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About the Author

Richard Magee is a man who has endured immense suffering in his life due to schizophrenia, yet remains stoic and funny nonetheless. He has survived experiences that most people could scarcely imagine.
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To the people who died as they suffered with me, especially the band members of The Mood Swings who laughed with me when we were the worst band in Dublin. They shared the fallacy with me that somehow we could get famous. They are no longer alive, but their laughter and struggles are as real to me as if they were only yesterday. They’re now free of suffering and happy, I hope.

To all the people who suffered with me in Burton Hall and who are alive and fighting despite mental illness.

To the families of those who have lost relatives.

You are in my prayers…
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Prologue

My name is Richard Magee, and this is my story. It is a story of a tender-hearted man living with mental illness.

I have been in and out of institutions, taking various types of medications, met and lost many friends with mental ailments and travelled a long road. I want to tell my story, especially to those just starting on the journey. It won’t be easy, but it will connect you to those who share your pain.

I want to tell my story to those with the wrong idea about people like me. I would like to tell my story to all the great people I knew who didn’t finish the journey. Their story has also become a part of mine.

My life is not perfect now, and I have lost many years in the process of finding a way to live. However, I did see a way to live with my illness, and the best part is that I survived. That’s worth something. That’s worth a lot! Hence, I think, at the very least, you’ll find many colours of life in The Mood Swings. It’s worth a read and would be worth your while.
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Chapter 1 – The Musings

We were discharged from the hospital in 1988.

After being released from the hospital, Peter Nolan, Andrew Smith, Mark Doyle and I (Richard Magee) formed a band called The Mood Swings. Our manager, Sean Kelly, was another patient. We were diabolical.

Having been discharged, we all lived together in a hospital care home. Well, all of us bar Mark. Sean Kelly moved on a few months after Peter, Andrew, and I. Since we’d all been ill, Sean thought ‘The Mood Swings’ was an appropriate name for our band. He had been sick but now wanted to be the next Paul McGuinness.

Peter was the only talented one of us. He could play the guitar properly when sober, and if I’m honest, he could genuinely have been a rock star, but he had no confidence unless he had five or six cans of Bulmers inside him.

“Ah, lads,” he’d say, “this band is a wipeout. I’m getting stressed; we’re no good!”

He was a huge fan of John Lennon and adored the Beatles. He was always running around after the ladies and took whatever he got. He wasn’t fussy. He had known Andrew Smith for five years. They were good mates. They had been through ‘the war’ (i.e., the illness) together. Peter was our lead guitarist.

Andrew Smith was on bass, and he wasn’t hectic at it. He did think (like Mark) that we could make it. Again, he loved the Beatles, and his knowledge of ‘70s and ’80s music was prolific. The lads knew I’d had an audition for the Late Late Show doing impressions, and now they said we are ’well’ or getting there, so we could get famous. Andrew, like Peter, had come through the worst of things and was on the mend. Of the five band members, I was the most dubious about our chances of fame and fortune.

Mark was the most optimistic or possibly delusional about our band. “Look out for us,” he’d tell people. “We’ll be on the Late Late Show in a month or two.” He was also recovering, but he had a drinking and drug problem. Despite this, he was a lovely guy, and although unrealistic, he was positive, which was very refreshing after where we’d all come from.

In any case, the idea for the band came one evening in Maple Manor House while we were all watching TV. There was a battle of the bands on RTE. We all watched it. These were young, unknown bands, and we realised as we watched that Peter was a better guitar player than nearly all the guitarists on the show. We kept telling him this, and he said, “But, lads, I’ve no band around me.”

Andrew perked up. “Well, I play bass, Mark has a drum kit and Rich has a voice like Bono.”

We all roared, laughing.

“Maybe my voice is like Bono,” I said, “when he hits sixty-five!”

“That’d be right,” said Sean. “But that’s it! We are forming the first mentally ill rock band to rock the planet. We can talk about our drug taking, but it is prescription drugs!”

And so it was with that that ‘The Mood Swings’ was born. We are going to go places, we thought. I was the singer, Peter was the lead guitarist, Andrew was on bass and Mark was on drums. Sean was our manager.

We decided we had better get stuck into rehearsals, but then we realised that we hadn’t got a single song of our own.

“We’d better try and write a few songs,” said Andrew, so we tried to pool our ideas as to what style of music we’d write.

“Andrew and I love the Beatles,” Peter said.

Mark was into the Horse Slips. Thin Lizzy (who Andrew also liked) and I loved U2. I had grown up with them on the radio, and in 1981, I swapped two of the Jam albums for Boy and October, U2’s first two albums. I knew U2 was destined for the big time, and here in 1988, I had been correct. They had been on the cover of Time Magazine last June 1987, and this was February ’88.

Sean Kelly liked songs from various artists, so we decided to let Peter, Andrew and I try to write in the beginning. One evening, we had an attempt to play ‘All I Want Is You’ by U2. It didn’t sound
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