
Pinnacle 

06:38 on 10th January 2020. 

Lying on my back and wee fingers tickle my ribs on the right. I shine my phone on my one year old 

daughter's cherubic curl-kissed face. 

On the other side of the wee one my wife lies snoozing, while Alexa’s on the bedside table playing a 

90s INDIE MIX (she only responds if I shout). 

Friday I’m In Love by The Cure jangles on and the waves of a weird nostalgia wash over me. It’s my 

43rd birthday today. And 20 years since nuclear war erupted in my mind and scattered my 

personality into a outer space.  

I occasionally find bits of it to this day - stuck inside the melody of an old song or in a scrawled, 

cryptic post-it note that tumbles like a desiccated moth from the pages of a book I pull from the 

shelf. Nonsensical now, but they must have been important enough once to stick somewhere. 

They called it a psychosis – probably caused by drugs from the guy up the road or the doctor down 

the hill and merged with my own weakness and different bits of psychic detritus into a mental 

tornado. Who knows and who cares? A post-mortem 20 years later is pointless. 

When I was acutely unwell it was scarier for the folk around me. I was ok cos I was on a mission – 

between getting wasted in Dunfermline and learning Ninjutsu in Leith, Sitting Bull was showing me 

how to control time and tide by whispering weather spells over a plastic globe spun counter-

clockwise, so we could resurrect the Ghost Dance movement for the Millennium in order to stop 

World War 3. From the viewpoint at the top of the town I could see apocalyptic fires burning all the 

way across the Forth and snort out the smouldering corpses of impending Armageddon into the 

night sky. Once I had saved the world, the plan was to escape to Jamaica to live happily ever after in 

the hills with the Rastafarians.  

Something like that anyway. The point is I was far too busy and detached from reality to be scared. 

Lucky me; my friends and family were shitting themselves they’d get a call one day to tell them 

something tragic had happened. I sometimes wonder if I would have died oblivious to reality on 

some imagined battlefield, or whether some higher power might have granted me a few moments 

of clarity before I passed? Maybe I would have returned to the real me – like a slain werewolf that 

transmogrifies back to human form before he takes his final breath. 

The lowest point for me came many months later. The wildest excesses of my flourishing madness 

had withered, but the meds had ballooned me to such gargantuan proportions that one day I was 

close to jumping off a balcony. It sounds vain I suppose, but being a fat bastard on top of a crazy 

bastard felt like too much to take.  

However, my general prognosis was that if I took better care of myself and made wiser lifestyle 

choices, I could keep well,  have a normal life with a job and a house and maybe even eventually a 

wife and kids. That felt improbable – especially when the banter from folk who had been through 

the same thing was that the best I could hope for was getting signed off for life on Disability Living 

Allowance. Then I wouldn’t have to worry about money, but I’d be left to wander around aimlessly 

while folk I used to know crossed the street to avoid getting caught in headfuck conversations. ‘Sad', 

they would mutter from the sides of their mouths ‘he was such a bright boy at the school’. 

Despite all that, a long recovery eventually did crank into gear, which would never have happened 

without cracking family and friends, and those good doctors who took time to listen. And I upset the 



odds with a few things along the way – like going to university, getting work, living independently 

and suchlike. Talking about how I was feeling instead of stuffing my worries down inside my soul 

helped, as did battering them into submission in a boxing gym. And I had always liked to write, so it 

felt cathartic to puke things out onto paper, even if all I usually did was screw it up and launch it into 

the bin. But between the lines I was lonely and my self-confidence had taken such a devastating 

dunt that nothing I ever achieved felt satisfying cos I had no one of my own to share it with. 

If I could wriggle through a wormhole and appear to my 23 year old self in a puff of hash smoke at 

the peak of my illness, my arrival wouldn’t seem surprising in the midst of all the magical stuff that 

was happening and I wouldn’t get a look-in – my earnest attempts at reassurance would be pale 

platitudes next to Sitting Bull’s peace pipe pearls of wisdom. 

So instead, I’d fast forward a few months and materialise next to my fattest incarnation peering over 

the balcony at the street below and wondering what type of mess he would make when he hit the 

ground.  

And I’d tell him that in a couple of years he would lose enough weight that it would no longer look 

like his face was about to explode. And that he'd end up living in Jamaica after all, where he’d meet 

and marry his wife before moving back to Scotland and fathering a baby daughter. 

Then I’d say that one fine day they’d all be back in Jamaica on holiday together, off the beaten track, 

sitting in a pickup truck at a stunning hilltop spot in St Catherine called Pinnacle, where the first 

Rasta commune was founded in 1940.  

And I’d tell him to grit his teeth and never give up - cos everything was going to be alright.  


