Emerging biomedical technology of cardiac tissue
It was many years ago. I was only eight at the time, but I remember it as if it happened yesterday: the sound, the smell and the darkness. Fear can leave a deep footprint on the soul.

I lived on a new housing estate in the South of England. My family was one of the first to move in and we watched with interest as the waste ground behind our garden turned into a building site over the early months of our occupation.

I was more interested than most. A maze of deep foundation trenches soon appeared. This was followed by piles of building materials far more intriguing than the climbing frame in the nearby playground. Then the first walls sprang up, with ladders and scaffolding and earth movers that proved an irresistible draw in the evenings and at the weekends when the site emptied of workers.

My little gang of friends and I explored every inch of the place that summer. Miraculously it seems, looking back on it, we escaped injury and eluded major incident on the site for weeks, but then our luck ran out.

It was a sunny day; just a few feathery clouds decorated the cobalt sky. My father was working on the family car in the driveway and my mother was making cakes in the kitchen with my younger sister. I was kicking a ball against the garden wall until Michael’s head appeared over the fence.
“Coming over are you?” He pushed his unkempt brown hair off his forehead and sniffed.

He didn’t need to say anything else. I knew what he meant. “Sure,” I replied.

I leapt over the wall just as Michael and Gary leapt over theirs. We nodded to each other.
“Let’s go and take a look at what they’re doing over there. The scaffolding is getting higher. I think they’re ready to start putting roofs on.” Michael beckoned us forwards and soon we were trotting towards the closest stacks of bricks.

I remember the mud. It was as deep as my leg in some places. If you chose the wrong route it could swallow you to your shorts and sometimes it sucked your shoe off as you tried to escape. This time we picked well and we meandered towards the site without major difficulty.

I remember it was me who saw it first. A shiny red wheelbarrow was parked between a pile of grey breezeblocks and a tangled mess of steel reinforcing rods. It was much larger than the barrow my father used in the garden. It must have been new. I can even remember seeing the little moulding slugs of plastic still attached to its big, black wheel.
“Give us a ride Michael!” I hopped over a concreted trench and climbed into the barrow. The metal was cold against my legs and I fidgeted until I got comfortable. Grasping each side I pointed forwards urgently.

My best friend needed no further encouragement. He was a year older than me and quite a bit taller. I remember he cackled as he lifted the handlebars and pushed with all his might.

Ahead of us there was a long, shallow slope and at the foot of the slope rose a huge pile of cream-coloured building sand. It was the biggest I’d ever seen - perhaps twelve feet high. That’s a mountain to an eight year old.

So, the inevitable happened. Within moments we were racing headlong towards the sand as Gary cheered from the sidelines.

I remember the crunch as the lip of the barrow chewed into the pile. I tumbled onto the rough ground as my chariot twisted under the weight of cascading sand. The barrow turned over and trapped me underneath. I remember thinking it was like the motion of a carnivorous plant that someone had brought into class for us to look at a month previously. This time I was the fly, curled up and squashed against the earth in a metal prison.

The next sound followed fast and it was truly horrible. A sharp, coarse, rattling filled my ears. Huge amounts of sand were sweeping over the upturned barrow on top of me. Fear turned to terror as the long sliver of daylight I could see between the ground and the edge of the barrow shrank to one bright inch and then disappeared completely. I poked nervous fingers towards the spot where the last light had been. They brushed against a line of sand: it was oozing under the barrow.
I was in total darkness now and still I could hear sand sliding over the metal above my head. I gulped a mouthful of dank air: it had a strange, cold, tangy taste. The next few seconds stretched ponderously as panic built within me. I braced myself as best I could and pushed against the ground but the barrow did not move a millimetre. I don’t recall whether my eyes were open or closed - it was so dark it didn’t matter - but I do remember trying to kick out with bent legs only to scratch my knee against a wire brick tie half-buried in the mud.

I felt the metal dig into my skin but it didn’t hurt, or at least my panic wouldn’t let it. I pushed again, with every ounce of adrenal force my trapped body could muster, but it was to no avail. The rushing of sand above had been replaced by a new sound now: there were muffled voices. They seemed so far away - as if I’d fallen deep into some hidden crevice in the earth.
“Help!” I cried out, fighting back tears. The sound of my own voice was weak and hollow. I hoped against all hope that they could hear me. “Help me!” I shouted again, hitting the back of my head against the smooth metal ineffectually.

A stifling claustrophobic sensation rose from my stomach into my throat. I blinked in the darkness as frantic noises sank down through the sand into the cramped void. It was scrabbling. I could hear scrabbling above me.

And then there was light. As long as I live I will never forget that first, blinding glimpse of light.
