited time before I have to go home.”  replied  Eggtrude.
'How did you get here in the first place and why can’t you get back yourself?'  thought Edward.
“I’m sorry,” said Eggtrude, “I should have explained properly. I was drifting around in a Time warp when suddenly a space window opened up and silly me dived through it without thinking and here I am. Unfortunately I will have to send a message home for someone to come and get me as the window is only one way and I am stranded here.

'But how will you send a message home?' Edward wondered.
“That’s the easy part,” said Eggtrude “I can use the NASA data base for that because they transmit towards our sector every 30 of your days, the problem is that I need you to compose the message for me on your Dad’s computer, then send it to the Comps controller at NASA."
'Okay,' thought Edward 'I will try, but how can I possibly enter the words, I can recognise letters and spell, but I can’t type.'
“No problem Bro,” said Eggtrude, “I will whisper in your Dad’s ear when he is asleep and he will make his spare computer available and able to accept Blue Tooth commands from your wheelchair controller, then, I will modify your wheelchair controller so you can use the joystick to send letters to his computer. While you are doing lessons at home, I will sit on your shoulder and teach you the Code. This way you will learn to text to your family,  and I will get my message home.”
'But what will people think, when they see you on my shoulder? ' Edward wondered.
“Ha ha,” said Eggtrude, “They won’t see me, because I will have my light cloak switched on and only you will see me.

And so it was that Edward’s Dad suddenly without mention to anyone, purchased a ‘Blue Tooth App’ for his spare computer and set it up in Edward’s room. The Joystick controller on Edward’s wheelchair mysteriously grew four coloured dots on the direction symbols below the Joystick.  None of the family seemed to even notice the new installations. Even a tiny ’J-Key manual’ in paper form appeared without notice.
 Edward’s elder brother, Pete had something whispered in his ear while he was asleep.

and every morning at precisely 7:00am Pete marched into Edward’s room like a tin soldier in a dream, started the computer, gave a quick salute, and marched out the door.
Edward has a History Lesson

“The Joystick Communicator or J-Key, “said Eggtrude,” uses a code where letters are represented by coloured dots and musical sounds, and the way they are ordered determines which letter they represent. My task is to teach you their order and your task is to remember them.”
Eggtrude was perched on Edward’s shoulder and was speaking in a very teacher like tone.
Whiskers, on the other hand lay across Edwards knees and cocked a wary eye in Eggtrude’s direction, as if to say: ” Come near me mate, and I will show you what lessons are all about.”

Edward however, was worried and was thinking,  'How am I ever going to remember all those dots and notes, surely no one has ever had to do this before.'
“Wrong, wrong, wrong”, said Eggtrude, “Morse Code has been in use for more than 160 years in your world, and the Coloured Code at least 1000 years in mine”.  His eyes started to glow, soon they were so bright they were projecting pictures on Edward’s wall.

Edward looked with wonder at the pictures. They were of people relaying information to each other in Code.  At first they looked like people in pioneer movies, but as time progressed, their dress became more modern. Samuel Morse himself featured in the first sequence of 1840, and Edward was fascinated to think that not only here was the man who had started it all, but he seemed just like an ordinary person. As the story unfolded Edward noticed that the people working with Code weren’t looking up tables or books, they had remembered the whole code fully.

'Wow', thought Edward,  'I would really like to be able to do that without having to think about it! Show me more ET!'
And he did. 

There were scenes of people using flashing lights on ships, navigational beacons, emergency signals, railway telegraphs, and even spies sending messages by blinking their eyes. Then Eggtrude switched to H’traen pictures and there was even more activity. Everyone was using colour code and they were texting and swirling and diving all over the place.

Whiskers however, thought the swirling figures were a flying threat and suddenly launched himself at the wall, claws extended, ears forward and eyes bulging! -  Eggtrude blinked.

Whiskers froze in mid-flight, hung there like a startled puff-weevil and slowly floated to the floor whereupon he curled up and went back to sleep. And so did the pictures.

“Enough time on history, “said Eggtrude, now back in teacher mode. “Let’s get started on the real lessons.”

'But how can I remember all those letters?  There are so many to learn!” thought Edward warily.
“No problem,” said Eggtrude, “we’ll start with the easy ones and slowly build on them."
Edward has a Typing Lesson

“We will now start with the letters ‘E and T’, Eggtrude said officiously.
“The letter ‘E’ is the easiest of all the letters and happens to be the most used letter in both our languages,” he quoted as if from a manual.

“Now, think of driving your wheelchair”, continued Eggtrude, “Imagine you wish to turn to the left and you move your joystick over to the left, what do you think would happen?”

'Nothing,'   thought Edward, 'because the motor- drive switch is off.'
 “Good thinking” said Eggtrude, “You wouldn’t want to talk and drive at the same time, you could be looking for trouble, only, at the moment, with the motor off,  if you move the joystick to the left red dot, then forward to the white (Send) dot , the letter ‘E’ will appear on the computer screen. Try it.

Edward did, and an ‘E’ appeared like magic in the top left corner of the screen.

“Now, try moving your joystick to the right yellow dot and white Send”. 
Edward followed the instruction and to his joy a ‘T” appeared next to the ‘E.
'Fantastic!'  thought Edward.  'I have just produced my first word ever.'
“Well,” said Eggtrude,” ET is not really a word but since it is my initials, I will accept full credit for your achievements.”
'Not just your initials,'  thought Edward, 'our family name is Thompson, so I can claim credit too,'   and he wrote a series of big and bold ET’s across the screen.

Two Letters and a Milestone

 “Hey, this calls for a celebration,” announced Eggtrude, so he projected a picture showing dozens of H’trae citizens of all shapes and sizes, with ET flashing from their disks in code and the red and yellow characters forming a coloured snow of letters.

'Wow!'  thought Edward, 'That looks like fun.'
“Yes,” replied Eggtrude, “We know how important it is to celebrate when we succeed, so we always do it in style.  Now it’s your turn.”

Edward didn’t know what to do, because he had never really celebrated like this before, so he sped around his bedroom, did a full 360 and then reversed towards his bed. Unfortunately he ran over Whisker’s tail, who happened to be sleeping where he had dropped, and who with a shriek jumped straight into the air with all four legs splayed out like a helicopter. Whiskers then hit the floor running and yowling like a banshee headed for the door, straight past mum’s legs.  She was hurrying to see what all the noise was about.

“What on earth is going……?”   she stopped suddenly as she looked over at the computer screen. 

“Edward, what have you done?” She shrieked.

Edward shrunk in his chair thinking,' Oh no, what have I done!!'
“Edward, you have written words, Oh how wonderful, how wonderful”, and she rushed out of the room to tell everyone.

All the family crammed into Edward’s room, and gazed in wonder at the series of ET’s across the screen and forgot about poor old Whiskers who was now slinking off down the corridor with the flat tail,  feeling sorry for himself.

“Ok everyone, we are going out for dinner,” announced Dad, “We are going to celebrate Edward’s achievement, so be ready in 15 minutes” and with that they all poured out of the room.

“Wow” said Eggtrude from above the light shade, “What are they going to do when they receive your first Text messages?"
'I don’t know,' thought Edward, 'but I bet you will hear it all the way to H’trae.'
Real and Unreal Words

Eggtrude projected lessons on the wall and Edward added the letters A and N to his memory.
While the lesson was going on, Whiskers had crept back into the room, his tail and pride were still sore from yesterday's encounter with the wheelchair.  He was going to make sure  that the flying egg paid dearly for his sins!

In front of the computer, Edward sat in the tail-squashing vehicle with the cat whisperer on his left shoulder. All their attention was on the glowing screen as Whiskers coiled and leaped upward toward Eggtrude.

Eggtrude blinked.

Whiskers was an inch away from an egg-nog when he stopped in mid flight. He could see the little bug-man inches away and couldn’t move a muscle.He could see past Edward’s head toward the screen and could even smell Edward’s toothpaste, but he just floated there, and nobody took any notice.

Eggtrude was projecting a new letter, and this time it was a super vowel called ‘I.’ 

“I’ is a very powerful vowel and looks rather like red and yellow cats eyes, speaking of which, I understand your furry friend was not overly impressed with your driving skills yesterday.”
'Strange,'  thought Edward, 'I haven’t seen Whiskers this morning, he must be outside nursing his tail.'
Whiskers hovered in silence.
“I won’t confuse you by telling you that ‘I’ is made up of E and T but it is,” said Eggtrude, “so we will just talk about it being two eyes of a furry maggot.”
'Okay,' thought Edward.  'I get the idea, just show me the exercises.'
Whiskers was trying to take stock of the situation and wasn’t too keen on the outcome here.  He was floating just behind Edward’s head with his tail sticking straight out behind, unable to move a paw or make a sound. He could feel the wind from a fan in the far corner of the room, and for some reason this made him feel uneasy.

Eggtrude had projected an M on the wall and was explaining the code to Edward.
“I could call this a Tale of two green dots but we will stick to the cats-eye image” continued Eggtrude, “This is probably how a cat’s eyes would look if he knew his tail was going to be chewed up by a fan blade”

Whiskers started slowly drifting backwards.

“The green of course, is from the eyes bugging out, while trying not to scream.”

'What on earth are you talking about?'  thought Edward, 'I can see the resemblance to a pair of eyes, but the green thing is going a bit far.'
Whisker drifted further back.

“Oh, okay then,” said Eggtrude,” That was probably a bit too graphic, but if I was about to get my tail mashed, I would at least apologise for improper thoughts, before my eyes got to look like an ‘M.”

Whiskers could feel the wind getting stronger, his tail fur was now pointing towards his ears, his eyes were getting wider and he could almost feel them changing colour. 

"I am very sincere in my apology to both you and the wheelchair,” panicked Whiskers, “And I promise never to think of you as an egg-nog again,”  The tip of his tail was just about to touch the whirling blade when he dropped straight to the floor.

'What was that?'  thought Edward as he heard the plop.
“Oh nothing much” said Eggtrude, “It was probably some cat hanging around, as they do.”

Whiskers slunk out of the room on his belly, vowing never to apologise to an Egg until after he had eaten every last scrap of it.

The new exercises were now on the wall, and Edward was keen to try them.

'Are you sure your not just making these words up? wondered Edward as he  looked at the H’traen text, 'that last sentence sounds like Joe asking for food.'
“I assure you that all the translations are as close as I can get under the circumstances,” said Eggtrude

'What circumstances?' thought Edward.
“Well, I am getting somewhat low on energy,” said Eggtrude, ”and will need to recharge my disk, so if you don’t mind, I will recharge in the sun while you practice some sentences I have created for you. If however someone should come into the room, these sentences will disappear, so it might pay you to remember them.”  Then in a flash he vanished.

Edward goes Solo

Edward was set up in front of the computer. Pete had marched in at his regular time, switched on Dad’s computer, stood to attention, saluted and marched out again. Not a word was ever spoken during this ritual and Edward was sure that Pete never remembered ever doing it as his face always had a kind of glazed,  far-away look to it.

There was no sign of Eggtrude, he had vanished yesterday and Edward was feeling rather abandoned.
'Oh well,'  he thought, 'I may as well practice my letters since no one else can do it for me.'
Edward had been learning to read words at school, but had not had to compose them himself because he had not had any way to write them down before. He tried thinking of the words he knew which used the six letters he had learned so far and started with some simple ones.

'Hey, that’s pretty good,' he thought to himself, 'I‘ve made ten words already'.
“Hi Eddie, what’s new?” It was Edward’s elder sister Deborah, who had just come into his room and was looking over his shoulder at the screen, “What’s that your're writing?”

Of course, Deborah knew Edward couldn’t answer so she continued, “I see what you are trying to do, make words out of those six letters”. Deborah picked up the J-Key Tutorial from beside the computer and looked at the open page. “It says here that you should achieve 90% accuracy with the first six letters, before going on to the next stage. “How about I help you with some new words and you can use them to practice with?”

Edward nodded in agreement. He was very fond of Deborah, and to have her help was great.
“What we can do,” said Deborah, “is list all the words we can think of, then, put them into short sentences so practicing them won’t be so boring.”  Edward agreed, and so together they worked. Deborah read out the words, and Edward typed them. After a while, when they had come up with some really cool sentences, Deborah remembered she had some urgent homework to do, and left Edward to practice.

It was hard to believe they had created so many words and Edward couldn’t wait to show his new found skills to Eggtrude, 'If he comes back,'  thought Edward, 'He might have gone through another space window or something'.

Edward started from the top of the list, and worked his way down.

“I am impressed,” said a familiar voice, “you seem to have gone ahead in leaps and bounds, if you can call typing solidly for an hour and a half, leaping and bounding, which, I do.”

Eggtrude was floating over by the fan, and seemed to glow with energy after his recharge session.

'Well, I did have some help from my sister,' thought Edward, 'But I did all the typing.'
“I know” said Eggtrude, “I was just about to become visible when she walked in, but I’m glad I didn’t because she was such a help and you are now close enough to your 90% target to go to the next stage.”

Whiskers had an ally in Pete, neither of them knew they had been whispered to, but both knew they were doing things they wouldn’t normally do, for instance Pete had never climbed out of bed before 11:00am on a Saturday morning, and today he had found himself walking, no, marching from Edward’s room towards his own at two minutes past seven, a loss of four hours sleep no less. The disturbing part of it all was that he couldn’t remember what he was doing there. Pete was fond of his brother Edward, but couldn’t see the need for him to have such a powerful computer when Pete himself was stuck with an old dog of a machine. Maybe no one would notice if he swapped them, after all, they looked similar, and it wasn’t as if Edward was going to surf the internet and chat with his mates like Pete could. Little did Pete know, that, was exactly what Edward was going to do, but no one knew it yet.

Whiskers, on the other hand, had had enough of the egg. His life of sleeping on Edward’s knee, and being driven around like royalty had come to an abrupt end when that flying alien had appeared. He was not only planning revenge, he could almost taste victory. Somehow deep down, Whiskers, knew Pete would make a good partner in crime, so he had started following him around, waiting for any opportunity to use Pete to gain any advantage in the war of super-cat versus eggnog.

Edward learns to Backspace and Shift
“Hello again little brother,” It was Deborah in between school assignments. “What are you up to now?  Wow, you are going ahead fast”, she said looking at the words on the screen.

Deborah was the technical geek of the family, and was fascinated by any new tech.

She walked over to Edward’s desk and picked up the J-Key manual. “It says in here you can do a ‘Backspace’ and a ‘Shift’, which would allow you to correct your mistakes and create capital letters. Hang on a minute, I’ll be right back.”

Deborah suddenly left the room, and when she came back she was carrying a white-board and marker pen.

“I’ve had this sitting in my room for ages and never used it, how about I write the instructions for Back-space and Shift on the white-board, and you can practice it whenever.”

She copied the text straight from the manual

Edward tried the backspace, and found it easier than he thought, after all it was just three green dots followed by a Send.

“You know, I can’t believe how far you have come and all with only a few hours a day at school” said Deborah.

School didn’t even know about the J-Key, and Edward had no way of explaining Eggtrude to her, although, how would you explain a hovering alien to a 15 year old technocrat?
Deborah wrote on the white board again and showed the Shift to be two Yellow dots followed by a Green then a Send, This meant that the next character generated would be in Upper Case. The character following that would be back to normal.
Edward created a few capital letters, and found it just as easy as the back-space.

“It says here," said Deborah, “You can use the Joystick as a Mouse, and can drive the curser anywhere on the screen, as well as doing left click, right click, double click and click and drag. This is one powerful machine Edward! You will be able to send e-mails and text messages once you learn to use the mouse.”

Edward was surprised that the joystick had a mouse function, so this was good news.

“I tell you what I’ll do,”  Deborah announced, “When you have reached the half way point of learning code, I will come and help you with the Mouse function.  It’s all here in the manual, we just need to work through it step by step.”

Pete gets his Wish

Pete had a plan, he would convince Edward that he needed to upgrade Dad’s computer so it would work better with the J-Key, only he would have to take it away to do it. He would then swap the computers, make the old one look like Dad’s, and take it back. Nobody would know any different and Pete would be “the man,” online.

Whiskers also had a plan, he would follow Pete around until he went into Edward’s room and then use him as a diversion to snatch the eggnog off Edwards shoulder to get his revenge. Neither of them knew that Eggtrude could read minds.    
It was Pete’s turn to stay home with Edward while the family went grocery shopping and it was also an ideal time to start putting his plan into action. 

Whiskers followed him down the corridor.  Half way down Pete stopped, looked in the hall mirror, adjusted his hair, and continued on to Edward’s room. 

Whiskers crept through the door with Pete, he was on a mission, and stealth was important if he was going to win this war.
Edward was sitting at his computer, the flying egg was nowhere to be seen, and Whiskers was confused. He was sure he could smell something different apart from Pete’s aftershave, which was so strong that Edward knew who it was before he spoke.
“Hi Eddie, cat got your tongue?  Ha, Ha,” Pete always used this joke with Edward, it was his way of breaking the ice.

“Hey!”  he said quickly, remembering to be nice, “I have been reading about alternative keyboards at University, and they suggest that if you re-configure the USB port the response is faster”.  Pete knew that Edward wouldn’t know about USB ports, and he felt quite safe with his lie.
“I’ll tell you what, if you like I will re-configure Dad’s computer for you since you are using it a lot.”

Edward looked up at his brother and blinked an affirmative.

“Okay then, but I will have to take it back to my room to do it,” said Pete, and without a moments hesitation he picked up Dad’s computer, unplugged it, and left.
Whiskers, was left with a dilemma, should he follow Pete, or stay and see if the flying egg would re-appear?
He stayed.

Edward now had nothing to do.  Eggtrude was nowhere to be seen, and his computer was with Pete getting upgraded (or so he thought) and he was restless, so he drove down to Pete’s room to see how he was getting on with the upgrade.
Whiskers was now alone, he could smell the egg now that Pete had gone, and the smell was coming from over in the corner where the monster fan sat.
The fan was off.

Whiskers moved slowly forward.
Meanwhile,  Edward was watching Pete. He had glided silently behind his brother, and stopped at the doorway to Pete’s room.
Pete was in the process of going online with Dad’s computer. He wanted to test it out with his girlfriend Cindy, before swapping the covers with his old one. He was now the man, and he was cooking with gas!
Pete typed a message to his number one girlfriend. 
“How’s it going babe?” he wrote, “I like the way you move!” He pressed send.
The reply came back swiftly, “What’s this rubbish”
Pete looked up in horror at his ‘sent’ message, It read 'Pookypiddle Mudwaddle Picklewad.'
“What!!” said Pete, “How on earth??”

'My god'  thought Edward 'The computer is sending H’traen!'
Pete tried again. “Sorry my love I must be having trouble with the keyboard”, he pressed send and looked up.

'Middiwaddle Packweavel Imiy Wollybuster.'
“Oh no” cried Pete “She will never speak to me again after this.” He looked around and saw Edward at the door. “It’s your fault!"  he accused Edward.  "You’ve corrupted Dad’s computer with your silly machine, I hope you are happy with your meddling” and he shut the computer down.
The smell was strong up by the fan shelf, and Whiskers was now on the bed ready to spring, he knew the egg was somewhere in front of him, he just couldn’t see him yet.

He crouched then launched himself towards the shelf, sailing through the air like a trapeze artist.
And stopped, floating inches from the fan, the blades glinted in the sunlight. They started to turn.

Whiskers could feel the panic rising in his stomach, then, he also started to turn, his tail extending backwards.
The fan picked up speed, and Whiskers felt the wind on his poor squashed appendage.

“Please,” he begged, “I never ever meant any harm.  I was just being a curious cat.”
Fur was starting to fly from the blades, the tender flesh was only millimetres away when

Edward came back into the room.

Whiskers looked straight at Edward with a terrified gaze, then, suddenly flew straight at the wheelchair, landing with a thump on Edward’s lap, whereupon he jumped into the air, uttered a suppressed scream and shot out the door.
“My” said a familiar voice from over near the fan. “He is a nervous animal that one, we were just about to become acquainted when you came back, and he took off just like that.”

'My brother,'  thought Edward, 'will be bringing Dad’s computer back soon, he says I have corrupted it, and I’m worried that he may want to take it back.'  Edward was so preoccupied with the computer he had forgotten about Whiskers.

'Dad’s computer was sending words in H’traen, and Pete is very angry', continued Edward.
“Ha, Ha, serve him right” laughed Eggtrude. “I reconfigured one of the USB ports for when we send the signal to NASA, but we won’t need that now because you will be able to e-mail it direct. All Pete had to do was try one of the other ports, and it would have worked just fine.”

Edward didn’t know what a USB port was, let alone configuring one, all he wanted was to continue learning the J-Key and code.  'But what if he tells Dad it’s broken', thought Edward, 'I don’t want to lose it now.'
“Don’t worry” said Eggtrude, “I will have a little word in his ear”. And he did.

Half way at Last

 “At the rate you are going will be at the half way stage by tomorrow,” said Eggtrude, “then Deborah is going to help you with the mouse.”

'I am sure looking forward to that,' Edward exclaimed, 'Once I can use the mouse, I will be able to go on line, and use the internet like some of my friends.'
”This next letter ‘M’ is part of the two character series, and takes us to the half way mark”, said Eggtrude, “It has been such an achievement to get so far in such a short time, you should be very proud of yourself.”
Edward blushed and acknowledged his achievement, but his goal of sending text messages would need mouse control, and he would need Deborah for that. How was he going to tell her he was ready?

He did not notice Eggtrude’s grin
Whiskers has Second Thoughts

Edward was worried about Whiskers. Before ET, Whiskers would ride on Edward’s lap, and taste the air as they moved from room to room. Recently he had been coming into Edward’s room, sniffing cautiously and slinking out with his poor tail dragging on the carpet. Edward mentioned it to Eggtrude during one of their lessons.

'I really miss having Whiskers ride around with me,'  thought Edward, 'I know he can be a bit of a pain sometimes, but I miss his company'.

“I find it rather strange that you earthlings can become so attached to these furry creatures” said Eggtrude, “On H’trae we are much too busy to have pets.”

'Well, being busy is not always the most important thing,' thought Edward. 'Sometimes you need to just chill out and enjoy things.'
“And you think that having a cat sit on you is enjoyable,” said Eggtrude, " I would rather be eaten by a Wallybuster, however, if you consider this creature to be your friend, I will endeavour to do the same. Let me have a word in his ear, but don’t blame me if it doesn’t work out the way you want it.”
Whiskers was having strange dreams, verging on the edge of nightmares. One moment he would be floating free, thinking he was a balloon, the next he was being chewed alive by a giant fan driven by an evil eggnog. During his current dream, an alien egg person was hovering near his ear and whispering to him. He strained to hear what was being said, and suddenly a cacophony of thoughts flooded into his tiny brain and he woke up with a start. 'Wow that was some dream,' he thought, 'I’m glad I am only a cat and don’t have to think about things',  He stopped for a second and re-considered the last thought, 'but hey I’m a cool cat, a real cooool cat'. In fact, he was so laid back he would have trouble turning over. 
Whiskers couldn’t understand why everything looked so good. He wanted to jive and swing and be the man. In fact he needed to see his friend and chauffeur, Edward and his friendly little mate Eggy, but before he did, he needed to find some bling to show off his coolness.

Cindy, Pete’s girlfriend, had given Pete a silver medallion on a fine chain, which he had in fact never worn. Whiskers would borrow the medallion and show the world cats could be swingers too.

Edward was at the computer with Eggtrude on his shoulder. There was a loud meow at the door, and they both turned to look.

Whiskers was standing on his hind legs in the doorway, he had a blue milk-bottle-cap on his head, a silver medallion on his chest, and a small branch from the oak tree to steady himself with. Whisker’s eyes were dancing with excitement, and he was ready to rock and roll. He started to dance, his little feet tapping and moving and his stick swinging and circling, soon he was leaping up and down and doing twirls and spins and bouncing off the door frame.
'What have you done with my cat?' accused Edward.
“Woops” replied Eggtrude, “a little heavy on the ‘Swing’ I think," and with that he made a short clicking sound.

Whiskers stopped instantly and dropped to all fours, his blue hat fell off and his little stick rolled to one side.  He looked up at Edward and smiled. He still had his medallion, and might have lost some of his excitement, but this cat could still swing, and maybe later on tonight he and Fluffy would test it out, so, with one bounce he leaped onto Edward’s knee and curled up.

'Welcome back home,'  thought Edward. 'I really missed having you around.'
Whiskers purred contentedly and went off into a dreamless sleep.

Deborah and the Mouse
Deborah was also having strange dreams in which she saw Eddie riding on the back of a giant mouse with strange dots painted on its chest. She knew the dots meant something important but couldn’t quite remember what. The dream stayed with her during the following day, so she decided to go see what was up with her younger brother.
Edward had been writing on the screen, using the letters he now knew and had written:
Eddie is now a mouse student.
Deborah knew as soon as she saw the message what the dream had meant, Eddie was ready to learn to use the mouse.
“The first thing to do”, said Deborah, “Is to check Dad’s computer and see what software has been loaded. Because it belongs to his work, I suspect it will have all the programs we need to be able to send Text messages.  She was right, Dad’s computer had SMS (Short Message Service) software installed so he would be able to send messages to his work.
Deborah wrote the Mouse instructions up on the White Board.

The Mouse function was easier than Edward had first thought, ET had set up his Joystick Controller so that Edward could move the cursor, Left Click, Right Click, Double Click and Click and Drag, Just by operating the Joystick and the Two Blue Buttons which had mysteriously appeared when his controller had been modified.

He was soon moving the mouse cursor with confidence and clicking and dragging Icons around the computer screen.  Deborah was so pleased with Edward's progress that she gave him a quick kiss on the head and left to organise her own homework.
Eggtrude re-appeared, “Your sister is really a smart cookie, she will have you surfing the internet before you know it.”
Whiskers nodded in agreement, although a nod was all he could manage after a night out on the town with Fluffy, his feet would need a retread at this rate.
Pete finds his Medallion

Cindy was over her snitch with Pete, and had agreed to go out with him again. Unfortunately, Pete couldn’t find his silver medallion, and didn’t dare think of seeing her without it. During his search, he had wandered into Edward’s room and saw Whisker’s with something silver around his neck.
“What!!” he yelped “What is that around the cat’s neck? I’ll scrag the rotten little thief,” and he lunged at Whiskers.

Whiskers was too quick for Pete, he leaped over the bed and bounced down the corridor like a ballet dancer, the medallion dancing in front of him.

Pete was in hot pursuit, and was closing in fast when Whiskers shot through the cat door. Pete hit the door with a crash, and crumpled to the floor with a squashed nose and his pride badly hurt. He was fuming as he opened the door, rushed past the old-oak tree and came to a stop at the garden wall.
There was no sign of Whiskers.
“Come out and show yourself you furry maggot”, he screamed, "I’ll get you, even if I have to stay out all night.”

Whiskers and Fluffy were perched up high in the oak tree as Pete scrambled around underneath looking everywhere but up.
'Oh well' thought Whiskers, 'I could think of worse ways to spend an evening' and he snuggled up closer to Fluffy.

After an hour of looking, Pete gave up and finally went inside, his nose hurting and feeling cold. He would have to buy another medallion and hope that Cindy wouldn’t know the difference, 'I bet that cat is trembling in fear somewhere, terrified to come home and face me,' he thought.
Whiskers purred contentedly, and chuckled very quietly to himself, he was the ‘man’ and wasn’t afraid of anybody.
Edward goes Mousing

Deborah was helping Edward with a program called Solitare, where he could learn to control the Mouse cursor, by clicking and dragging  and having fun with cards at the same time.
Deborah’s cell phone rang. She had an appointment so she shut down the Solitare program and put up a word processor program for Edward to practice his code with, then left the room.
Edward wanted to keep on practicing the mouse.

Eggtrude floated into view and commented, “You are making amazing progress with the Mouse, why so glum?”

'I want to practice the mouse, and just moving the pointer around is not as much fun as using the Solitare program,' thought Edward.
“Oh, that’s easy fixed,” said Eggtrude, and he looked at Whiskers and blinked.

Whiskers was fast asleep on Edward’s knee and so tired from his night activities that almost nothing was going to wake him up. He rose ever so slowly from Edward’s lap  and floated just above the computer screen.
‘Now move the Joystick,” said Eggtrude.

Edward moved the joystick to the left, Whiskers floated left.

Edward moved the joystick up, and Whiskers floated up.

'This is fun!' thought Edward.  'Who would have thought of a mouse controlling a cat?'
'I would,”' thought Eggtrude, 'but who am I to brag.'
Edward moved the pointer up and down and left and right, and Whiskers just floated around, his legs outstretched with Pete’s silver medallion hanging below his ample belly. He looked relaxed and peaceful. In fact too relaxed and peaceful.
Edward did a left mouse click.
Whisker’s tail shot out straight as a rod,

Edward did a right mouse click.
Whisker’s tail dropped straight down.

Edward laughed and did more clicks.
Whisker’s tail popped up and down in time to the clicks.  Edward started laughing
He laughed so hard he jerked the joystick in different directions, hitting up, down, left and right randomly, and Whiskers started bouncing around in the air like Mr Floppy.  The faster he bounced,  the more Edward laughed, and the more Whiskers bounced. Then, Edward hit the right click by mistake, Whiskers started to rotate, he picked up speed, his medallion streamed out in front of his nose, and his tail shot straight out behind him. Suddenly he woke, and freaked out.

All Whiskers knew was that he had woken up inside his worst nightmare, and the world was spinning around him at a great rate. He started screaming.

Eggtrude could see that things were getting out of hand, and he didn’t want another cat war so he blinked twice.

Whisker stopped screaming immediately, and rotated slowly back to Edwards lap.

Edward was laughing so hard that he did not hear Deborah re-enter the room.
“”Well, I never knew learning how to use a computer could be so much fun,” she exclaimed.  "I heard a cat screaming, and thought you had run over it’s tail again, Oh well, he looks quite comfortable now, he must have been having a bad dream.”  
Whiskers appeared to nod, and there was a tiny chuckle from over near the fan.  Edward burst out laughing again, and Deborah joined in, not knowing how close to the truth her remarks had been but, it was great to see Edward so happy.
Edward Learns to Text

Deborah was helping Edward with his lessons.

Edward had practiced using the mouse as well as going over the code he had already learned so far. He was finding that the letters he did not yet know slowed him down a little, but not too much because Deborah had posted the code on his wall for easy reading. He felt ready to try Text Messaging, so he wrote on the screen. “ Deb I would like to Text”.
Deborah had connected Dad’s computer to the phone jack in Edward’s room. She wanted Eddie’s progress to be a surprise and hadn’t told any of the family how far he had progressed. Now, with SMS software already installed in the computer, and Eddie able to use the mouse, (slowly that is), there was no reason why he couldn’t send his first message.
Deborah encouraged Edward to click on the SMS icon while in Mouse mode, then toggle to keyboard mode to enter his message. He wrote:

“Hi Mum its Eddie on stream”
Edward then changed to Mouse mode and clicked on Mum’s cell phone number. He clicked on 'Send.'
Mum was shopping in the supermarket, little Joey was in the shopping cart sucking his thumb, and the day was not going as well as she had hoped. She was between the cereals and canned fruit when her cell phone beeped.  Thinking it was Dad calling from work, she flicked open the cover and pressed read.

“Hi Mum its Eddie on stream”, the message said

Mum dropped the phone, shrieking with delight, then, grabbing the man next to the dried prunes, she danced him around and around singing, “Its Edward, he’s my son and he sent me a text, he’s sent me a text!”

“Yes, well my kids send me text messages all the time”, the man grumbled, “but I don’t go around assaulting people every time I get one.”
“You don’t understand,” said Mum, but the man wasn’t listening and hurried off down the aisle.

Mum picked her cell phone up off the floor, and held it in front of Joey. “Look at that Joey, your brother has sent us a text message, isn’t that wonderful!”

Joey thought everything in the supermarket was wonderful, but he wasn’t even old enough to talk let alone read a phone message, so he just gurgled.
Mum hurried off to the checkout to tell all the people at the counter about her Edward’s achievement, and they were so impressed, that they gave her a free sponge cake for the family.
Edward did not want to wait for a reply to his text, so, he edited the message and sent it to Dad.

“Hi Dad its Eddie on stream”
Dad was in a meeting with his boss and work colleagues. The meeting was dull and he was having a hard time paying attention. His cell phone beeped.
“Hi Dad its Eddie on stream” it read.
Dad sat in the meeting, rock still, with tears streaming down his face. He tried to speak but no words would come out.

“Thompson!” Dad’s boss called out, “are you listening to anything that’s being said?”
Dad just sat there, the tears rolling off his cheeks onto his white shirt.
“Thompson!”  bellowed Mr Pederson. “Get a grip on yourself man. ”He noticed the cell phone. “What’s going on?” he demanded.

Dad found his voice, “My son sent me a text message, and it says he is on stream”

“What sort of a drug is that” asked  Pederson.
“It’s not a drug,” replied Dad, “it’s a message sent from a computer.”
“I hope it’s not the company’s computer that you use for working on at home,” said Pederson.
“Well, yes it is sir, but it’s not the way you think,” Dad answered.
"We will see about the way I think,” said Mr Pederson,” I want you and our computer in my office first thing Monday morning, eight o’clock sharp!”and with that he strode out of the meeting.

“We are now at the stage of creating codes with three characters”, said Eggtrude, “and you will feel that they are taking a long time to create.”

'Yes,'  thought Edward, 'I have already noticed that when I have been using the chart',

“What you have to remember, is that this last section of letters is only used a small proportion of the time, in fact all of the following letters are used for less than 6% of the time. That is only 6 times out of 100 letters.
'Wow', thought Edward, 'I can cope with that alright.'
Dad Returns the Computer
The excitement of Edward sending a text message was dampened by the news that Dad would have to return the company’s computer on Monday.

Edward couldn’t believe his ears!  Here he was just starting to communicate with his family, and he was about to lose one of the tools he really needed. Besides, Dad didn’t earn enough to spend on extras like new computers.

“I will get a job” announced Mum,” this is too important to just let slide.”

Dad was touched by Mum’s offer, he knew she was fully committed at home, and to take on extra work would be the last straw, 
“Let’s not get too worked up about this” he replied, “I will talk to Mr Pederson on Monday, and maybe he will see reason.”

“Yeah right,” said Pete, “and maybe eggs can fly too.”
He had meant to say “maybe pigs can fly too”, but the words came out wrong, only nobody seemed to notice.  Edward heard a little chuckle over by the lamp standard, and thought, 'I know eggs can fly, so maybe Dad can work a miracle on Monday.'
Dad had come into Edward’s room first thing Monday morning, and packed the company’s computer into its travel bag.  He did not notice an extra bulge in the side pocket of the bag.
His meeting with Mr Pederson started badly, with his boss taking the travel bag out of his hands, and placing it beside his desk.

Dad tried to explain the progress Edward had made since he had the J-Key, and how valuable the computer was to his progress, but Mr Pederson could not see past the fact that the computer was being used for purposes other than company work.

Dad’s gaze was drawn to the computer bag, the outside zip was slowly opening itself. A bulge in the side of the bag, which he had not noticed before, deflated.

Mr Pederson was leaning forward, his features grim, when a shimmering object appeared on his right shoulder.

Dad thought of warning Mr Pederson about the object, but couldn’t quite make out what it was. He could see right through it, but whatever it was,  was there, and it was close to his boss’s ear.

Mr Pederson’s right foot started to tap, and his eyes softened, he started to sway slightly to the left, then to the right, in time to his foot.

Dad thought his boss was having a stroke or a seizure or something, but his colour was good, and he didn’t seem to be in any pain, so he just watched in silence.

Mr Pederson rose out of his chair. He had stopped talking about the company’s ethics, and how necessary it was to focus on profit, and was inching his way around to the front of his desk  Both of his feet were moving in time to a silent melody, and his body was swaying from side to side in time to his feet. Suddenly he did a twirl, his arms above his head like a ballet dancer. He went up on his toes and did a pirouette, then he started to sing quietly “I want to be happy, if you will be happy, I want to be happy too.”
Dad was freaking out, he was about to bolt for the door when Mr Pederson suddenly stopped looked him in the eye and said, “Thompson, would you like to dance?”

Dad was so taken aback that he stammered a reply,” I’m sorry sir, but I have a sore foot.”
“Oh, I’m so sorry to hear about your foot,” said Mr Pederson, without any sign of sarcasm, “I tell you what, you take that computer back to your clever son and tell him he can keep it for as long as he likes, and also tell him he can send me a text message any time he wishes.”

Dad was speechless. He was relieved that the computer problem was solved, but was unsure what to do about his boss’s bizarre behaviour.

Mr Pederson solved the problem for him. “I’ve been thinking of starting a Trust for people like your son who need keyboards and computers to communicate with their families. We would call it the ‘Pederson Keyboard Trust’, and you can be one of the trustees.”  he announced, perched on the end of his desk and staring into the distance. Dad was overwhelmed with the offer and could only nod his head. Mr Pederson returned to the other side of the desk, and was slowly waltzing to a mystery tune in his head. He did not even notice as Dad picked up the computer case and eased himself out of the room.

Pete and Cindy were having lunch at their usual place in the University grounds, when Pete’s cell phone rang. It was a text message from Edward.
“Hi Pete its me Eddie I can now do the letter P”
'Big deal', thought Pete, 'doesn’t he know I am busy with Cindy?'
“Who’s that from?” asked Cindy.

“Oh, just Edward my brother,” replied Pete, “he is learning to text from his computer, and he is trialling his words on the family.”

“I thought Edward couldn’t use his fingers”, said Cindy.
Pete had never really discussed Edward with Cindy, and was feeling decidedly uncomfortable. “Well he can’t but he types by using a Joystick Controller called a J-Key”.
“Wow” exclaimed Cindy, “That’s marvellous! I have a niece who is in a wheelchair, but all she does is watch television.  I wish I could see him using it.”
Pete was astounded that Cindy was even interested in his younger brother, and decided this was a good way to get in her good books.

“I'll tell you what”, said Pete, “You come out with me this Saturday, and I will take you home to meet Edward.”

“Okay”, said Cindy, “It’s a date."
And with that she jumped up and went to her next lecture.

Pete replied to Edward’s text.
“Hi lit bro R U ok 4 Cng Cindy on Sat”
Edward had no idea what Pete was talking about, but he was happy his brother had replied, and he looked forward to finding out what the text meant, so he text replied.
“Ok”
The Computer Speaks

 Edward was practicing his mouse skills by playing the card game ‘Solitaire’. He was now using the Click and Drag function to move cards around with ease, and liked the fact that he didn’t have to be too accurate with the pointer to select a card. He was half way through a game, when a very excited Deborah came in.
“Hold everything little brother” said Deborah, “I have got something very cool to show you.”
And with that she slipped a disk into Dad’s computer and installed a program she had just bought.

“Now”, she said, “I want you to write something using your word processor.”

Edward wrote, “Hi my big sister”
“Hey!” exclaimed Deborah, “not so much of the big, please! Now, I want you to click on this icon”, and she indicated an icon on the tool bar.

Edward clicked and the computer spoke “Hi my big sister” with a clear voice.

“Now, how about that!” Deborah said, “I heard about this program at school, and couldn’t wait to try it out”.

Edward was thrilled. Now he could prepare sentences in his own time, and speak them when he wanted. Deborah was a great sister, and would help him set up some phrases when the time came.
Pete wanted to make a good impression with Cindy, so he thought he would make sure Edward was up to speed as to what he wanted. “Hi Eddie” he said as he entered the room, “How’s the texting going?”
Edward was practicing his letters, and was getting quite confident with the code. He replied to Pete by typing, 
“Hi Pete”
Pete was not used to a two way conversation with Edward, so was a bit hesitant in replying, “Cindy, my girlfriend, is going to come home with me on Saturday, and she asked if she could see your new Controller.”
Edward could not see what all the fuss was about and wrote,
“Ok”

Pete could not think of anything else to say, so he left.

Whiskers peeped around the cornerand seeing that Pete was no longer around,  jumped up on Edward’s knee. His medallion dangled from his neck like a pendulum.

Eggtrude re-appeared on Edward’s shoulder, so it was back to new letters again, this time it was the letter ‘V’.
Edward liked the idea of using a Vase as the symbol for the letter ‘V’, as his mum often had flowers from the garden displayed in her favourite vases.
Deborah breezed into Edward’s room. It was mid morning and he was hard at work preparing some sentences. Unfortunately he was unable to make the sentences ‘speak’, because he could not separate them, and the program ‘spoke’ the whole page whenever he clicked the icon.

“Hi Deb I want to separate sentences”. 

 Edward wrote. 

“What you need little brother, is to be able to activate ‘Enter’, and make a new paragraph” said Deborah. She then showed him the code for Enter.

Edward tried, and he was able to start a new paragraph. This would mean that he could set up some phrases on the screen separated by paragraphs, so when he clicked on them the computer would speak only the phrase he had selected.

“I am guessing that you want to set up some phrases for when Cindy is here, so you don’t have to be typing your replies all the time?” suggested Deborah.

“Yes”  he replied, so they set about creating a number of responses.
“Hello, nice to meet you”
“Okay”

“Thank You”

“It was nice meeting you Cindy”
“Yes”
“No”

“Now” said Deborah, “If you set up the page correctly, you can drive the mouse pointer to individual phrases, and make them speak. That would impress anyone.
Cindy Meets Edward
Pete and Cindy arrived later on that afternoon, Edward was already set up at the keyboard.  Whiskers, was on Edward’s knee totally unaware of the visitors.

“Hi Eddie” said Pete, “This is Cindy”
Edward nodded and turned to his keyboard and drove the mouse to the first paragraph. He clicked the voice icon

“Hello nice to meet you”

The computer voice was clear and Cindy was obviously impressed, “Pete has told me that you have, with ‘his help’, almost mastered the  J-Key, and that you will soon be surfing the internet chat rooms”.
Edward couldn’t believe Pete was taking credit for something he had nothing to do with. He looked for a likely response, couldn’t find one, so he clicked on:
“Okay”

Cindy was not sure how to respond to this, so she switched her attention and noticed Whiskers, “Oh what a lovely cat!  Look how comfortable he has made himself” she said, “But what is that silver thing he has around his neck?”
Pete went pale, he recognised his medallion but didn’t want to look bad in front of Cindy. “Oh,” he explained, “That’s the medallion you gave me.  I was so concerned about Whiskers when he had his tail run over that I put it around his neck so he would feel better”.

“Oh Pete,” she cooed, “you are such a caring person, not many people would put their cat before their own feelings”.
Pete blushed with embarrassment, and stuttered a reply. “Well, we always put others before ourselves around here, it’s just the way we are.”
Edward was expecting Pete’s nose to start growing with the lies he was telling.  Instead he saw Pete reach over to stroke Whiskers. 

Pete was hoping to get his fingers around the silver chain and tear it off the fur ball’s neck, when Whiskers woke up with a start, and seeing Pete hover above him jumped into the safety of Cindy’s arms.

“Oh look, he likes me, and he looks so cute with your medallion around his little neck."
Pete decided to retrieve the medallion later, and then he would deal with Mr Cutie pie.

“My niece,” said Cindy suddenly “is Ten years old, and just sits in her wheelchair and watches TV all day, I’m sure she could do things if only she had the chance.” 
Cindy’s outburst surprised Pete, he had not expected to have to deal with an emotional girlfriend. Cindy continued, “My brother, Elizabeth’s Dad, says she will never be any good for anything, and he doesn’t expect anything from her, I think it is awful that he doesn’t even try to see if she can learn new things”.

Edward responded with a click,
“Yes”

Cindy was away and no one was going to stop her. “I think it’s dreadful that they just feed and care for her. They ignore her need to express herself and have a say in her own future.”
Cindy suddenly stopped, and realized that every one was staring at her, so she held up Whiskers in front of her and said “Even cats are more independent than Elizabeth.” and she burst into tears.

Pete was embarrassed by Cindy’s outburst, and tried to change the subject, “Show Cindy how you write letters, Eddie”, said Pete trying to make out he knew it all himself.
Edward typed.
“Im sorry about Elizabeth”

“Thank you Eddie” replied Cindy, “I guess I get a little carried away when I see other people doing things she could do.”

“Oh well” said Pete, “you can’t save the world. Let's go or we will be late for the movie”
And with that he turned to leave.

Cindy turned to Edward and placed Whiskers gently back on his knee, “I’m pleased to have met you Eddie maybe we can talk again,” she said.
Edward clicked on another sentence and spoke.
“It was nice meeting you Cindy”

Cindy burst into tears again and followed Pete out the door.

Edward talks to Mr Pederson
As soon as they had gone, Eggtrude appeared and said, “What were all those tears about? I thought she was going to flood the bedroom.”
'I think Cindy is very fond of Elizabeth'  thought Edward, 'and she doesn’t know how to help her. I wish there was something we could do.'
“Why don’t you contact Mr Pederson, and get his trust to fund a J-Key for her”, suggested Eggtrude. “He said you could text him anytime.”

'How did you know that?' thought Edward. 'Dad didn’t mention anything to me about talking to his boss.'
“There are things I just know” said Eggtrude quietly, “Trust me.”
'Ok', thought Edward, 'but how do I word it so he will take it seriously?'
“Just ask him to dance,” said Eggtrude with a mischievous twinkle in his eye, “He won’t be able to resist you.”
'Oh my', thought Edward, 'This gets sillier by the minute! First you want me to text my Dad’s boss, then you want me to ask him to dance, How is that going to help Elizabeth?'
Eggtrude just kept smiling, “Trust me I know what I am doing.”
'Okay', thought Edward 'let's try anyway', and he wrote a text message,

“Hi Mr Pederson, its Eddie, want to dance”

He found Mr Pederson’s number in Dad’s directory, and clicked on send.
Dad’s boss was in his office going over the latest financial reports, when his cell phone rang. It was a text message.
“Hi Mr Pederson its Eddie, want to dance” it said.
Mr Pederson suddenly went still, his eyes glazed over, and the financial reports disappeared from his mind.  All he could think about was being in the groove and focusing on the important things in life, like moving to the beat and answering strange text messages. He replied to the text.

“Cool Man”
'What now?' thought Edward when he received Mr Pederson's message.
“Just tell him what you think”, replied Eggtrude.

Edward wrote:
“Elizabeth needs help”

Mr Pederson replied.
“Groovy man, pen me an e-mail, address it to Swinger”

Edward wrote

“Ok thanks”

Mr Pederson found himself back looking at the financial reports, unaware of having even used his cell phone.

Edward Composes an E-mail

Edward needed information about Elizabeth for his e-mail. He needed names, addresses, phone numbers, and things he did not have access to. He discussed this with Eggtrude.

“I’ll tell you what” said Eggtrude, “I will whisper to Deborah tonight, explain what you need, and she will deliver it without you having to spend long hours explaining things.
'That will be great'  thought Edward  'I was worried about how long it would take because I am still learning to type.'

The next day when Edward was practicing, Deborah came into his room with a vacant look on her face. She said "Hi." inserted a memory stick into the computer and left.
Eggtrude guided Edward to open the file named ‘Elizabeth’, and started assembling his e-mail. By the afternoon, after cutting and pasting, he was ready to send.
The e-mail explained that Elizabeth was a ten year old girl who would really benefit from getting a loan of a J-Key and a computer, and that Deborah would help set it up for her.
Edward addressed the e-mail to “Swinger”, at Mr Pederson’s company.  

When it arrived, a strange thing happened. Mr Pederson called Dad into his office.
“Hey father of Eddie, how’s it going?” he greeted Dad. “This is a special meeting of the Peterson Keyboard Trust.”  Dad looked around. There was only the two of them in the room.
“I have had a special request for our first Peterson Trust Keyboard, and I want you to co-ordinate the purchase and installation. All the information you need is on this e-mail so there we are." With that, he sat down and gazed wistfully out of the window.
Dad guessed that the meeting was over so he eased himself out of the room before his boss asked him to dance.

Eggtrude was getting excited. Edward had completed his learning of the code for the alphabet, and would only need numbers and punctuation to send the co-ordinates of Edward's house, and the rescue message to H’trae. He decided to teach the punctuation first.

 “I guess the only way to practice making comma’s, is to make comma’s” said Eggtrude. “So for the punctuation exercises, I will leave it up to you.”
Edward did a series of commas, then full stops, and felt that he would easily remember the code the more he wrote sentences.
Cindy and Pete were having lunch at University. Cindy could hardly contain herself with the news of Elizabeth.
“Your father and Deborah just walked up to our house and told my parents that Elizabeth had won a free trial of new technology which would enable her to use a computer, and that your Dad’s company was going to fund the whole trial.”

Pete was astonished that his father and sister were involved with Cindy’s niece. Wanting to sound important he replied. “Well Dad is a trustee of the Peterson Trust, and his position is so important, that Mr Peterson gives him full purchasing power for any needy cause.” Pete had no idea what his father’s role was, but he liked the idea of the reflected glory it gave him.
“Well, I think your family is marvellous, and Deborah has offered to teach me how to help Elizabeth, ” declared Cindy, “However, I won’t be able to go out with you this weekend, as we are starting the training and I don’t want to miss any of it”.
Pete was crushed, he had planned all sorts of activities with Cindy this weekend, and his brother’s computer had once again interfered.

“Hi Pete, Cindy tells us that your brother is sending text messages, and that her niece will soon be doing the same.” It was one of Pete’s class mates who happened to be passing by, “You must be real proud of your family.”
“Well yeah,” Pete replied, feeling a small surge of pride. “I guess we do our best to help out.”
Cindy spoke out, “I think Pete’s family is the most wonderful family in this city, and I am going to tell everyone just that,” and with that, she bounced off leaving Pete with his mouth wide open.
Edward Learns Numbers

“Out of all the code, I think numbers are the easiest to learn, even though they are five characters long,” said Eggtrude.
'How is that?,  thought Edward.

“Well, the number one,” explained Eggtrude, is one red dot, followed by four yellow dots.  Two is two red dots, followed by three yellow dots.”
'What happens when you get to five red dots?'  thought Edward.

“That’s easy” replied Eggtrude. ” Number five is five red dots, and number six is one yellow dot followed by four red dots. Seven, is two yellow dots followed by three red dots, and so on until zero is five yellow dots.”
'Wow, I think I can remember the numbers without needing any charts,'  thought Edward. 'How about you set me some exercises, and I will go straight into practicing them.'
Eggtrude displayed the code first; then the exercises:
A Message to NASA

“Today is the day we contact NASA.” announced Eggtrude. "Once that is done I will have to recharge my system ready for the trip back to H’trae”
Edward would be sorry to see Eggtrude go home, but understood how lonely it must have been for him while he was away.
Eggtrude projected the message for Edward to copy.

Edward’s typing speed was now up to 4wpm, so he was soon ready to send the message:
Top Secret.
Attention Comps controller, NASA.
Security Code, Edurtgge.
Eht  kciuq  nworb  Xof,  depmuj  Revo  eht  yzal   gode.
Earth, 170 456 to H’trea, 239 801.
Eggtrude gave Edward the phone number and he clicked on send.
“Well, that was that” said Eggtrude, “now I must recharge,” and he vanished.

Edward was at a loss, his whole purpose these last few months was getting to the stage where he could send the critical message, and now it was sent. What now?
Deborah breezed into the room, “Hi Eddie what’s new?“ She saw the H’traen message on the screen, “Practicing your typing I see,” she said, “and you are doing numbers and punctuation.  Well done.”
Edward typed, “How is Elizabeth doing”
“Very well so far” said Deborah, “she has mastered the first six letters, and is ready for the next stage,  in fact, that is what I wanted to see you about.”  She moved over near the white board. “Do you remember when you were at the second stage of your typing, you were creating some exercises that were not in the User Guide?”
Edward could not tell her that Eggtrude had created the exercises for him.

“Do you think”, continued Deborah, you could re-do those exercises for Elizabeth, and send them to her by e-mail?”.
“No Problem Sis,” wrote Edward, happy to have a new purpose to match his skills.

“Ok” said Deborah, “I am meeting Cindy at Elizabeth’s place this afternoon, so I will set her computer up so you can send her e-mails directly,” and so she did.

Double Trouble
Edward was busy setting up new exercises for Elizabeth. He had not seen Eggtrude for some weeks now, and was getting concerned that something might have happened to him while he was recharging.

Whiskers was sound asleep on Edward’s knee, his silver medallion glinting in the reflection of the screen, when an unfamiliar voice came from near the fan. “Hello, have you seen Eggtrude?” 
'Who are you?'  thought Edward, hoping the H’trae’n could read thoughts.

“I might ask the same question,” the voice replied.  “But anyway, to be polite, my name is Yokebussle, and I have come directly from the planet H’trae to rescue my friend Eggtrude.” 

The little man looked like Eggtrude from a distance, but sounded very different.

'Pleased to meet you', thought Edward, 'but I am afraid I don’t know where Eggtrude has gone.  He said he needed to recharge his disk and he just disappeared.'
“Typical” the little man said, “I come all this way and he hasn’t even bothered to be here to greet me.”

Whiskers suddenly woke up.  There was a flying egg in the room, and he could smell that it wasn’t his little mate Eggy.

“I suppose I could go looking for Eggtrude, but your world is rather large and without co-ordinates so where would I start?” wondered Yokebussle.

Whiskers moved into a crouch position.

'Well,'  thought Edward,  'you are welcome to wait here if you wish, and we can chat for a while.'
“That sounds nice," said the man. “I could do with some company.”

Whiskers launched himself at the eggtruder.
Yokebussle blinked and suddenly Whiskers vanished. His silver medallion fell to the carpet, bounced once and lay still.

'What have you done to my cat?'  thought Edward.
“Well, he attacked me,” Yokebussle said defensively, “What was I supposed to do?”

'But where is he?' thought Edward.
“How should I know,” replied Yokebussle,” I don’t keep track of everyone that disappears.”

Just then Pete and Cindy entered the room. Neither of them noticed the H’trae’n vanish suddenly, but Pete noticed the medallion on the floor. With a triumphant motion he scooped it up and dropped it into his shirt pocket.
 “Wow, that was a stroke of luck” he thought, “I bet that little fur ball is missing it already”.

Cindy hadn’t seen Pete put the medallion in his shirt pocket and wasn’t too sure what was going on, so she turned her attention to Edward.
 “Thank you so much for helping Elizabeth”, she said, “she is doing so well with the J-Key, and her family is over the moon with joy at her progress”.
Pete was looking like the cat that just got all the cream, “I suppose you will want to take credit for all this success, but we all know that I played a big part in all this.”
Edward chuckled to himself, remembering Pete marching in and out every day like a tin soldier.
“Don’t be so unkind”, said Cindy, “Edward has prepared all of Elizabeth’s exercises himself, and deserves to be recognised.”

“I guess so”, said Pete reluctantly, “Hey, let’s go and see if Deborah has finished my assignment yet”.
Pete and Cindy left, and Yokebussle appeared with Eggtrude.

Edward was so glad to see Eggtrude again, he greeted him with a grin.
'I was really worried that something may have happened to you.  Welcome back!' he thought.
Eggtrude was rather embarrassed at Edward’s greeting, and shrugged it off saying,
 “I didn’t think Yokebussle would be so quick in getting here, so I bought a J-Key to take back with me, and did a bit of sight seeing, and, oh boy, what sights I’ve seen.”
To Edward it was like seeing double, only Eggtrude had a bigger grin across his face.
“I think I know where the cat is” Eggtrude said, as though he hadn’t even been away, “He didn’t vanish, he was shrunk”.
'Do you mean he is still in the room? wondered Edward.
“Well if he is you won’t be able to see him,” said Yokebussle, “He will be about the size of a carpet mite.”
'But how will we get him back to normal?, thought Edward, relieved that Whiskers was still around.

“Oh Yokebussle can do that,” said Eggtrude, “you just need to ask him nicely.”

Pete was paying Deborah to type up his assignment notes, and he was not very patient when it came to waiting for them.

“Have you done those notes yet” he demanded, as he and Cindy entered her room.

Deborah kept typing, she knew her brother was trying to look important in front of his girlfriend and didn’t think it necessary to respond.
Edward turned to Yokebussle, and thought 'Please sir, I would like my cat back to normal size.'
“Oh well” said Yokebussle, “if you put it like that”, and he blinked twice.

Whiskers exploded out of Pete’s shirt pocket like “alien” being born. He had been clinging to the medallion chain ever since the intruder had bewitched him. Now suddenly he was air-born, heading towards the back of Deborah’s head.
Pete fell backward screaming in terror, Cindy fainted, and Deborah ducked just in time to see Whiskers fly straight out the window into the Lemon tree, where he scampered to the ground and headed for safety.
'Where is he then?” demanded Edward,
“Maybe someone stood on him and squashed him,” wondered Yokebussle hopefully

"Or maybe you didn’t blink him out correctly," said Eggtrude glaring at his friend.
They heard a commotion down the hallway, it sounded like Pete was in pain.
Edward spun his wheels and shot down the corridor to where the noise was coming from. He stopped suddenly in Deborah’s doorway.

Pete was lying on his back, clutching at his chest and groaning, Cindy was sitting on the floor trembling, and Deborah was laughing so hard that tears were pouring down her cheeks onto the keyboard.
“I think the cat may have suddenly appeared,” said a little voice behind Edward.
ET Goes Home
Eggtrude was so grateful to Edward for his part in the rescue, he wanted very much to reward him in some way. “In H’trae when someone has done something special, we usually reward them with a trip to a planet of their choice, but in your case that would not be a practical gift, so Yokebussle and I decided we will send our friends to visit you whenever ‘they’ do something special.”
Edward wasn’t to sure whether this was a gift, or a punishment, but accepted it gracefully,
'Thank you,' he thought, 'I will look forward to seeing your friends and making them welcome, and thank you so much for the gift of communication.'
Both Eggtrude and Yokebussle looked decidedly embarrassed. “Well” said Eggtrude, “we will be off then.”
Their leaving was more spectacular than their arriving, Eggtrude and Yokebussle started spinning slowly around each other, both were flashing code faster and faster at each other, until they were both a blur of light, then, in a flash they were gone.
Edward sighed, he would miss his friend, but for now he had things to do.

Epilogue
Edward had been thinking. Since Eggtrude had returned to H’trae and peace had returned to the Thompson household, he had been wondering what he should be doing with his newly found computer skills. Elizabeth was up to the letter ‘P’ and was already sending text messages. Soon she would be fluent enough to converse with Edward over the net. 
Edward still typed at four words per minute, but hey, that was two hundred and forty words per hour, more than enough for his present needs and Deborah had promised to teach him how to use the Internet search engines so he could do research.
Edward was toying with the idea of starting a network of J-Key users, where people could learn the code by sending messages to each other.  He could further develop the H’traen exercises left to him by Eggtrude, then people could advance as fast as he did during the early stages. It would be like having an ET on their shoulder, but not the flying one. 
There were so many options available, now that he could interact with a computer directly, and he was going to have to start looking further than the four walls of his room. 

He remembered a quote from Eggtrude.
“The only thing some people do is grow older”.

Not Edward!
A list of Quotes to practice, translated from the H’traen book of quotable quotes.

1. I went on a diet, swore off drinking and heavy eating, and in fourteen days I lost two weeks.

2. An army of sheep led by a lion  would defeat an army of lions led by a sheep
3. The brain is a wonderful organ. It starts working the moment you get up in the morning, and does not stop until you get into the office.

4. If you stand up to be counted, someone will take your seat.
5. Blessed be he who expects nothing, for he shall never be disappointed.

6. If you want your dreams to come true, don’t sleep.
7. Blessed is he who talks in circles, for he shall become a big wheel.
8. Experience is what you get when you didn’t get what you wanted.
9. I have never let my schooling interfere with my education.

10. Lots of folks confuse bad management with destiny.

11. Before borrowing money from a friend decide which you need most.
12. Imagination is more important than knowledge.
13. The difficult we do immediately the impossible takes a little longer.

14. Looks are deceiving, a man with a vacant look may have a full house.
15. If fifty million people say a foolish thing, it is still a foolish thing.
16. When you are right no one remembers, when you are wrong no one forgets.
17. Be moderate in everything, including moderation.
18. Deeds not stones, are the true monuments of the great.

19. Necessity is the mother of invention.
20. Patience is a necessary ingredient of genius.

21. When pleasure interferes with business, give up business.
22. In politics, stupidity is not a handicap.

23. Success is the best revenge
24. Space has no top, no bottom; in fact it is bottomless both at the bottom and the top.
25. A closed mouth gathers no feet.

26. It takes twenty years to become an overnight success.
27. There is always room at the top.

28. Caution is a most valuable asset in fishing, especially if you are the fish.

29. A hen is only an eggs way of making another egg.

30. The future is no more uncertain than the present.
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