
Beach Boys back on tour as
gray-haired men
Publisher’s note: The Beach Boys play at 7 tonight as Harveys
in Stateline.

By Andrew Romano, Newsweek

Brian Wilson, the lumbering savant who wrote, produced and
sang an outlandish number of immortal pop songs back in the
1960s with his band, the Beach Boys, is swiveling in a chair,
belly out, arms dangling, next to his faux-grand piano at the
cavernous Burbank, Calif. studio where he and the rest of the
group’s  surviving  members  are  rehearsing  for  their  much-
ballyhooed 50th Anniversary reunion tour, which is set to
start in three days. At 24, Wilson shelved what would have
been his most avant-garde album, Smile, and retreated for
decades into a dusky haze of drug abuse and mental illness;
now,  45  years  later,  he  has  reemerged,  stable  but  still
somewhat screwy, to give the whole sun-and-surf thing a final
go.

Before that can happen, though, the reconstituted Beach Boys
must learn how to sing “That’s Why God Made the Radio,” the
first new A-side that Wilson has written for the band since
1980. They are not entirely happy about this. Earlier, I heard
keyboardist Bruce Johnston, who replaced Wilson on the road in
1965, talking to the group’s tour manager about an upcoming
satellite-radio gig. “Just so you know,” the manager said,
“Sirius wants you to perform ‘That’s Why God Made the Radio’
tomorrow night.”

“Oh really?” Johnston responded. “And how are we going to do
that when we don’t know it?”

And so the band has gathered, once again, around Wilson’s
piano. I’d like to imagine that this is how it was when they
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first  accustomed  their  vocal  cords  to,  say,  “California
Girls.” Except it’s not, exactly: back then, in 1965, Wilson
was  the  maestro,  conducting  each  singer  as  his  falsetto
floated skyward and his fingers pecked out the accompaniment.
Now he stares at a teleprompter and sings when he’s told to
sing, ceding his bench to one member of the 10-man backing
band that will buffer the Beach Boys in concert and looking on
while  another  orchestrates  the  harmonies  and  handles  the
loftier notes. At first, the blend is rough: Wilson strains to
hit  the  high  point  of  the  hook;  frontman  Mike  Love  and
guitarist Al Jardine miss their cues. But after eight or nine
passes the stray voices begin to mesh. They begin to sound
like the Beach Boys. Close your eyes, shutting out Wilson’s
swoosh of silver hair and Love’s four golden rings, and 1965
isn’t such a stretch.

Or it isn’t until someone’s iPhone rings. Jardine’s. He turns
away from the piano and presses the device to his ear. “I’m
going to have to call you back, because–wait, what?” He hangs
up, shaking his head. “Dick Clark just passed away,” he says.
The room begins to murmur; the makeup lady covers her mouth
with her hand.

Read the whole story
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