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  To the drivers of the FIA Medical Car who have conducted me safely round circuits worldwide, sometimes in appalling conditions and sometimes in appalling cars. Nevertheless,

  for the countless first laps, the many re-starts and the accidents to which I have been taken, I am grateful to have arrived in good condition. Over the years – and over 300 Grands Prix

  – there have been so many drivers of so many nationalities who have shouldered the responsibility of not screwing up the first lap that I cannot name them all. But I would like to say a

  special thank you to Alex Ribeiro and Frank Gardner who have driven me more than any other drivers and probably quicker than any others.
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  FOREWORD




  Sid Watkins’ new book paints graphic pictures of many of the people in Formula One Grand Prix racing. It also contains a great deal of humour. As in Life at the

  Limit, there are many behind the scenes tales of his untiring efforts constantly to improve the standards of safety in motor sport, efforts that benefit competitors in all categories. I worked

  very hard in my time in racing and I know how difficult a job it is to talk people into making improvements, not only to save life and prevent serious injury, but also to avoid the sort of

  accidents that – in a great many cases – should never have occurred. Sid Watkins is a glowing example to everyone in the sport of how to go about your business while retaining the

  respect and love of so many.




  Sid is a remarkable man, with whom I have been friends for over twenty years. I have always been ready to support his cause for greater safety. He has taken on some pretty big challenges,

  sometimes against the institution and the very people who appointed him to his job but they, like me, respect him. He knows where to exert pressure and how to get his way. Sid is also a man who is

  available to everybody in the paddock in times of trouble, accident, injury or illness. He is totally reliable, with a wicked sense of humour and this sense of fun comes shining through in his

  book.




  Sid Watkins has earned his place at the highest levels of respect and integrity within the sport and, if he ever gets tired of medicine, the speaking tour circuit would be a worthy alternative

  for his dry, often sarcastic wit and good clean humour.




   




  Jackie Stewart, OBE




  January 2001




  





  
INTRODUCTION




  In October 1994 I started to write a book triggered by sadness at the loss of my good friend Ayrton Senna on 1 May 1994 at Imola. I was in Jerez de la Frontera recalling another

  horrible accident in which Martin Donnelly nearly lost his life. Life at the Limit was about the triumph and tragedy of Formula One racing, and it detailed the struggle I, and others, had

  to reach a high standard of medical safety at the circuits. It also had its share of behind the scenes stories about some of the sport’s most remarkable characters.




  It is seven years since Roland Ratzenberger and Ayrton Senna died. In the years since then there have been many changes, changes which were triggered by the tragedies at Imola. Not the least

  among these is the attitudinal response to any injury in motor racing at Grand Prix level as shown by the response to the accidents of Oliver Panis and Michael Schumacher in 1997 and 1999

  respectively. Max Mosley, President of the FIA, has since launched a zero option policy with the goal of zero mortality in the sport. Much research and development has gone towards the technical

  changes in the car, circuit design, safety, barrier development and personal protection in the cockpit. But this growing edge of research into the prevention of injury by

  study of the biophysics of accidents will always be accompanied by uncertainty. The unpredictable nature of events is inherent in the sport and provides the excitement and thrill for the drivers

  and their audience but also its dangers.




  This new book relates the significant incidents between 1994 and 2000. There is also a race-by-race account of the millennium season, with some memories of my own life at the circuits and my

  views of the current F1 drivers. Finally, there are some happy memories of some of F1’s golden oldies.




  It becomes apparent in the Appendices which outline the continuing search for safety, and the statistics of injury, that the young men of Grand Prix racing are subjected to stresses far beyond

  previously accepted levels of human tolerance. In these circumstances it is fair and just to entitle this book Beyond the Limit.




   




  Sid Watkins




  Paris, France




  10 January 2001
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  PART ONE




  THE YEARS BETWEEN




  1996




  Melbourne: March




  I guess the outstanding event at the beginning of 1996, before the season started, was Mika Hakkinen’s recovery from the devastating accident he suffered in Adelaide the

  previous year. After an initial period in hospital in Adelaide he came to London where it was necessary for him to undergo surgery as the accident had affected his hearing. Of course, he was a big

  hit with the nursing staff, who enjoyed having him around, particularly as he was quite well in himself and full of fun.




  We all went off to Melbourne for the Australian Grand Prix, the first race of the season, which was also the first race to be held in Albert Park. There had been a good deal of protest about

  using the picturesque park as a race circuit. Just before the race, despite tight security, a bomb threat was received. The circuit people thought that whoever wanted to set it off was going to do

  so at the beginning of the first lap, provoking worry that it might actually disrupt the start. Bernie Ecclestone, with his usual sense of humour, said, ‘Well, if we have to have two starts,

  that’s more fun, so that’s OK.’ In fact, nothing happened, but the first lap was somewhat explosive anyway.




  With the great Australian race driver, Frank Gardner, driving me in the medical car as usual, we set off behind the pack. There were several large outside TV screens

  around the circuit and as we flashed past one I saw that one of the Grand Prix cars a couple of corners ahead of us was high in the air. When we arrived at the scene we found that it was Martin

  Brundle’s Jordan. By then, he was out of the car, which was completely inverted and largely destroyed. Martin put his thumb up when he saw my car arrive. As he had one of the Australian

  doctors with him and it was clear that he was OK, I said to Frank, ‘Off we go again.’ However, the race had been red-flagged so we went gently round to the back of the grid to wait for

  another parade lap before the second start. Frank and I were sitting in the car when we saw Brundle running towards us. I found out later that Eddie Jordan had told him he should get my OK before

  he could drive again, but we had heard already from the Australian medical team that he was fine.




  I got out of the car and saw straight away that he looked as fit as a fiddle, so I said to him, ‘Well, do you want to race?’ and he said, ‘Yes, please.’




  ‘Well, I think you’re OK,’ I replied, and put my arm around him and gave him a bit of a cuddle – that picture went out on TV worldwide. As he ran back to the pit lane he

  got a huge round of applause for his courage. We made the second start. There was no problem on the first lap this time and the race settled down.




  It was, of course, Jacques Villeneuve’s first Grand Prix race, and his form in the Williams had been devastating all weekend. He and Damon Hill were away at the front and there was a good

  deal of competition between the two of them. Jacques had put his car on pole, with Damon alongside him, and that remained the position in the race for a considerable time

  until a mechanical problem intervened. Hill won, with Villeneuve second.




  After the race I went to the Jordan pit to look at Martin’s car, or at least the remnants of it. The survival cell had remained intact and was more or less on its own, with a lot of debris

  around it. I then saw the tape of the flying accident; it had clearly been a massive shunt. At one stage Martin’s car was in the air just above Johnny Herbert’s head – Johnny had

  seen the whole of the vehicle’s under-belly before it overtook him to land in the gravel. When the press asked him what it had been like, Johnny replied, ‘Have you seen Top

  Gun?’




  In April 1995 the racing circus had returned to Argentina for the first time since the Falklands War. I was impressed by the changes in attitude and in facilities that had taken place since the

  last time I had been there in 1981. The circuit, of course, had been much changed and the Medical Centre, although it was in the same building, had been revamped with a totally new team of medical

  staff. Now, in 1996, the Williams team were out in front and did a one–two again, as they had in Melbourne. For Damon it was his third Grand Prix triumph in a row as he had won the race in

  São Paulo a week earlier.




  When we had left São Paulo I took the opportunity of visiting the Iguazu Falls. I had been to this remarkable place when we first went to Argentina in the seventies, and had met James

  Bond there in the shape of Roger Moore. This time I was with my son Alistair, who was working with the FIA (Fédération Internationale de l’Automobile) as their Press Delegate,

  Jean-Jacques Isserman, the FIA Medical Inspector, and Peter Byles, our FIA Anaesthetist, who had once – as related in Life at the Limit – impersonated

  James Hunt. We had a good time, which included a terrifying ride in a rubber dinghy into the maelstrom of the falls, in particular the Garganta del Diablo, the most terrifying of all the three

  hundred odd falls. Of course, we all got thoroughly wet and it was with relief that I climbed out of the craft, my nerves shattered.




  It was at the beginning of 1996 that we introduced new head-and-neck protection for drivers in the form of a horseshoe-shaped collar of foam, known as Confor. The research work that had been

  done at the Motor Industry Research Association at Nuneaton in Warwickshire had shown that 7.5 centimetres of Confor foam covered with a Kevlar skin in the shape of a U, mounted on top of a

  car’s chassis, was extremely protective when tested with instrumented Hybrid III dummies, in that it reduced the G-forces to the head and also the Head Injury Criterion or ‘HIC’.

  The energy-absorbing properties of this foam really had cut down the effects of impact on the head and neck in a most remarkable fashion. In fact, it had been one of the several factors which had

  protected Martin Brundle from serious injury in Melbourne. Many teams had resisted the introduction of this safety device (made mandatory at the beginning of the 1996 season) although it was clear

  from the research work that it should be introduced. All of the teams, save Ferrari, gave me, as the Chairman of the Advisory Expert Group, a lot of stick because they did not want to introduce the

  high sides to the cockpits of the cars on the grounds of cost and aerodynamic loss. In fact, one of the team principals came to me, and declared that I had cost him a million pounds because he

  would have to redesign his chassis. I told him that he could subtract it from the salary of his driver, who was earning seven times that amount of money and probably would

  not miss a million. Nevertheless, Max Mosley, President of the FIA, stood firm and, despite all the complaints, it was now in all the cars and starting to do its job.




  In August 1996, where the Spa circuit sweeps down towards the Medical Centre to the last right-hander, Jos Verstappen had a huge accident: his car went into the barrier at about 100 m.p.h. and

  it was to everybody’s astonishment that he stepped out unaided, albeit somewhat unsteadily and looking a little stunned. The medical staff nearest came to his rescue and helped him into an

  ambulance. An accident replication performed later at the Transport Research Laboratories in Surrey discovered that the G-forces operating in the accident would have undoubtedly either killed him

  or caused a major brain injury, without the energy absorption of his crash helmet and the new head-and-neck protection.




  The Williams team remained dominant for the rest of the season: after Damon’s win in Argentina, Villeneuve won the next race at Nürburgring, then Hill won at Imola, Canada, France,

  Germany and Japan, to take the world championship. Villeneuve went on to win at Silverstone, Hungary and Portugal and took second place.




  Earlier in the year I had been told that I was to receive the Mario Andretti award for excellence in medicine, so on the way to Canada I went to Detroit, where there was a CART race. I was

  honoured to receive the award from Mario himself and we had a delightful dinner with him and his colleagues afterwards to celebrate.




  1997




  Montreal: June




  We had seen the accident on the widescreen TV close to our car at the pit exit of the circuit on the Isle Notre Dame. Olivier Panis’s car had gone off heavily into the

  wall, rebounded and ended up on the opposite side of the track among the tyres. Whenever high-speed impact like that occurs I watch anxiously to see if the driver is moving. Often, for a few

  seconds, the helmet remains absolutely still but it always seems much longer than just a few seconds. Sure enough, Olivier’s head moved and he made an attempt to get out of the cockpit, but

  fell back abruptly and gestured for help to two marshals. As this happened I heard Herbie Blash, Assistant Race Director, saying on the radio, ‘I think we’d better send Sid to have a

  look at this.’ Immediately we got ready to leave and then came Herbie’s instruction: ‘Sid, would you please go and have a look at the Panis accident.’




  I turned to the medical-car driver and said, ‘Let’s go.’




  To my astonishment, he asked, ‘In the middle of the race?’




  I realized that perhaps I had not briefed him well enough in the preceding two days. ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘In the race. Let’s go.’




  His next surprising comment was ‘But we don’t know where the accident is.’




  ‘If we drive around the circuit we’re sure to find it,’ I replied, somewhat acidly.




  Meanwhile, Herbie had put the safety car on stand-by, then deployed it. The two cars left for the pit exit together, but Oliver Gavin, the safety-car driver, had stopped

  as we reached the circuit to wait to join the Formula One cars when the leader came round. We went straight out on to the circuit to reach the accident. Panis’s car, the Prost, was at right

  angles across the track, and as I opened my car door to get out a string of F1 cars appeared so I slammed it shut again to give them as much room as possible. Olivier was lying at the edge of the

  circuit beyond the car and, to FIA anaesthetist Gary Hartstein’s and my astonishment, his head and upper torso were inside a roll of bolted tyres – the marshals had put him there for

  protection – presumably. Gary went to Panis’s head and I went to his injuries: it is the normal routine for the anaesthetist to monitor the airway and circulation while I look at the

  overall situation. Here it was obvious that Olivier’s right leg was fractured below the knee, as his right foot and shin were out of line two-thirds of the way down. I reached for my shears

  to cut open the uniform on the right leg. More help arrived as a large pair of marshal’s boots appeared, one of which was perilously close to the site of the fracture. I tapped the boot with

  my shears to attract the owner’s attention and asked him to remove his ‘pedal extremities’, as Fats Waller called them. I could hear Gary and Olivier talking OK so I got on to

  examine the damaged leg. The F1 cars were still going past, with Oliver Gavin pacing them in the safety car, and it was pretty noisy. More medical help arrived with splints so I set about splinting

  Olivier’s leg above and below the obvious fracture. Meanwhile the marshals had removed the protective tyre roll, and Gary was putting up an IV (intravenous) infusion. I had a word with Panis

  about his right leg and he then indicated that his left leg was also painful. I could see no obvious displacement of the shin but there was a bump under the skin over the

  tibia. The quickest way to deal with this was to splint the left leg to the already splinted right. Once I had done this and Gary had set up the IV we were ready for the ambulance transfer. It was

  then that I realized there was silence: the race had been stopped.




  Olivier went off in the ambulance and Gary went with him. My driver and I drove to the medical centre. Once there Dr Denis’s medical team took over with Dr Jacques Buchard in overall

  charge. The medical team and the medical centre’s equipment in Montreal are among the best in the world so I never have any qualms when we are racing at Isle Notre Dame. Alain Prost soon

  arrived in the centre and we told him that Olivier was OK – one broken leg and, perhaps, two.




  The race was stopped fifteen laps before the full distance; 75 per cent of which had been covered. Schumacher won, and I heard later that he had expressed sorrow at Panis’s injury and also

  complained bitterly that it should have occurred at all. I thought this was a bit off – and so, apparently, did Jacques Villeneuve, who said that people frequently broke their legs skiing and

  implied that it wasn’t much to get emotional about. I agreed with this. Panis had had a major accident – the car chassis had snapped across the front of the cockpit in line with the leg

  fractures – and had had a miraculous escape. I thought we would get some helpful data from this crash but a few weeks later I was disappointed to be told that the accident data recorder had

  not been working.




  That night Olivier had surgery to pin his damaged leg bones; there was considerable soft tissue injury too, for his leg swelled and needed fasciotomy (incisions to release the muscle swelling, thereby preventing muscle death from tension). He took some time to get over all this – and his accident was the first one with serious injury since

  Hakkinen’s 1995 crash in Adelaide.




  The year 1997 had started peacefully with a win for Coulthard in Australia then for Villeneuve in Brazil. There was a two-week gap between the races in Brazil and Argentina during which

  Villeneuve took a holiday. I didn’t know that he had any tummy trouble until Sunday morning, when I was summoned to the Williams pit at the circuit in Argentina about an hour before the

  warm-up. Here I learned that he had had gastroenteritis for four days. He had taken some medication, which had proved ineffective, so he still had the runs. He needed to get this under control

  before the warm-up began so I advised him to take four Lomotil tablets – twice the normal starting dose. He looked nonplussed, and said, ‘What happens if it doesn’t

  work?’




  ‘Well, then we would have to use the champagne cork.’




  ‘How does that work?’




  ‘We stick it up your backside. The higher the pressure gets inside, the tighter the champagne cork gets jammed in the orifice owing to its shape.’ He wasn’t sure whether or not

  I was joking but went off anyway to do the half-hour warm-up.




  When he came back I asked him how he was and as he had had no more trouble I advised him to come to the medical centre and lie down in the cool and take some fluid by mouth so he wouldn’t

  start the race dehydrated. He asked for an intravenous infusion but we thought this unwise: putting the needle into a vein in his arm might cause a haematoma, which would

  make it painful for him to drive. As he was on pole position he had a good chance of winning and I didn’t want to do anything to destroy that.




  About half an hour before the pit lane opened for the cars to circulate for fifteen minutes, I went along with Gary Hartstein and Jean-Jacques Isserman to see Jacques to make sure he was OK. His

  blood pressure and pulse were fine, he had drunk some liquid and felt better. In fact, he made a very good start in the race and won, despite Montezuma’s Revenge.




  He went on to have a fabulous year and won in Spain, Silverstone, Hungary, Austria and Luxembourg. He almost won the European Grand Prix, the last race of the season at Jerez de la

  Frontéra, but an awkward collision between him and Michael Schumacher put paid to that: Villeneuve was trying to drive down the inside of Schumacher at the chicane when Schumacher’s

  car turned in on his. There was an impact and Schumacher’s car was left in the gravel, out of the race. Villeneuve was then in the lead but was overtaken on the last lap by the two McLarens

  who had also swapped places so that Hakkinen was ahead of Coulthard. It was Hakkinen’s first Grand Prix win, but Villeneuve took his first world championship.




  The collision led to controversy and ultimately an inquiry at which it was deemed that Schumacher had acted wrongly. He was stripped of his second place in the world championship for 1997, and

  eliminated retrospectively from the results for the whole of that year.




  The end of the season brought the retirement of Gerhard Berger. Everyone was sad at this because he was so much fun: his sense of humour and naughty pranks would be missed. Earlier that summer, he had lost his father, despite which he drove brilliantly at Hockenheim to take first place, and in his last race at Jerez he came fourth, so Gerhard went out on

  a high note. He continued to work with me in the Expert Advisory Group until his new job with BMW made it impossible for him to attend regularly.




  In September I was honoured to receive the Centenary Award of Merit from the Royal Automobile Club which was presented to me in Edinburgh by His Royal Highness Prince Michael of Kent. The award

  was created to mark the hundredth anniversary of the formation of the RAC. Before the presentation there was a splendid dinner, with excellent company, including my old friend Jeffrey Rose, chairman

  of the RAC.




  At the end of the year, under the auspices of the FIA, a symposium on safety was held in Monaco just before the annual prize-giving at which the FIA’s world championships are awarded.

  Safety experts came from Europe and the United States to represent the major manufacturers and we evolved several research projects to be undertaken in the future.




  1998




  Melbourne: March




  Jacques Villeneuve, the 1997 champion, had become blond towards the end of that year. Now, in Australia, his appearance was a matter of considerable surprise to Frank Gardner,

  whose sense of humour is as enormous as the continent in which he lives. Frank could not believe his eyes and muttered various unprintable comments about the spectacle of Villeneuve as a blond. As he and I walked to the paddock we spotted, to our astonishment, a blonde lady with exactly the same colour hair and a similar cut. ‘There goes

  Villeneuve with tits,’ cracked Frank.




  The rest of the weekend was fairly quiet, only notable in that Hakkinen won the race, having switched places with Coulthard who had been leading towards the end of the event. Hakkinen went on to

  win in Brazil, Spain, Monaco, Austria, Germany, Luxembourg and Japan, and secured his first world championship.




  The race in Japan took place almost exactly three years from the time Hakkinen had sustained his big head injury in Adelaide. I was delighted to have seen his gradual progress from when he

  returned to racing in 1996 until he achieved the potential I always thought he had to become a truly great racing driver.




  In 1998 we had our share of massive shunts. In June, in Canada, there was a great tangle at the first corner on the first lap, and at the second start there was a tangle between Alex Wurz and

  Jean Alesi, but fortunately no one was hurt and there was no need for a third start.




  Foul weather, poor visibility and a very slippy circuit in August at Spa caused the most remarkable carnage on the first lap at La Source. We made a normal racing start, despite the conditions

  – a procedure that seems to be dropping from favour now with the introduction and the more frequent use of the safety car to start a race in adverse weather. In any event Marc Duez was

  driving the medical car, and we were just behind Ricardo Rosset as we went into La Source. Before you get to the corner it’s possible to look across and see, not the circuit but the air

  above, as it descends steeply to Eau Rouge. I looked across as usual and saw in the air lots of bits of cars and wheels. I said to Marc, ‘There’s trouble round

  the corner,’ so he slowed, but Rosset went straight on as if nothing was happening.




  We rounded the corner and saw a vast collection of debris – wheels and cars without wings and without their wheels – but mercifully as we drove to the mid-point of the crash scene,

  nobody seemed particularly hurt. Gary Hartstein jumped out and ran through the back half of the field to make sure everybody was all right while Marc and I drove through to the front to check on

  everyone there. I think the only casualties were Eddie Irvine, who damaged his elbow, and Rubens Barrichello, who had been struck on the head. There was a red substance on his helmet which he

  presumed was blood so he thought that he had a head injury. However, upon taking his helmet off it was clear inside and he was unhurt, although he wasn’t feeling too sharp. The red was

  probably paint from the tyre barriers.




  It took a considerable time to clear up the mess; it was remarkable that no sizeable piece of debris had gone into the spectators. One man who was in the back of the stand had been struck on the

  chest by the logo off the Stewart car, which he returned to Jackie Stewart.




  After the re-start, the race was pretty exciting, and notable for the remarkable accident that Michael Schumacher had with David Coulthard when the latter was a lap down: Schumacher came out of

  the mist behind him and hit the back of his car. Schumacher’s car was badly damaged and although he got it back to the pit he could not continue in the race. As a result Damon Hill won his

  first Grand Prix for the Jordan team so there was jubilation among the British. Marc Duez deserved full marks for driving in very bad conditions in two starts, performing

  quite brilliantly on both occasions.




  In the lead-up to the race Jacques Villeneuve and Mika Salo had enormous shunts in practice. Jacques had clipped the kerb at the bottom of Eau Rouge, arrived at the top out of shape at 180

  m.p.h., went into the gravel and hit the barriers. Mika spun out of control at the top of Eau Rouge, and his Arrows car went hard into the tyre barriers. Red paint on his helmet indicated that it

  had been in contact with the tyre barrier and he had a severe headache. The head-and-neck protection in both cars had been destroyed in both crashes, which indicated how well the deformation of the

  new device was working.




  Salo was sent by helicopter for a brain scan. He came back with it an hour or so later. In the medical centre I showed him the films which image only the bone. I asked him what he thought of his

  X-rays. ‘There’s nothing inside the skull,’ he said, with some surprise. I told him that that was quite normal for a racing driver, then took him with his X-rays to show his boss

  Tom Walkinshaw and played the same trick. Tom just looked at me and said, ‘Well, what else would you expect?’




  We had a great deal of fun at Barcelona in the Spanish Grand Prix. The local man who had been selected to drive the medical car didn’t seem up to the task and I thought it would be too

  dangerous to try to follow the first lap of the Formula 3000 race with this particular gentleman at the wheel. As Niki Lauda was in the paddock I asked him if he would be prepared to drive me. He

  agreed immediately, asked what time he should turn up, and did as requested just ten minutes before the pit exit opened for the F3000 cars. He climbed into the

  driver’s seat and asked if he could do a lap as he had never driven on that circuit before, nor had he driven the Mercedes 500 Estate Car. I agreed and off we went for a lap during which he

  drove very fast indeed for someone who had not driven the circuit or the car before. When the race began he drove magnificently, but refused to fasten his safety-belt or wear a crash helmet. When I

  asked him why he replied, very simply, ‘I don’t want to be overconfident.’




  1999




  Silverstone: July




  It had been a quiet weekend so far and we had not been out in the medical car to any incident. A huge crowd was enjoying the fine weather as the Formula One cars took off on

  the parade lap. Alex Ribeiro drove the medical car, with me beside him, on to the tarmac alongside the Brooklyns and Luffield complex and began to warm up the tyres of the Mercedes E estate car.

  Phil Rayner, our anaesthetist, was in the back. The cars came round, with Mika Hakkinen leading and Michael Schumacher behind him. We latched on to the back markers and followed round Luffield to

  the start.




  Two cars stalled on the grid as the red lights went out, too late to abort the start, and we all took off. Alex dodged the stalled vehicles expertly and took the car into and through Copse

  corner as quickly as he could. We hammered down to Maggots corner, the F1 cars had strung out and were disappearing into the distance.




  When we got to Hangar straight we could see yellow flags waving, and we soon spotted the rear end of a Ferrari sticking out of the tyre wall at Stowe. As we pulled up,

  Herbie Blash asked over the radio from Race Control if we were going to stop to see to Michael Schumacher. I replied that we already had. It’s a long haul over the gravel bed from the tarmac,

  but we were at Schumacher’s Ferrari within eighty-six seconds of the impact. The nearest doctor to Stowe corner was already with the car, and a rescue team was arriving.




  As I approached the Ferrari I could see the back of Michael Schumacher’s head. He immediately spotted me and said, ‘Sid, it’s only a broken leg.’ The marshals were trying

  to lift him out, although he had made an attempt to get out himself until he realized his leg was broken. It was a difficult manoeuvre – the broken limb had to be passed round the steering

  column, but soon Michael was resting on the gravel. Cool as a cucumber, he said, quite dispassionately, ‘Sid, can you do two things for me? Phone my wife and tell her it’s just a broken

  leg, then get hold of Jean Todt and tell him to check the other car as it was a brake failure.’




  ‘OK,’ I agreed, and we got on with the job of splinting his right leg then strapping both legs together. He took some Entonox – a gas and oxygen inhalant – but

  didn’t like it so politely asked the doctors to take it away. We put him on a stretcher and carried him to the waiting ambulance. The marshals had screens around the scene, but Michael wanted

  the world to know he was OK so he held his hand above the screens and waved.




  While Phil and I were working with the other doctors and rescue crew, Alex Ribero was quietly collecting the head-and-neck protection, which was fractured,

  Michael’s helmet, and the steering-wheel and column, which had collapsed. Later it was found that the monocoque had fractured transversely and that one of the wheels had come right round to

  the cockpit side.




  In the medical centre, my old friend and neurosurgical colleague Brian Simpson took charge and we cut Michael’s uniform off him so that he could be completely examined. (Later in the year

  he accused me of trying to cut off his scrotum, too, and I’m not sure he was joking. In any event I denied having done so on the grounds that I hadn’t thought of it but maybe I had got

  a bit close.) After we had got him organized in the medical centre he asked for a mobile phone so that he could call his wife. By then Jean Todt had turned up in the medical centre and there was

  nothing more for me to do. I left Michael in the safe hands of the Silverstone Medical Team, and Phil and I pushed off with Alex back to the car for the re-start.
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