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Preface

This is a true story about myself. What happened in 1999 was the biggest thing that had happened to me at that stage of my life. However, for the main part I am not the person who was able to tell the story and had to get the a lot of the details from other people. Therefore, I have written the story in the third person as I was unable to tell the part when I was not aware of myself. The title of the book and the names of the first three chapters are names of, or lyrics from, songs by The Flaming Lips, the relevance of which you will find out when you read the story.
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It was a typical frosty morning on Tuesday the 14th of December 1999. Elliot was a student at Leicester University and there were just a few days left of the term before the Christmas holidays. As the world was heading towards the year 2000, there were going to be many major celebrations around the world. For Elliot, this was going to be a big event as he was going to spend it in Barcelona with some friends he had made the previous summer, when they had been working at a summer school in Catalunia. It had been a pretty special summer as the mostly random group of teachers that they were, by luck, mostly got on well with each other and even though they had to teach English to children who didn't really want to be there for this kind of learning, they also took as many opportunities as they could to make sure that they were enjoying their time near the sea. As they lived, worked and socialised together, it didn't take long for them to get to know each other well.

Elliot had begun teaching two years earlier, after he finished his psychology degree. He had discovered his interest in teaching during that course and after graduating, taught English as a foreign language in Slovakia. He had a great year there and was straight away hooked on living abroad. Earlier in 1999, he'd also done a spell in Italy as an English assistant before going straight onto Spain, but he knew that he'd go back to England so that he could become properly qualified to teach. Primary school was what he wanted to do. He had done a project for his degree where they did a study in a primary school to explore understanding of gender differences in young children. Elliot and his friend, Yasmin, did the project together, working with nursery and year one children and at the time, he looked around at the children and thought “I could see myself doing this. They're so lovely!” So, from that day forward, he knew that he wanted to go into education. The original plan was to eventually become an educational psychologist, but after starting to teach he decided that that was enough for him. He enjoyed it and was clear with what he wanted his career to be. 

On this particular Tuesday, Elliot got up late as he'd been out with some friends the night before. They were studying their Primary PGCE (teacher training) and as it was an intensive one-year course, they had lectures and seminars pretty much every morning and afternoon. It was now after lunchtime so he'd missed the morning lecture but was on his way to the university for the afternoon session. He just got ready as usual and put on his big black padded jacket that he liked especially because it had a NASA logo on it that underneath said Nice And Safe Attitude. He put his Walkman on and set off to walk to university.

There was nothing special going on along the way; cars, people, dogs so he didn't take any notice of anything other than the tape he was listening to. The Flaming Lips had released their critically acclaimed album The Soft Bulletin that year and even though he'd been a fan of theirs for some years, this was an epic recording that he listened to frequently. About halfway through the journey to the campus, there is a pelican crossing on Aylestone Road. This is a main street and at this point there is a junction. Elliot pressed the button and waited. There was a steady flow of traffic and where he was waiting there were three lanes. He looked up at the lights and saw they had changed. The cars slowed down so he proceeded to cross.

The nearest lane to Elliot was the bus lane.  Even though the other traffic has come to a stop, one particular bus driver decided to carry on going. The bus was travelling at about 30 miles per hour and hit him full on and the window smashed from the impact of his head. He was thrown through the air and landed on the road near to the kerbside. The bus driver carried on before coming to a stop 30 metres ahead, at an angle in the road. 

As it was around the middle of the day and in a busy area, there were people around who witnessed this incident. One of the drivers who had stopped at the lights in her car was a nurse, who immediately got out of her car to attend to him. There were also some pedestrians who did the same and would later make witness statements about what they had see happen. One of them went to examine the bus and also saw that the front left side of the bus, which was made of fibreglass was cracked. This man was a retired police officer and measured out the distances of how far Elliot had been thrown and where the bus had stopped with his paces. He went into a pub that was nearby and asked the bartender to call 999.

The nurse tried talking to Elliot. He was semi-conscious and was moving but he was unable to respond to her questions. This collision had taken place outside the Leicester Royal Infirmary, so it didn't take long to get him admitted to hospital. The nurse went to the bus and got the driver's details.

He was carefully placed onto a stretcher and put into an ambulance. He was in hospital within minutes. The staff asked him similar questions: 

"What is your name?"

"Elliot Lord" he managed to say. His eyes couldn't find who had asked him and he didn't know what was going on.

"Is there someone we can contact? Someone in your family?"

"Mum and dad."

"Can you tell us their phone number?"

He tried to say their phone number but couldn't speak clearly. A nurse got a pen and paper and asked if he could write it down. He took the pen and managed to scrawl it down. It was just about legible. The nurse read it back to him to see if he could confirm it was right. He said yes.

"Where were you going?"

"University."

"Are you a student?"

"Yes."

The nurse wrote down this information that he had been able to give and the paramedics wheeled him off to get examined.

Elliot remained very groggy and he was taken to the doctor. The paramedics explained what had happened.

"There is a good chance that he has broken bones. We need to get his clothes off," the doctor instructed. The paramedics got some scissors and cut through his beloved coat that would never be able to wear again and did the same with his jeans as the body had to be kept as still as possible in case of breaks.

Meanwhile, back in reception, his parents' phone number was called.

"Hello, I am calling from Leicester Royal Infirmary. We have Elliot Lord here and would like to speak to his parents."

"I am his father," John replied.

"Okay. Elliot has been involved in an accident. He was hit by a bus and is being examined by our doctors right now."

"Oh, my god..."

"He is conscious and was able to tell us his name and your phone number, however, it is too early to give you any other information."

"Right, okay, thanks... Erm, we need to get over there, then."

"I can give you the address. I see that this is not a Leicester phone number."

"No, we're in Wolverhampton. My wife is not here at the moment so I'll have to wait for her to get back, then we will come straight over."

The receptionist gave the address and John had to wait at home with this brief but shocking information on his mind. He couldn't do anything except wait for his wife, Mo, to come back. She was due back within the hour as she had gone to the nearby shops. All he could do was think about what he had been told and get things ready so they could leave immediately.

Back in the hospital, X-rays were carried out and Elliot was found to have no broken bones. However, he had sustained a serious head injury along with bruising to the trunk. It was evident that the head was more affected so the doctors carried out further examinations. He was found to have bleeding between the brain and the skull, a subdural haematoma, and an accumulation of fluid in spaces in the brain, a cerebral oedema. The latter would lead to symptoms that the doctors would take note of as the days went on.

Elliot was put into intensive care and the university was also contacted to inform them of the situation. They managed to locate the department that he attended and the staff were made aware. Later that day, the lecturers announced to the students what they knew.

"We have been told that Elliot Lord has been involved in an accident where he was hit by a bus and is in hospital being treated."

Several eyes and mouths opened wide. Elliot's friends looked at each other in astonishment and tried to glean more information from the lecturers.

"We don't know anything else. All we know is that he is at the Royal Infirmary, so you'll need to contact them to find out anything else. We're very sorry."

They were due to have a lecture that afternoon but Sam, Yasmin, Paul, Fiona, Dan and Jo couldn't sit there after they'd just found out what had happened. Paul asked if they could leave so they could go to the infirmary and the lecturer allowed them.

They left the room and looked at each other, not really knowing what to say. They had no idea how serious it was.

"They might just be cleaning his cuts," Dan suggested. "He could be out this afternoon."

"I don't think they'd announce this if it wasn't more serious," said Paul. "Come on, let's go."

They walked over to the infirmary, which was only 15 minutes away, discussing that he probably just had a broken arm or something. They were trying to reassure themselves that he was fine.

When they arrived and explained to the receptionist who they were, they were informed that Elliot was in intensive care. He had mainly suffered head injuries. They asked if they could see him and were
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