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‘Never mind 
my MS. We 
had to get Pete 
to hospital – 
urgently’

You’d miss The Lounge 
in Lerwick easily 
enough. There’s a 

door in a building sticking 
out apologetically into the 
pavement on Mounthooly 
Street, with a weather-beaten, 
broken-lettered sign above 
its door in white-trimmed 
red letters in a 1950s font that 
nobody uses any more. At 
night, a small spotlight comes 
on, but it’s angled to the left, so 
all it clearly says is “THE LOU”. 
It’s one of those pubs that’s not 
much to look at, but its regulars 
are friendlier than you’d meet 
almost anywhere else on these 
islands.

If you go on a Wednesday 
or Saturday night and head 
upstairs, you’ll hear some of 
the best folk music in Shetland. 
From 10 o’clock for at least 
three hours, the room spun 
with reels, jigs and occasional 
slow airs. I found myself talking 
to one of the fiddlers, whose 
mother turned out to have once 
been a dedicated MS nurse. 
When I told her that I had the 
disease too, and how far I’d 
already sailed, she could hardly 
believe it.

I’m 66 now, and I’ve had MS 
since I was 27. But that night 
four years ago at the Lounge 
in Lerwick  was one of those 
times when I could forget 
that I had the disease at all. 
Round the table from me was 

Howard Steen, my old climbing 
partner from the pre-MS days, 
when we were both students 
at Cambridge, who had sailed 
his yacht Martha Maria across 
from northern Norway to 
meet us; James Jack, who had 
flown up from Edinburgh to 
help him crew it down the 
west coast; and Pete Davies, a 
friend since childhood with 
whom I co-owned the yacht 
Liberty, on which we had sailed 
from north Wales. When we 
set off, we didn’t know that we 
would end up meeting at the 
Lounge in Lerwick, yet it’s now 
engraved on all of our own 
internal maps, somewhere 
firmly anchored in our minds 
when we think of friendship 
– which, to me is inseparable 
from sailing.

But if meeting up that night 
at the Lounge was one of the 
small but lovely triumphs of 
my decades of sailing with MS, 
there have been some scary 
moments too.  

Of all the anchorages in the 
Summer Isles, the one Pete 
and I like best is the sheltered 
channel between the two 
uninhabited islets of Tanera 
Beg and Eilean Fada Mor. To 
the east, the porcupine ridges 
of Stac Pollaidh stand guard 
over the surrounding land 
like a colossal fortress, to the 
west the setting sun over the 
Outer Hebrides turns the 

Torridon sandstone cliffs 
even pinker. All this and coral 
sands, occasional otters, wild 
flowers growing in profusion 
in the absence of grazing 
sheep, and the remote coastal 
villages of Wester Ross within 
easy striking distance: it’s no 
wonder that it had become a 
favourite.

Pete and I had anchored 
there on our 2013 voyage north 
to meet up with Howard and 
Martha Maria in Shetland; 
and on 24 May 2015 we headed 
there again. This time, we were 
shooting more footage for 
what turned out to be Howard’s 
award-winning film Revisiting 
the Dubhs Ridge. For the 
film, we used the two yachts, 
Martha Maria, and Liberty. We 
all met at Tobermory, where 
I filmed some scenes talking 
about MS, and then we sailed 
north, anchoring overnight 
at Muck, Mallaig, Loch Duich 
and, on 23 May, that other firm 
favourite of ours, South Rona. 
The next day, Sunday 24 May, 
was one of those magical days 
on which I’d defy anyone not 
to enjoy sailing: a beam reach 
north to Rubha Reidh and then 
downwind to Tanera Beg in 
the Summer Isles: 40 glorious 
miles in a mere seven hours.

We did a bit more filming 
and recording while anchored 
in Tanera Beg then in our two 
yachts sailed up Loch Broom to 

Glasgow-born consultant radiologist Roger Chisholm  has 
had MS for the last 40 years, though it hasn’t stopped him 
trekking in the Himalayas and sailing in the Arctic Circle. 
In this extract from his autobiography, he recalls dealing 
with a medical emergency while sailing near Ullapool

Ullapool. Pete and I continued 
north to Tanera Beg and 
anchored there for the night. I 
made supper and we each went 
off to bed. And that’s when the 
drama began.

At 11:30pm, I heard the 
sound of Pete retching in 
the loo. He was in agony, 
clutching his stomach and 
grimacing with the pain, 
which seemed to come in 
20-minute waves, ranging 
from just about bearable to 
what he said was the worst 
pain he’d ever felt. The first 
thing to do was to check for 
peritonitis: if Pete’s gut had 
somehow been perforated, I’d 
have to somehow summon a 
helicopter, as he could be dead 
within hours.

Except, look where we were. 
The anchorage at Tanera Beg 
was indeed sheltered, but 
the island sheltering us also 
blocked out the VHF radio. We 

couldn’t get any mobile phone 
reception either. We were on 
our own.

The fact that the pain was 
coming in crescendos was, my 
training as a doctor reminded 
me, good news – although it 
wouldn’t have seemed like 
that at the time to Pete. Pain in 
waves indicated a colicky pain 
rather than a chronic one, and 
because it was to one side and 
radiating towards the groin, I 
thought it must be renal colic. 
A kidney stone. That couldn’t 
kill Pete, but it would produce 
an immense amount of pain. 
Never mind my MS: we had to 
get Pete to hospital – urgently.

He had already, with 
superhuman effort, raised the 
anchor, and had gone back 
down to the cabin to try to rest. 
At about three o’clock in the 
morning, in pitch darkness, 
we set off for Ullapool, nosing 
gently out of our anchorage. 

The rocks, the cliffs, 
and the shallows were 
all hidden in the pitch 
darkness

Roger Chishom at sea, above; 
friend and sailing partner Peter 
Davies, below, who had to be 
rushed to hospital after suffering 
a kidney stone
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Until we reached open sea, 
the course I had to chart was 
particularly tricky: we had to 
keep within 25 yards of a cliff 
on the starboard side while 
avoiding some hidden rocks 
off to port. I had three things 
going for me. First, when we 
got out to sea, the wind was in 
our favour. Secondly, we had 
GPS. Thirdly, and probably 
most importantly, we had the 
large-scale Antares chart for 
Tanera Beg made by our friend 
Bob Bradfield, showing with 
perfect accuracy just where the 
rocks were, and how deep the 
channels were between them.

At the best of times, there 
aren’t too many lights on this 
part of the Scottish coast. At 
three o’clock in the morning, 
I couldn’t see a single one. 
The rocks, the cliffs, and the 
shallows were all hidden in the 
pitch darkness. Without Bob’s 
chart on our iPad, getting out to 

the open sea would have been 
fraught with danger.

Once out of the radio 
shadow of Tanera Beg, I 
managed to get through to the 
coastguard, who arranged for 
an ambulance to meet Liberty 
at the pontoon in Ullapool at 
7am. But the passage there 
was positively Wagnerian. As 
Pete battled pain in the cabin, 
hailstones rattled down on 
the deck above. Four hours 
later, though, we were there. 
Pete managed to tie off the 
mooring lines, and staggered 
off the pontoon towards the 
ambulance, where morphine 
and Endotox kept the pain at 
bay on the 90-minute dash to 
hospital in Inverness.

There, they tested him for 
diverticulitis and pancreatitis, 
but his X-rays and blood tests 
were both fine. Only then, and 
after another pain attack, did 
they test for a kidney stone 

and give him the abdominal 
CT scan I had suggested. This 
confirmed that Pete did indeed 
have a kidney stone, and he 
had a successful operation to 
remove it the following night. 
I was glad to see my diagnostic 
skills from my junior doctor 
days hadn’t gone rusty. I 
was even gladder to see Pete 
walking along the jetty at 
Gairloch to rejoin Liberty three 
nights later.

●●This●is●an●edited●extract●
from●Don’t●Look●Down●●
by●Roger●Chisholm●(Scotland●
Street●Press,●£19.99).●●
Howard●Steen●and●Gus●Floor’s●
award-
winning●film●
Revisiting●the●
Dubhs●Ridge●
can●be●seen●
on●https://
vimeo.com/●
215021897

T okio Myers relish-
es being labelled 
an underdog. It 

worked for him when he 
rocked up to the prestigious 
Royal College of Music, not 
an aspiring rapper as many 
expected, but as a pianist 
with a love for Chopin and 
Rachmaninoff.

And it happened again 
when he successfully 
brought his electrifying 
mash-ups to television 
screens across the country 
courtesy of Britain’s Got Tal-
ent, sweeping to victory in 
the process.

From delicate piano con-
structs to full-on electronic 
sculptures, he mixed Adele 
with Beethoven and Ed 
Sheeran with Debussy.

People lapped it up, and 
now they’re doing the same 
to his debut album, which 
fuses classical, cinematic, 
hip-hop, dance and 90s soul.

Stretched out on a wide 
booth in a central London 
restaurant, the 33-year-old 
smiles widely as he reflects 
on a magical 2017.

“The more you put me in 
a place I’m not supposed 
to be, it excites me more. I 
get a kick out of it because I 
know I can educate people,” 
he says.

“I really love the underdog, 
I don’t like doing the obvious 
thing. I don’t want to be put 
in a box.”

His motivation to audi-
tion for the ITV talent show 
came from a fear of stagna-
tion. After years as a session 
musician for Mr Hudson 
And The Library, where 
he toured with everyone 
from Kanye West to Amy 
Winehouse, Tokio want-
ed to flaunt a sound he had 
worked hard to hone.

“I reached a point in my 
life and things were pretty 
static, I hate static,” he says. 
“I woke up one morning and 
decided I was going to do it, 
just because it was going to 
be super challenging.”

Born in London, Tokio 
was awarded a scholarship 
at the Royal College before 
going on to work with Mr 
Hudson. Kanye was a high-
light, he says, recalling a 
backstage basketball match 
with the superstar.

“Within five minutes, we 
were off to play basketball. 

They bring a net with them 
on tour and I’m there block-
ing Kanye, taking jump 
shots in his face pulling fac-
es at him ... It was very sur-
real.”

As a touring musician he 
also performed at Glaston-
bury in 2009 and it’s a plat-
form he would like to return 
to.

“I want to take this to the 
top, this isn’t just for my bed-
room,” he laughs, in bewil-
derment perhaps at his 
own rise from small crowds 
to the Royal Variety Show 
(BGT winners automatical-
ly play the event).

“I definitely would love to 
be a household name, that’s 
a dream,” he continues. 
“The same as Hans Zim-
mer is, you say his name and 
you’re like, ‘Ah amazing, 
epic composer’.

of stuff. Them kids didn’t 
choose to be part of that, 
they were born in it. But 
at the same time it should 
be for everyone. There’s 
loads of kids who won’t do 
it because of the perception 
it’s not for them.”

“I hope those kids will see 
me and say it’s cool to play 
Chopin or Rachmaninoff.”

And he’s adamant that 
despite his own hesitations 
about the world of shows 
like BGT, he owes them, and 
Simon Cowell, a lot.

“Simon’s been massive. I 
spoke to him last night on 
the phone and he’s just been 
there through the whole 
process. He flew me out to 
LA and went to his house 
and we were just playing 
demos. I feel like a kid in a 
spaceship,” he says.

“The team they are on it. 
They are really good, they’re 
really excited. We recorded 
a 40-piece live orchestra in 
Abbey Road with full brass 
system ... everything is real, 
nothing is cheap.”

He goes to these lengths 
because it is his job to con-
nect with people, he says.

“I’m just choosing to do 
it through music, and the 
piano and music are my 
voice.

“I am here to connect,” 
he reiterates. “It’s a crazy 
time we live in and music is 
important to all of us, when 
we’re down, when we’re 
happy, and when we need a 
little boost.

“What do we go to if it isn’t 
music?”

The pianist and 
composer talks to 
Joe Nerssessian 
about his life of 
defying expectations

Tokio Myers: my journey from 
session musician to BGT winner 

00Tokio Myers has a UK tour planned for April

“The more you put 
me in a place I’m not 
supposed to be, it 
excites me more. I  
get a kick out of it 
because I know I can 
educate people”

●●Our●Generation●by●Tokio●
Myers●is●out●now.●His●UK●
tour●includes●a●gig●at●the●●
Queen’s●Hall●on●7●April,●see●
www.tokiomyers.com

“That kind of vibe, that’s all 
I want, nothing much,” he 
smiles.

During his classical train-
ing he was surrounded by 
a lot of aspiring musicians 
from a rich, white back-
ground. It would be easy 
for Tokio to say he wants 
to change that. And in a 
sense he does, but not at 
the expense of targeting his 
former peers.

“My fight isn’t with race,” 
he says. “My mum’s white, 
my dad’s black. I’ve got noth-
ing against race, or money 
or wealth or any of that kind 


