MY STORY. 
My name is Philip Zelouf. It was the summer of 2002 when my injury happened. 

I finished my GCSE’s in June and I decided to work in a bank for the summer. 

On the evening of Friday August 9th I was coming home from work, when I felt sharp cracks in my lower back. When I went home things started to ease until that night I had a very high fever. On Saturday morning, I felt poorly and went to my local hospital.  

I waited three hours, and then the doctor said I had pulled a ligament and had a trapped nerve, and sent me home with some painkillers. They gave me some exercises and I went home to do them. Over the next few hours, my pain eased off. I felt that most of the back pain had eased off. That night, I felt that I couldn’t go to the toilet, until Sunday morning, I was going to the toilet and found that my left leg was far too heavy, and was dragging behind me. I kept falling on to things and the pain started to deepen. I phoned up the local hospital again and asked them what the waiting time was. They said to me that I would have to come in. My mum, dad and I started to get worried. 

Our next door neighbour and close friend, Dr Shakir is a world known professor in Neurology. Every Sunday, he would be mostly away on business, but on this Sunday he was not away on business. It was as if 

G-D was looking down on me. He came round and took some reflexes, and then made a quick admission to refer me to Charing Cross and Hammersmith hospital. He obviously thought something was wrong. 

As soon as I went, on the afternoon of August 11th, I was put on a catheter as I had an overfull bladder. I basically didn’t have any feeling. I really felt ill. In the next few days, I had an MRI scan which determined what I had. After the results came through, the consultant came to tell me the bad news. It showed on the MRI, that I had inflammation surrounding the spinal cord. They didn’t know how bad it was. I had a lumbar- puncture which took some fluid out of my spine to see if there was any difference. Then a few days later, my pain got worse, and I lost total feeling in my right leg. I did not know what was going on. I was put on a three day intravenous infusion which didn’t help at all. The consultant came the next day to tell me the bad news. I had apparently had a case of Acute Transverse Myelitis, which is a viral infection that got into my spine. I was totally devastated that in two days, a virus came into my spine and has paralysed me. In the next few months, I was to go through several infusions and scans to see if I could get better. 

Two weeks after being admitted into hospital, I woke up one morning to have a shower to find that I had some blurred vision and red eyes. The doctors could not see what was wrong, and said that they would keep a close check on it. It started to get worse and the doctors decided to do something about it. They scanned my eyes, and saw that there was something going on at the back of my eye. After three weeks was the first time that I properly sat in a wheelchair. After half an hour of sitting in the wheelchair, I felt dizzy and could not manage it. After all this happened, every day the doctors would do eye check ups on me to see if anything changed. The eye clinic prescribed some eye drops for me, and after two weeks of taking them, the inflammation went out of my eye. Over the next few weeks, I was building up my time of sitting in the wheelchair. For the first time in over a month I went to physio. At the time, I did not have much sensation and I totally lost my balance. What the physios were trying to improve was my sitting balance, because the inflammation had affected my stomach muscles. About two weeks after that, I developed a pressure sore on my bottom. The reason for this is that the nurses put me on a normal mattress instead of an air mattress to protect my skin while not moving. I didn’t know about this because I did not have any feeling in that area. Every day, I would have dressings in that area to cover it, and still it was getting worse. I still went to physio. 

I am now at least two and a half months into my story and I still don’t know what has happened to me. I had everyday blood tests to find out anything new, and nothing changed. I underwent a few more MRI’s and lumbar punctures into my spine, and all it showed was that I had inflammation into my spinal cord. The doctors tried more things and more steroids but nothing worked. 

The worst thing at that time was that I could not swallow pills, and I had to take a lot to suppress the inflammation in my cord, so all the medicine I took was in the form of liquid. I was throwing up constantly because I could not take them. But after a few weeks of pain and sickness, one of the nurses made me believe that nothing is impossible, and to have confidence. After that, I had the confidence to take pills all the time. After nearly three months of intensive physio, my sitting balance was truly better. Now that I was getting a little better, instead of being an acute patient, I was now going to be known as a rehabilitation patient. 

My pressure sore was still quite bad, and the doctors were fearing that I might have to have an operation to graft the skin. 

Over these few months, I couldn’t sleep well at night, nor was I very positive. My family and friends were great. They would come everyday. At a time in these few months, I was talking about committing suicide.  

The reason being was that I was paralysed by a virus, I totally lost my independence and I was very ill. But that’s when you realise who your true friends are. They made me believe in myself and to never give up. So I continued to get better. The doctors decided that I would have to have a minor operation to heal my sore, so they set a date. That week that the operation was to be, I was extremely ill and they had to postpone it. I was hopeful and even prayed at night, and G-D finally listened to me and healed it so I did not need an operation. Now that my physio was getting better, they wanted to try calliper walking for me. I could manage to move my left toe, and I had flickers in my right quadriceps. Everyday, I would do calliper walking, and I finally got a bit better at it. Because the hospital was not designed for patients who carry out rehabilitation, I had to look for a new hospital, preferably close to home. I finally decided after a number of different options to go to Stanmore, because they were a hospital designed for patients to do their rehabilitation, and they are the main hospital in London for spinal injured patients. The weekend before I was about to go, I was to endure more suffering and pain. I had my catheter changed four times in the space of a week, because the nurses did not know how to put in. 

Then because of the calliper walking that I did in physio, the catheter tore a hole inside of me. It was so bad that this time I was not so lucky and I had to have an operation to put a catheter directly into my bladder. I still had a tear but the doctors said that it would heal by itself. 

I was three and a half months in Charing Cross. It had been the worst three and a half months of my life. I endured pain, sadness and suffering, but the thing that helped me most was the people that were behind me all the time. I also had my cousins behind me, who made me never give up, and would also come out of their way to see me. 

It was now time for a new challenge.    

I was now doing my rehabilitation process in Stanmore. 

When I arrived in Stanmore, everything looked so different. In the first few days after going to Stanmore, I learned a bit more about my injury, my scans and what equipment I need to take care of myself. I was always determined to go to physio so that I would get stronger. 

The Occupational Therapist was to teach me a lot of things in the coming months. They were teaching me how to transfer on different things, wheelchair skills – which I would need to get up slopes and curves. 

The first time that I went to physio in the rehab gym, they looked at me in my back slabs used for calliper walking. My balance was really bad, and they said that whilst I was in Stanmore, they would try to make both my sitting and walking balance better. In Occupational Therapy, I was learning different transfers to get my independence back.  

The good thing about Stanmore was that they specialised in spinal cord injury, so they knew a lot about what I was going through. At this time, I had very strong muscles in my arm, because that was the only thing that I used for four months. But it needed to be stronger in order for me to do my own independent routine – washing, dressing, transferring off different things and going up slopes to the gym. So I got signed up to a gym where I became even stronger. Every Tuesday and Thursday we would do sport, which I thought was fantastic. Basically, around six people would do a different sport each week – Table Tennis and Hockey. 

There would also be swimming every Wednesday. So there was a quite a lot of things to do during the days. 

In the ward where I was in it was for children who came in to have an operation, so there was not any long term patients there for a while. On the spinal unit, where the gym was situated, there was a lot of people who had similar things to what I had, so you could talk to someone about your spasms and they would tell you that they have it as well. 

My friends were great. They were coming all the time because the school was close to the hospital. I was day by day continuing to work even harder at my rehabilitation, and it was not before long that I mastered my Occupational Therapy. 

My transfers were getting better, and I was finally learning how to get my independence back. 

In physio I was working on floor to wheelchair transfers, so that way if I ever fell off my wheelchair, I could easily get on without getting any help. My sitting and standing balance, was still very bad, because I had lost all my muscles. It did not mean that I would stop trying. The physios were very good. They were using electrical stimulation on my muscles, so to see if it was getting strengthened at all. The only thing that it did was show me where my muscles were, and how to strengthen it myself. 

About a month after coming in, my neighbour in the ward that I was in had chicken pox. His sister gave it to him. I knew that he had something because he was always itching. His mum even knew that he had it. And because my immune system is very weak, I could have caught it very easily. I did not appear to have it, and just while my rehabilitation was taking off, I was now going to be in isolation. Two weeks into isolation, the heating system broke down, and they transferred me to an isolated room in the spinal unit. That is where I met all the people that had a spinal cord injury, and I got to know them. 

My rehabilitation was ruined. I was up in isolation for over three weeks, and I was not even allowed to the gym. It was now nearing Christmas, and most of the hospital was shutting down, so I was allowed to have an overnight stay at home. It went really well. 

When Christmas finished, I needed to do some more rehabilitation. I was going for swimming every Wednesday. I could actually see my leg moving in the water. Another month went by, and I finally mastered all my rehabilitation, both from physio and occupational therapy. 

But before going home, I needed to prove to myself that I could do everything myself so I stayed for one day and night in a block of flats with someone, so that I could do it. I was really proud of myself. I was cooking, washing, dressing. Before I was to go home, the physios wanted to see me in my back slabs one more time. As my sitting and standing balance got better, so did my calliper walking, and they decided that I should do physio once a week prior to discharge. No one helped me more through my rehabilitation then my parents, friends and the team at Stanmore, who made me believe in myself and put all of my anxieties to rest. 

I finally got discharged on February 18th 2003. It had been nearly six and a half months of the worst phase in my life. I was still devastated, but very hopeful of the future. I now live at home with my parents, and I am looking to get my life back, going to college and socialising again. 

What can I say – it was a very horrible and painful experience, but I became much more confident in the end – now I can talk to girls, and also much more positive. 

I now do not take things for granted, and still see how precious life is. 

END OF STORY!!!!   
