
   [image: Cover: A Very Simple Mind by Derek Forbes]

   
      
         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

      
   


   
      
         
            For Wendy, my life, my love

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Contents

         

         
            
               	Title Page 

                  	Dedication 

                  	Foreword by Peter Walsh 

                  	Intro: Playing a Good Riff 

                  	1. The Best Year Ever … 

                  	Hey, hey, hey and la, la, la

                  	Don’t You Forget About Me

                  	Always On My Mind

                  	2. When Harry Met Betty 

                  	3. Young Derek 

                  	4. Better Guitars and Gigs 

                  	5. Simple Minds 

                  	First Rehearsal

                  	First Gig The Mars Bar

                  	Zoom Records

                  	First Album Flight Life in a Day 

                  	On Tour

                  	Magazine, the Secondhand Daylight Tour 

                  	Back on Tour Again – and it’s still 1979

                  	Real to Real Cacophony 

                  	Real to Real Cacophony Tour 

                  	Old Grey Whistle Test New York 

                  	Home Turf Again: University Tour

                  	Bigger Things to Come

                  	Empires and Dance 

                  	Peter Gabriel Tour

                  	Kelly Marie and the Disposable Camera

                  	Signed by Virgin

                  	‘Glittering Prize’ and New Gold Dream 

                  	Steadying the Ship

                  	New Gold Dream Tour 

                  	Time Out and Then Back Again

                  	‘Waterfront’ 

                  	6. Once More into the Breeks 

                  	Propaganda

                  	Getting Married

                  	Almost Back with Simple Minds

                  	7. Simple Minds, Take Two 

                  	Back with Simple Minds

                  	Back on Tour

                  	The Last-Ever Gig

                  	8. What Next? 

                  	May the Forbes Be With You

                  	Outro: Throwing the Last Stone 

                  	Outtakes 

                  	On Tour with the Crew

                  	In the Van

                  	A Typical Tour Day

                  	My Guitars

                  	Other Bands I have played in

                  	Not Forgetting

                  	Words From … 

                  	Acknowledgements 

                  	Plates 

                  	Copyright 

               


         

      
   


   
      
         
            Foreword

         

         My early musical influences came from a wide variety of genres and artists. On the one side there was R&B: Stevie Wonder, George Benson, Johnson Brothers, Quincy Jones. On the other side alternative art rock: Talking Heads, David Bowie, Roxy Music, Peter Gabriel. When I first heard Simple Minds, it was like listening to a hybrid of all the bands I loved. One of the things I liked most was how the drums and bass worked together: beneath the distinctive interplay between guitar and keyboards there was a powerful engine with a deep, punchy bass line driving the music forward. Enter Derek Forbes!

         The first time I saw Derek perform was in Liège, during the Simple Minds’ Sons and Fascination tour. Songs like ‘In Trance as Mission’, ‘Celebrate’ and ‘Love Song’ struck me particularly. The way he moved on stage, it was as if he was connected to a different source – coming from somewhere deep inside, through his whole body and not just his hands. Much later I saw him playing with Propaganda in Munich and it was the same thing: hypnotic, mesmerising, as if he was in a world of his own.

         In the world of bass playing there were many different styles and techniques emerging at the time. Whether playing pick or finger style, slap bass or on a fretless, Derek was master of them all. ‘Colours Fly’ and ‘Big Sleep’ worked well playing in a slap bass style, but Derek had his own technique of hammering down but not plucking up, so it didn’t sound too funky. It was more percussive, more primal. Although he was a very physical player, he was undoubtedly one of the more relaxed musicians I’ve worked with in the studio over the years. He never seemed to feel the pressure, or if he did, he never showed it.

         Laying down the rhythm tracks for ‘New Gold Dream’, we wanted to get bass, drums and at least one basic guitar track down at the same time. I didn’t want to risk losing the energy and feel of the live performance by doing too many overdubs afterwards, so it was important to get as much as possible in one take. Derek had the stamina and skill to do repeated takes, each one as good as the other, and the focus to keep it sounding fresh every time. These were pretty tricky bass parts, but as always, he made it look easy. He was also willing to try the different approaches and ideas I had in some of the more atmospheric songs like ‘King is White’ and ‘Somebody Up There Likes You’, where in the interests of precision and sound quality we simplified the recording by adding a few overdubs. He would of course have been technically capable of playing it all at the same time perfectly but was cool enough not to need to prove it.

         Many of Derek’s bass parts were based on circular phrases, a 2- or 4-bar cycle which repeated throughout the song. In a way they worked more like guitar riffs than traditional bass lines, which focus more on playing the root notes of the chords. The beauty of this is that the music changes above it while the bass stays the same. It’s one of the reasons that the album New Gold Dream sounded so special, and this was a core characteristic of the Simple Minds sound. Some of the New Gold Dream songs required a funkier touch on the drums, which is where my old mate Mel Gaynor came into the picture – and that collaboration between Mel and Derek led to a great pairing.

         Derek was always fun to be with, both in and out of the studio, and we had many special moments where he had me falling about in fits of laughter. I remember making home videos with him up in Fife during the rehearsals for New Gold Dream, where like kids we filmed paper planes flying over the loch to simulate Lancaster Bombers, accompanied by the Dambusters theme tune. It was moments like this when Derek’s love of the ridiculous, and his ability to find the simple joy in things, shone through.

         Moving down to London for the recording there were late nights at the Columbia hotel in Bayswater, raiding the kitchen and consuming vast quantities of Marmite sandwiches to cure the munchies, and keeping the bar open till the early hours. I think it was on one of these late nights that Charlie and he came up with a nickname for me – Arthur of the Britons.

         When we were working at Manor Studios in Oxford, I remember him calling me on the studio phone one afternoon to ask me to join him in the games room for a frame of snooker. It seemed strangely urgent, so I went over to the house with some trepidation, thinking there might be a practical joke about to happen. Walking into the room I saw that the table was set, all balls positioned correctly with one exception. Where the red balls were usually located sat a rather large hedgehog! The poor animal was returned to the garden without delay after the joke had passed.

         Many years later, during the recording of Néapolis, Derek would pick me up from Glasgow airport each week in a bright red Audi Quattro. Jim and Charlie had purchased this vehicle expressly for the two of us to commute the 70 miles to and from the studio in Loch Earn. It was always a hilarious journey, during which we’d talk about family, music, and our love of British comedy – Monty Python, Fawlty Towers, Derek and Clive. He knew all their sketches by heart. He was, in a way, the comedian of the band, a bit of a clown, always up for a laugh. He had what I would call a kind of Carry On sense of humour (probably derived from watching too many Carry On films!) and he also did a wicked impersonation of an old man, harumphing around the studio.

         What about lasting impressions, legacy? One of the most rewarding things that can happen when you’re a music producer is to know that people appreciate the music you are creating. Over the 40 years since I recorded with Derek, there have been countless occasions when I have been asked what it was like to work with him back then: How did you get that sound? What kind of a person is he? Looking back, it was a moment in time which shaped both of our lives massively, and I’m proud and grateful to have had the opportunity to be part of the big story and to have made the best of it, for all of us.

          

         Peter Walsh, September 2023 
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            Intro: Playing a Good Riff

         

         On 22 June 1956, I came into this world and battled with double pneumonia and later a double hernia, everything happening in stereo. This book tells the tale of my journey into music and of the early days of Simple Minds, where five young men took on the world. It was 1977. Playing bass was almost alien to me, a 20-year-old Derek Forbes, who’d been a lead guitar player since 1971. I had been asked to join Simple Minds permanently, but still couldn’t break the ‘chord’ that joined me and my guitar in favour of the bass. However, my beloved Gibson Les Paul guitar, my pride and joy, was stolen from a rehearsal room in Glasgow. After that, I decided to say yes to Simple Minds and become their bass guitarist. In time I went on to be voted the best bass player in Scotland and recognised around the world. There are tales that will make you spit your tea down through your nose in uncontrollable laughter, tales that may shock, and tales that will warm your heart. I share with you stories from travels on the road, dabbles with mind-bending substances, unfortunate accidents in the trouser regions as well as glamorous meetings with superstars. We laughed together, we laughed at each other, we had fights and arguments, we learned to work with luminaries of the music industry, but most of all, we always had fun. This is my truth. All verbatim, all kosher, no horse shit! A most splendid read, I hope. And if I have fucked up any of the stories, dates or names, then let me know.

      
   


   
      
         
            1. The Best Year Ever …

         

         This year was going to be an incredible year for Simple Minds. We were heading on tour to Australia and New Zealand again. Sparkle in the Rain had just been released and it had gone straight to Number One in the UK. We were headlining, with the Eurythmics supporting us, and Talking Heads preceding us, and they would play with the Pretenders supporting them. It was incredibly exciting for the band. We left the UK in January 1984 on a British Airways flight, first class all the way.

         When we got to Sydney, we were welcomed by screaming fans. At the hotel, the Southern Cross, we met up with all the other bands, complete with their children and including some very young babies. It was like Supertramp on tour, with buggies and nappies and Breakfast in Australia. There were lots of rock luminaries milling about and chatting. Packs of promoters and their teams there, and an army of record company representatives too. I met Lisa Gaye Watt, and we got on like a house on fire. Dave Stewart teamed up with us as we breathed in Australia together. We had a TV show later that week to do for ‘Molly’ Meldrum at his home in Melbourne.

         Good old Melbourne, birthplace of my lovely wife to be. We had our first gig on 27 January 1984 at the Narara Festival. Jim spoke of it being a disaster, but I have no recollection of that at all. I really enjoyed it. ‘Waterfront’ was doing well in the Antipodes, which was great. During these days we had a barbecue laid on by our record company pals. It was at Palm Beach just North of Sydney, where Home and Away was shot. It was a proper Aussie barbie, and we got pissed and danced about the beach like a bunch of eejits. Soon we were off to the next shows in Melbourne. I had become friendly with the Talking Heads band, so Lisa, Dave Stewart and myself partied with them every night until we left for New Zealand. One night in Melbourne I was standing with David Byrne. We were looking out of the window at the swimming pool below. Someone had ordered loads of pizzas, so David and I started skimming the boxes over the water of the pool. We must have thrown a good load of them. Suddenly David turned to me and said, ‘Hey, you’re from Scotland.’ I said, ‘Well spotted, that man!’ He then went on to tell me he was Scottish, and that he came from Dumbarton, and I reminded him that this was the third or fourth time he had told me that.

         Next stop, Auckland, New Zealand. By this time ‘Waterfront’ had gone to Number One in the charts. We were playing on the North Island, totally different to the South Island. The gig was at the Sweetwaters Festival, and what a gig it was! Limos were available to take the artists anywhere they chose and at any time of the day. At the gig I could see, in the front rows, hordes of crazy-looking bikers, including Māori bikers. They did look the business. The stage was at the bottom of a steep hill. At the top of the hill was a lake. There were helicopters taking people for rides over the audience of tens of thousands of people. At one point a helicopter lost control and had to ditch in the lake. Flares were going off everywhere, and each side of the audience became at war with each other. One side threw cans and bottles in their hundreds at the other half, the other threw everything back. It was like a scene out of Apocalypse Now. One man decided to push his way through the crowd to the front of stage. He had a bottle of kerosene, took a gulp, lit it, and burned his way through the people. Some people’s hair was set alight. Soon the guy was battered to the ground and taken away. Another person tried to drive a Transit van into the crowd. It was overturned, the driver was pulled out and then kicked out of the festival. Though it was chaotic in the crowd our performance was still great. The gig was great, and we appeared to go down well – as did the Eurythmics. At the beginning I watched Annie Lennox warming and vibing up before striding onstage looking full of confidence. She really did take this showbiz lark seriously! A wonderfully talented artist and lady.

         Time to head back to Australia for a final fling and a cheerio to all of our new friends. We arrived in Sydney and after a day or so we travelled to Canberra. I tried the new fad that was happening in Australia, Tequila Slammers. I was out of my gourd when I finally left the club. The last show was on 9 February at Selina’s, the incredible hotel and nightclub where I met Robert Plant of Led Zeppelin and where he asked me if I wanted to go to Elton John’s stag night in Manly Vale. We laughed at this one! We left beautiful Australia a few days later for Ireland.

         Our first gig in Ireland was in Galway’s Leisurelands Centre. This was the first time we had played in Galway, and the audience were fantastic. Next day we were at the City Hall in Cork. This is the home of Murphy’s Stout, Cork’s answer to Guinness. Charlie, Mick and I went out to test it. On 20 February we went back to Dublin to play Gallagher’s Hall. OK it’s not called that, but it is St Francis Xavier’s Hall – funnily, the sound man, who was no saint, had the very same name! After the sound check and before the gig Charlie, Mick, Mel and me went out for a drink and ordered Asti Spumante – this became a habit thereafter.

         We had loads of great times in Dublin, especially in the bars, restaurants, and later Lillie’s Bordello in the ’90s. On 21 February we did our second night at SFX, which never disappointed. The next day we were back over the border in Belfast. Due to a very high demand for tickets, we were to play two gigs on the same evening at the Ulster Hall in Belfast. There had been queues of fans all around the Hall and streets, waiting to get in for the show. It was a very cold day, and people braved the freezing conditions. The first set started at half past six. I remember a scarf being thrown onstage and it landed on my bass guitar; I just took it off and booted it back into the audience. At half past nine we came onstage and did the show all over again. That night we got – or should I say, I got – totally pissed. In the morning we had a travel day. I was still steaming drunk as we left to board the small plane taking us to Edinburgh. It had no toilet, so I was in a cold sweat the whole way over the Irish sea. I managed to keep my clothes in perfect order, thank you.

         We had two shows at the Edinburgh Playhouse, on 24–25 February. It’s a great theatre, and both nights were fantastic. Although we are from Glasgow, Edinburgh is our second home, we love the place. On the 26th we played The Caird Hall in Dundee. There was a real buzz in the Hall, the audience cheered us on after every song. February 27, we go to the home of Clan Forbes, Aberdeen. We played at The Capitol Theatre. About halfway through the gig, a girl jumped up onto the stage and put her arms around me. I was surprised. Was it my aftershave?

         On 28–29 February and 1–2 March we played Barrowland. Four in a row. We stayed at the Beacons Hotel in the Park area of Glasgow, diagonally across from where I sit and write these lines. I live in the area now, and I often see hordes of students walking past my house. They mostly stay at the hotel which is a youth hostel now. It’s now hard to believe: I can still see Mel Gaynor ripping off the door of Lenny Love’s room demanding his per diems.

         The Barrowland gigs were incredible. Absolutely packed every night. The horsehair-sprung floor was jumping and we could see the definite sway of the fans from the stage. There were girls fainting at the front throughout the shows. One was mouthing something naughty at me, and then she pretended to faint. She got carried over the stage, as that was the only space the St John Ambulance workers had to work with. They passed me with the girl in the stretcher, and she looked up and winked at me from the stretcher.

         On March 3 we played one of the most revered gigs of my tenure with the band, Newcastle’s very own City Hall. The New Gold Dream tour had been sensational in the past, and now, it was the turn of Sparkle in the Rain. The show was everything we expected and more. Brilliant gig with the sons and daughters of the River Tyne, brilliant people.

         We arrive next in Liverpool at the Empire Theatre. This has an enormous stage, so I had to do a bit more walking around to make sure I played to everyone. Keeps you fit, this rock lark. My Beatles fix complete, we headed off to Nottingham for the next gig. I have played gigs here with Simple Minds, Spear of Destiny with my great mate Kirk Brandon, Big Country, the Alarm, Los Mondo Bongo, Propaganda and my own band Derek Forbes and the Dark. I am making myself thirsty, longing for a session at Ye Olde Tripp to Jerusalem, the pub next to Nottingham Castle, where Richard the Lionheart congregated before setting off on their Crusade.

         On 6 March we head to the Apollo in Manchester. Another wonderful place and gig. I still remember supporting Magazine there, listening to them playing ‘The Light Pours out of Me’ and watching wee John McGeoch shredding those parts. There was nobody like him, RIP.

         We headed next to the scene of the crime, Leeds University, scene of the Who’s Live at Leeds (as you know by now, one of my favourite albums). Not only were we treading the boards of our heroes, we were also using their equipment, hired from their headquarters in Shepperton Studios. Do you remember Jim Kerr using a golden Shure SM58 microphone? It was Roger Daltrey’s! Kenny Hyslop had used Keith Moon’s drum riser on one of the tours. We had a lot of the Who’s crew and some crew from Pink Floyd. The best of the best!

         I was in my element playing there. One thing was for sure, I got ‘famous value while shopping’. I bought a Gibson Les Paul ‘Black Beauty’ for £650 on tour with Kirk Brandon’s 10:51. Thank you, Leeds, you have always been wonderful.

         By the time we were at the Odeon in Birmingham, Jim and I were both suffering with a very high temperature. I stood and played, hardly able to stand, but soldiered on until Jim’s voice completely went, and we had to cut the show short. The next gigs were cancelled and rebooked for later. We needed some time off to recover.

         A European tour was now being arranged, starting on the 24th of March in Scandinavia. We went to play the Isstadion in Stockholm, Sweden. Jim and I had fully recovered from our terrible bout of flu and were looking forward to treading the boards again. I remember one of the guys from our agency, Frontier Booking International (FBI), in New York had come to the gig to see us. His name was John Huey. Our show was really well received, and John took me to the side for one helluva compliment: I was, he said, more of a Black player than any other white player he had seen, such was the soul in my playing.

         Back in the dressing room we had a special guest in Thomas Johansson, management partner to Stig Anderson for ABBA. Thomas asked me if I could write some songs for the girls, now that ABBA had stopped playing. I said if I had time, I would give it a try, but my time was all about Simple Minds, and I never had a chance to work on anything else. I was asked to play on Frida’s album with Phil Collins, Mark Brzezicki (of Big Country), my great friend Kirsty MacColl and others, but again I was cup tied, and couldn’t make it.

         Then to Denmark, down to Germany and over to Belgium. We approach Brussels and book into the Hotel Métropole. On the day of the gig, Mel, Mick, Charlie and I had breakfast outside at the tables set up just in front of the hotel. Those were great times and I really miss them. Two nights in Brussels playing to our fabulous Belgian fans, and we move to Brielsport, in Deinze. Then we go to one of the best arena venues in Holland, the Ahoy Sportpalies on 31 March and 1 April. I remember walking in to find a strange woman accompanied by one of the crew. A well-dressed lady, grasping a big leather bag. She was a drug dealer, coming in to supply us and others with whatever we required. At the time this was normal in the industry for hard-working travelling bands – it was accepted that you may need something to keep you going or calm you down on these grueling tours. The Ahoy gigs were magnificent. What a place to play. It was enormous and packed with adoring Simple Minds fans who swayed and danced along to the music. We felt like we had arrived. If we had wondered before, this blew our doubts out of the water.

         The next day we played our old favourite, the Stadthalle Offenbach. We were delighted to be back. After the gig, it was off to bed and up early for the drive to Hamburg, one time home of the Beatles. We played the Markthalle once again, a favourite venue of the band. We did have a wee wander around the red-light district, namely the Reeperbahn.

         The gig at the Markthalle was, guess what, fantastic. It looks like a building where cattle auctions are held, but ‘geil’ (cool) all the same. If you ever visit Hamburg then go into the Hauptbahnhof, or train station; it’s well worth a visit, for shops, food, books, trains, and journeys on to faraway places. On 6 April we go to my soon-to-be haunting ground, Düsseldorf. We played the Phillipshalle, and felt that this was another landmark for us on our journey upwards; the young German audience were superb.

         On 7 April we detoured into France for a gig. On the next day, we arrive in Munich to play the Circus Krone, which I had seen many a time in old WWII footage. This is where rallies were held by Madalf Heatlump and the Nasties, as John Lennon wrote in In His Own Write. It was an awesome place and, like it says, a circus, under a huge tent. A where young Oskar would have been in his element; if you have read or seen The Tin Drum, you will know who I mean. I love Munich, it is such a colourful place – and a visit to the House of 1000 Beers is well worth it.

         Next stop Italy. A day off on our way to Mestre, Venice. How lucky are we to get to play in these wonderful, iconic places, full of history. We got here quick enough to arrange dinner in the balmy Italian evening. We boarded one of the beautiful wooden water taxis, and sailed to a restaurant on the bank of one of the tiny canals. It was very warm for this time of year, and the canal water had an unforgiving pong. The food at the restaurant was lovely and there were around nine or ten courses. I had to go for a sleep between courses and then returned and just carried on – as the saying goes, ‘Don’t eat till you’re full, eat till you’re tired.’

         As usual the Italians were so passionate about the band, and we left Venice with a big collective cheesy grin on our faces. The next day we headed to Reggio-Emilia, where the fans were getting ever wilder. We arrived at the venue, which had a huge fence right around the building, and there were a lot of fans waiting impatiently, pressing up against the gates and fences. Safely through the gates, we then sat in the dressing room for some snacks and drinks. Time for a bit of shut-eye for some of us, as the partying every night was taking its toll. The venue was another of the big sports halls. It was a magic gig as usual, and after the show, we met fans and dignitaries before boarding the minibus. As we got to the gates, there was complete mayhem. There was a sea of fans crowding us, climbing onto the minibus, and peering in the windows. We eventually made a dash for it. What a great experience though, but I wouldn’t like it to be like that every day.

         The next gig is the Teatro Tenda in the Lampugnano area of Milan. This is, as you can probably work out, another theatre tent, with an official capacity of 7,000. When we stepped onstage that night there were 14,000 people: the crowd were fighting and pushing and shouting and certainly full of passion. We were amazed by this incredible reception, and the gig was astounding. Thanks to the Gods that we were not the support act that night! I will never forget that feeling. We were home and dry in Italy, that was for sure.

         In the morning of 13 April, we made our way to Zürich in Switzerland. The Volkshaus was the next gig that night. I love Austria. We went onstage and we were greeted by our lovely audience. The set was ‘East at Easter’, ‘Up On the Catwalk’, ‘Book of Brilliant Things’, ‘Glittering Prize’, ‘The American’, ‘King is White and in the Crowd’, ‘Speed Your Love to Me’, ‘Someone, Somewhere in Summertime’, ‘Promised You a Miracle’, ‘Big Sleep’ and ‘Waterfront’. During ‘King is White and in the Crowd’, Jim suddenly jumped up in the air and sang, ‘I’ve got a luvverly bunch of coconuts’. I was choking, laughing; what just happened? Was he going mad, was he tripping? No! He was in love. At that time, he was besotted by his new girlfriend Chrissie Hynde, and he just took a maddy onstage that night. I am convinced there will be a recording of that moment somewhere.

         Then we’re into the French-speaking area of Switzerland, and Lausanne. Next stop the Théâtre de Verdure, in Nice, France. I recollect doing the gig here, and I have memories of promenading on the front in the intense heat, under stunning azure, cloudless skies. I also have flashbacks to the beautiful hotel on the front, where we stayed that night. On 16 April we are in Toulouse, at the Halle aux Grains. Same deal, wonderful place, incredible French people taking the time to come and see us. The next day we drove past endless vineyards. Marseille was next; it seemed almost like a pirate town and there were certainly a few dodgy characters down by the harbour. The gig was full and buzzing.

         Next we drove down in the tour bus overnight to Madrid, to play two nights at Morasol. Great gig: Mel was up at the front conducting the crowd with a drumstick. He really is a huge character. I felt I was home! My love affair with España has never faltered. I managed to speak in Spanish to the crowd a few times – that went down well. One phrase that really went down really well was ‘Dame tus manos’, which translates to ‘Give me your hands’ – the arena was a sea of hands.

         On 20 April we are at the Pacha Auditorium in Valencia. This is an upstairs venue, so quite a challenging get-in, but the show was really worth the struggle. (‘Tangent alert’ – a year later I would be there with the band Propaganda. It was the night when smoking cannabis was legalised in Spain – or, at least, Valencia. Propaganda had a meal the night before our gig, and we sparked up a few joints in the restaurant after our meal.) After the show we got in our bunks on the tour bus, ending up in Barcelona the next morning.

         Next stop, we played the Palais d’Hiver in Lyon. Lyon was always a great town for us to play; the people there are so friendly. I remember that one of our mad fans, who travelled to lots of gigs with us, was dancing to every song we did at the soundcheck. She was a special little lady, and a top fan. Another top night and away we go to another great French town, Rennes. Then Le Zenith in Paris. According to online reports, this was Simple Minds’ finest hour – we played out of our skins to the crazy Parisian fans. What a great end to our European jaunt. I would dearly love to move to France, but don’t tell my publisher that.
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         We headed back to good old Blighty, booking into the Columbia hotel. As usual our return to Bayswater Road saw us bump into a plethora of musical stars of the time. ABC, Depeche Mode, George Michael, and many more. I remember one time we were staying at the Columbia hotel and were due to meet the actor Peter Firth, courtesy of the lovely Frankie, who had looked after us so well at the farm in Scotland where we wrote the album New Gold Dream. So, we were all sitting together on a big sofa in the lounge of the Columbia Hotel. The door opened, and we saw Frankie and Peter coming towards us. We loved the film Tess, and the connection to Nastassja Kinski, so we were buzzing, and a bit in awe. As he approached, he gave off an air of coolness, and we got up to greet him. We shook hands and sat back down on the sofa. There was a big armchair for Peter right in front of us. He sat down, as cool as you like, but was a bit too forceful on the armchair, and next thing, the chair had toppled backwards with him in it. We burst out laughing hysterically, and Peter’s face was scarlet. What an icebreaker! We all got on famously, and shared Earl Grey tea and cucumber sandwiches.

         Our next gig was meant to be at the Birmingham Odeon on the 5 May 1984. However, the gig was cancelled due to Jim’s wedding to Chrissie Hynde in New York. While Jim was jetting off to NY the rest of the band had a little sabbatical around London, which helped us to refresh no end. We rehearsed, had photographs taken, did a video, went to see a flim, did a bit more shopping with Charlie – whatever we did, we did it together. We had a good run of UK gigs coming up before we were USA-bound, so we had to get over to Grosvenor Square, to the American Embassy, to sort out work visas.

         7 May, we went to Leeds University and played a blinder. On 9 May we headed down south to Cornwall for a gig at the Cornwall Coliseum, St Austell. This is where our new make-up and wardrobe guy, Peter Kozub, gave me a haircut before I went onstage. He cut me twice with the samurai scissors he was using, and I asked if the hair creation he had left me with was a bowl cut. I left the dressing room for the stage and popped back to retrieve my guitar plectrum to find he was lying flat out on a chair, out of his face on some substance or other. What a man!

         Later that month, we started an eight-night run in London, at Hammersmith Odeon. We stayed in a hotel in Piccadilly, across the road from The Ritz. The first night was an amazing experience, the second the same, on the third the gloss was beginning to erode, and by the time we got to the last night, we were thoroughly bored. Don’t get me wrong, it was an honour to play that many times at such a prestigious venue. How actors keep their sanity intact on theatre runs is way beyond my comprehension. All said and done, the number of people who came to see us was tremendous, and we still applaud you all for being there: 35,200 people! Had Simple Minds finally landed?

         Next it was our turn to jet off to New York! We landed in NY early to allow us all time to get used to the new time zone. Mick, Charlie and I went out shopping to the Rolex shop in Manhattan and bought Chrissie and Jim matching watches as our wedding present to them.

         During the evening of the 26 May we played at Ritchie Coliseum, College Park. It was raining heavily at this gig and during the show a skylight broke above us, and water poured out, hitting my amp. I thought, Fuck this, as soon as I touch my microphone I will fry, so I stopped singing anywhere near the mic. I remember that Jim wasn’t too happy! We played the Up All Night Ballroom in Irvington, New Jersey on 27 May. This was memorable because some drunken twat grabbed a drum microphone and started singing ‘It’s a grand old team to play for’ which we could hear through the monitors. I wanted to boot his arse, but we all laughed at the cheek of the zoomer. 29 May next gig Orpheum Theatre, Boston, Massachusetts – our fourth year playing Boston. It was good to meet an old friend here, a Japanese photographer, who had been at the original Simple Minds gigs in the early days.

         We head north, through the border into Canada and arrive in Montreal. From there we made our way to Toronto, Ontario, for four nights at Massey Hall. This venue just shows how big the band had become, with residencies everywhere, worldwide. Toronto for four days!

         On 7 June we did an overnighter to Ann Arbor, Michigan – a beautiful little place, and a fine gig. Then Chicago, Illinois. Another good show, and we head up northwest to Canada again. This time it is the Queen Elizabeth Hall in Vancouver. My girlfriend at the time had met up with me now and joined me on the tour, a huge mistake on my part. We were in our bunk as we reached the border. The border police came onboard and asked for our passports, so we handed the passports through the curtain, and peeped out to show our faces.

         Our popularity meant that we were booked to play the Hollywood Palladium again on 17 June. A couple of people in the audience from the front of the stage shouted at me to do a solo. I threw in a couple of slaps and pop but didn’t veer from my task in hand. They cheered their heads off. American audiences are right up there with the best, though nothing beats my hometown Glasgow crowd.

         Bill Graham, our US manager, had booked us into the Warfield Theatre in San Francisco. This was the penultimate gig, and it was amazing. The last gig on the 19 June was at Perkins Palace, Pasadena, and I then headed to New York. There I partied hard with the Psychedelic Furs. I was trying to pin down when I would have free time to go into the studio with them but, as usual, free time was a commodity that was very scarce in the Simple Minds world.

         Our next stop was Germany, via Holland, for our famous show at the Westfalenhalle in Dortmund. The gig was on 24 June, and it turned out to be one of the most loved gigs of many a Simple Minds fan.
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