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I drove into the town centre to purchase a couple of batteries for my Dictaphone - I use it on a daily basis to record my findings - the batteries tend to last for a month or two.  I stopped at the petrol station to fill up the car with petrol.  At the petrol station I noticed a man having a sneezing fit.  As I drove to the parking bay towards the town centre, I observed a type of domino effect where others were sneezing in the same way they were not in close proximity with one another, i.e., standing next to each other.

At first, I thought we were in the month of May so it’s probably hay fever.  I was interested to find out if the air in the vicinity of the town centre was polluted or could something else be at play?  For instance, airborne disease and wondered whether the sneezing was caused by toxins in the air or toxins from individual bodies.  

A number of people had passed away in recent months due to air pollution caused by particulates in the air I wanted to gather as many particulates as possible to identify what particles are being inhaled.

I parked the car and collected samples of the air in a sample bag to be tested in the laboratory to get to the bottom of the phenomena.  

The next morning, I didn’t hear the alarm clock, Margaret, shook me to wake up “Wake up James, we’re going to be late,” she opened the curtains to let the light into the bedroom.  “What time is it?” I asked.  “It’s 8.00 am, we’ve got to register at 9.30 am,” she replied. 

Margaret had organised for us to go to a conference in London on the topic of Neuroscience, Margaret was so looking forward to the event, as a professor, she knew from University, where she had studied to be a neurologist, was one of the main speakers.  His talk was on a new discovery in human behavior, artificial intelligence and the brain.  

I didn’t want to let her down, I quickly got dressed and had a glass of orange juice with a slice of toast.  We were travelling on the motorway; Margaret was going through some documents in a plastic wallet when the car spun out of control.  That’s as far as I can remember the rest is just blank.
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Three months after the accident I awoke out of a coma and found myself in the Intensive Care Unit at the Chesterford Hospital in Bedfordshire.  I was attached to various tubes and a ventilator.  A doctor and two nurses were standing by the bed discussing when to switch off the life support machine the bed was needed by another patient and the hospital officials were concerned about the costs if they were to keep the machine switched on.  The doctor turned to the two nurses and said, “I think he is coming round,” moving a bit closer he bent forward to look at me.  They looked at me in amazement and trepidation.  

“I am Dr Farrhill a Neurologist,” said the doctor “You have been in a car accident, unfortunately, your wife didn’t make it she passed away three months ago, we dealt with the funeral as there were no living relatives I am afraid to say, you are paralysed from the neck down you were airlifted to the hospital following the accident.”  I tried to get up on hearing what the doctor had said.  One of the nurses emptied a bag attached to a tube on my right side.  

Dr Farrhill introduced Nurse Jones who will be in charge of my care on a daily basis.  He checked my notes then left the room.  

Lying with absolutely no movement from the neck down, I was taught the brain controls the movements in our bodies, yet my brain has been damaged, and I am paralysed I can think, there is a disconnect between the brain and parts of my body.  It begged the question, is the brain and the mind two separate entities?  I observed the way in which Nurse Jones and the rest of the staff carry out their duties without giving thought to the tasks ahead – freedom of movement.  I reflected on the past when I was an able-bodied person, it made me realise I had taken my body for granted.  
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For six months I was treated in hospital and then discharged home to be cared for by Nurse Jones and carers.  Dr Farrhill would come by to check on me once a week.  My home was converted for a disabled person which entailed having wheelchair access and a hospital bed.

In the hospital, staff would be coming in and out of the room but at home there were quiet moments.  It was during those times that grief crept in.  I missed Margaret’s company, she was my soul mate, a wife and a friend.

When I was in hospital Margaret was cremated so I didn’t get a chance to say goodbye to her, it wasn’t until I came home that it dawned on me that she wouldn’t be coming back.  We were both in the car when the accident happened, I asked myself, “Why did she die and I survived?”

I asked Nurse Jones to bring me some books from the bookshelf, in the study, I guess I wanted to understand Margaret’s world now that she has gone and also to learn more about what her work involved and wondered what were in the books she read.  She would spend hours reading books and writing papers for her lectures.  The books were on psychology, psychiatry and neurology.

One night I had a dream, two entities appeared in front of me, they were red raw, having no skin, the one on the left had two horns and a tail.  The other I would call the sweeper upper; he was much shorter and had something in his hand instinctively I knew they were death coming to take my life.  I said to them that I wasn’t going to go with them, I wanted to have children, and I have not travelled, also, there is no one to complete my theory on sneezing.  With that they then disappeared.

My entire being refused to go with them they weren’t anything I had ever seen in books, films or the media.  They were definitely not from this world.  I awoke in such a state the machines were bleeping.  Nurse Jones telephoned Dr Farrhill to tell him something was wrong with me.  I began to sweat profusely and fear came over me.

It wasn’t long before Dr Farrhill arrived to investigate what had happened.  I could see the look on Nurse Jones’s face she was staring at me and mumbling something to herself.  Dr Farrhill gave me an injection and I fell asleep.

That night’s experience was indescribable.  When I woke up the following morning, Nurse Jones was preparing my medication.  “We are praying for you,” she said.  “You just need to use your faith and believe,” she continued.

“Believe in what?” I asked.

“Would you like to walk again?”  She asked with a glancing look.

“In time,” I replied.

“Believe you can be healed through prayer.  God answers prayers,” she said, on her way to the kitchen.

Faith, healed, these words are not in my vocabulary.  At first, I was annoyed with her for suggesting I believe in faith and that I can be healed.  “How dare she?” I fumed within myself.  I was going to report her to Dr Farrhill as I thought she had overstepped her duty as a nurse and was encroaching on my personal domain.

Just as I was thinking what I would say to Dr Farrhill, a new question came to mind:  “What is faith?” and “What if I can be healed?”  It was then that my thinking towards her changed and I felt calm within me.  

Nurse Jones came in the room and sat by the bed and read a scripture from the Bible, Acts chapter 14:10.  The story was about the apostles Paul and Barnabas who visited the town of Lystra.  In the town lived a man whose feet was crippled from his mother’s womb, and he was unable to walk.  Paul saw that the man had faith to be healed and said to the man in a loud voice: “Stand upright on thy feet and the man leaped and walked.”

It was a fascinating insight into the story, maybe it was the way Nurse Jones was reading it to me – I was inspired to believe miracles can happen.  As she was reading to me, she stressed the words ‘leaped’ and ‘walked.’

I then asked her, “What do you mean I should use my faith?”

“You should believe with all your mind, heart and soul that you can walk again – that’s faith,” she replied.
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