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About the Author

‘I’ve known Jodi for almost seven years now. When I first met her she was an aspiring poet and like me she was just trying to get out there and play as many shows as possible. She came to watch me play at Bestival in 2011 and next thing I know, a few months later, she is paralysed. Anyone could have given up on hopes and dreams in that position, or even felt sorry for themselves. Yet every time I saw Jodi, she had regained some movement in one part of her body and slowly she was getting better.

It’s a fantastic book, from a fantastic wordsmith. I’m so proud of how much Jodi has achieved since I’ve known her. Proper chuffed. Ed x’

Ed Sheeran
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Foreword

1. Everything can change

2. The letter made things OK

3. When something makes you happy, hold onto it

4. I asked Mum if I was going to die

5. I didn’t know who I was anymore

6. Everybody at some point in their lives will stand on the kerb and think ‘It would be so easy’

7. Everything started to make sense

8. Life goes on …

9. We are all extraordinary

Afterword: good things come to those who do good
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I’m sitting at my desk, covered in glitter, with felt-tip pen marks up to my elbows. I hope to write ten more letters before my hospital appointment this afternoon. I’ve been feeling very tired this week, but I try to ignore that. There’s a lot to be done.

I glance at my laptop and see that there’s another email in my inbox. This one has come all the way from New Zealand! I want to read it, to find out who it’s from, but stop myself. I’ve got to finish the task in hand.

There – one more letter done. The notepaper I’m using, a present from a lady in America, is a buttery yellow colour, so I put it in a pale blue envelope and add it to the pile ready for the postbox. I like making the envelopes beautiful too; as small pleasures go, there are not many more magical than seeing a pretty, handwritten envelope fall through the letterbox onto the mat. A little handwritten treasure: when was the last time you wrote one? It’s unusual to write a letter these days, or to receive one. But it’s a lovely thing to do, and it will make someone’s day a little bit brighter.

If you’d told me two years ago that I would be spending a lot of my time hand-writing letters to people I had never met before, I would have laughed at you. But then two years ago my life was pretty different. These days I know that for the price of a stamp, you can change someone’s day.

So why not dig that biro out of the kitchen drawer, and find the stationery set you were given a few birthdays ago? Go on – tell someone how wonderful they are. Sometimes we all need a little reminder. If you’re not convinced, read on, and hopefully my story will change your mind.
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25 October 2013

Dear Jodi (aged 22),

You look amazing! Stop worrying about how big your arms are because they aren’t. Stop being a div. I’m here to tell you a few things. Firstly, I’m you. It’s 2013 and Twiggy and Musa are about to come over for tortillas in your brightly coloured little house. Josh is currently covered in hair dye, because he decided to jump in the shower whilst you were washing it off. You are now a red head (again!). Who is Josh? Josh is your puppy. He isn’t the only new furry member of the household but I shall leave the rest as a surprise for you.

I’m not going to ruin too much for you but I do need to tell you something. Some of the most extraordinary things are going to happen to you in the next two and a half years. Remember when you first went on the Sky Rocket ride at Drayton Manor Park and they left you upside-down just a little too long? Remember that feeling? Well, life is going to cause that feeling. For a while you will feel out of control and won’t be able to do anything about it. But from this end I can promise you that it turns out magically. Not quite as you’d expected maybe, but it will all work out.

Big love,

Jodi (aged 25)

xx

None of us expects that something very bad might happen out of the blue. Something that will tip your entire life upside-down, inside-out, and won’t even leave you a map to navigate this topsy-turvy world you thought you had figured out. But in an instant, everything can change – just like that.

And for me, in an instant, everything did. I contracted a brain infection called meningoencephalitis. I know, I’d never heard of it either.

I was 23 and had been performing at a music festival on the Isle of Wight. I’d gone with Sarah, one of my best friends. We had an amazing time and returned with pockets full of glitter, empty hip flasks and a bunch of memories sound tracked by our favourite bands. I started feeling a bit poorly a week after I came home – nothing you could put your finger on, just not quite right. I put it down to tiredness and having overdone it during the summer.

When I woke up on 27 September 2011, about two weeks after I got home to Birmingham, I had what felt like the worst-ever case of flu. I rang my mum to ask when she was coming home and she told me to phone the GP. But my GP is never available. Someone came up with the amazing idea that every doctors’ surgery in our area should be merged into one super-duper doctors’ surgery, but now you have to book an appointment two weeks before you even feel ill. Instead I made an appointment at a walk-in centre and my brother Jake drove me there. I remember sitting on the floor in the waiting room, looking at all the other people in the queue and asking the receptionist if it was my turn yet. I’m not usually like that; usually I would sit quietly until they closed before I uttered a word, but that day I couldn’t handle people talking and felt completely disorientated. Perhaps I had a high temperature. Suddenly I had to leave. I cancelled the appointment and my brother took me home again.

Normally Jake teases me for being pale because he is blessed with olive skin whereas I am practically transparent on a good day and look like death warmed up when I’m poorly. But he didn’t tease this time. He asked if I was all right and then just drove. Mum was home when I got back. Thankfully, she could see I wasn’t just a bit under the weather, that this wasn’t simply a bad cold, and she took me to the walk-in clinic opposite the hospital. She later told me that I had gone a horrible grey colour, my eyes were sunken and my lips were turning blue.

The GP at the walk-in clinic got me to lie on the bed while he examined me from head to toe. I felt terrible by this point but I was still with it enough to see that he and Mum were worried. I explained that I had flu-like symptoms, only much worse than I’d ever experienced with flu before. Then the GP found a mark on my foot, a little circular red insect bite with bruising around it. He asked where I had been recently, and if I had been bitten by any insects. Mum told him that I’d been at a festival on the Isle of Wight, and I remembered I’d been bitten loads of times there. The GP then said he thought I had contracted meningoencephalitis from a tick bite. He wanted to phone for an ambulance to take me to the hospital over the road, but there wasn’t time. By this point everything was going pretty blurry and walking was becoming a challenge. Mum and the GP bundled me into a wheelchair and rushed me straight to the hospital Accident and Emergency department. Within 20 minutes I was unconscious.

I have no memory of anything that happened over the next two days. I’m told I was immediately given two different types of medicine via a drip going into my arm. The doctors gave me a lumbar puncture – otherwise known as a spinal tap – in which a needle is stuck into your spine. They needed to test the spinal fluid to check for signs of infection and they also had to drain some off because there was so much pressure on my spinal column. Then I had a scan to see what was going on in my brain. Mum says that I kept saying ‘thank you’ to everyone, but I don’t remember.

Mum gets very wobbly whenever she talks about that time, which isn’t often if she can help it. She says it was a complete nightmare as encephalitis is life-threatening. For a couple of days no-one knew which way it was going to go.

What happened to me was unusual, but it can happen to anyone. Around one person in 200,000 gets encephalitis if they are bitten by a tick. Just one little pesky tick bite, and you can die from it. But I didn’t die. Instead, that one moment changed my life in ways I could never possibly have imagined.
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