CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

“Keeping My Options Open..."

At this particular point in time, 'm going to refer once more to the
Oxford Dictionary of Modern English to ensure that the term I'm going to be
using here is relevant:

habit / (noun) /; a settled or regular tendency or practice, especially one
that is hard to give up:

Good. That’s nicely cleared that up then. Habits are often rather
strange things though, aren’t they? Things we get into habitually
undertaking on a regular basis during our formative years, and ones that we
have every intention of maintaining for the foreseeable future, often
unintentionally dissolve away as the years roll by. We’ve all developed habits
of one sort or another.

When [ first started attending concerts back in 1977, having initially
seen Chicago performing at Copenhagen’s Tivoli Gardens during our Danish
holiday that year, [ would always, and | mean always, immediately return
home, make extensive notes and track lists, detailing the concert I had just
witnessed. At the time, it was probably more for posterity’s sake than for
anything else, and who knew that, following on from that historic 1977 jaunt,
[ would be writing about said events approaching 50 years later? Not I, for
certain, but I'm so glad that I did. Nevertheless, for the following ten years or
so, it definitely became a habit of undertaking the task. The concert itself just
wasn’t complete until I had officially signed it off with an entry into my neatly
typed out ‘Concert Files’. The same one that sits before me now, as I type this
out.

Now, as I've noted earlier, a lot of my friends have attended a great
many more concerts, shows, gigs or whatever you wish to refer to them as,
than I ever did. But having said that, I've still managed to see the majority of
my favourite artists, many on more than one occasion, but... and here lies the
big issue, the habit of enthusiastically logging the details of each momentous
event has, sadly, now long gone. Why? [ have no idea. But whatever the
reason, the result is that [ can no longer compile a definitive list of all things
concert-related and whilst I must accept that this wouldn’t bother the
majority of good folk reading this, those with a puzzled look of bewilderment
spreading across their furrowed brow, it bothers me immensely! How could
[ fail my younger self so badly?



So, where do I go now, in order to compile my full concert lists for the
sake of completing this book? Where? To the very place that has so far
dredged up all of these distant memories that you so lovingly now hold in
your hands... my memory bank. But, having said that, | now find myself
asking the very same question I initially brought up, way back at the start of
Chapter 2. Do you recall it? Well, let me re-enlighten you.

Quote: ‘One British literary wit, Dennis Norden, once commented that
when he wished to remember and store a certain amount of information, he
first off had to scan his memory bank and decide which piece of data he no
longer had use for, and thus could discard to make room for new information.
A truly wonderful concept, but in reality, how close is this to the truth? What is
the total capacity of the human memory bank? How many of us can vividly
recall, in glorious detail, events of, say, four decades ago? Or have we all
discarded our past to necessitate the storage of the present?’

All that is left for me to say now is that I hope I haven’t discarded all of
the details I need to fulfil the task that I have set myself going forward.
Imagine my horror if [ were to realise that, in order to retain the events
pertaining to something as mundane as a work-related incident from my
time with JD Outdoors I have had to discard the fact that [ met Brian Wilson
twice, during his legendary SMiLE tour. | KNOW I've met him twice during
his U.K. visits, but [ now find myself questioning as to whether it was the
SMILE tour, on both occasions or was one of them during the following That
Lucky Old Sun tour? That is the dilemma that is now facing me. And the
answer is important to me. Let’s just hope that by the time I reach the end of
this chapter I can provide you with a definitive response to that conundrum.

The great Brian Wilson, leader and co-founder of The Beach Boys, and
a musical hero of mine for nigh on fifty years, hasn’t been the only
noteworthy figure I have had the privilege of meeting at some point in my
life. Of course, just by getting this far into the book you will have already read
about my encounters with Donny Os, Kim Wilde and Jules Alexander but, BW
apart, ['ve also had the good fortune to share breathing space with the likes
of Suzi Quatro (who, quite innocently, came shopping in Hi-Tension Records
one Saturday afternoon), Merrill Osmond, The Beach Boys’ co-founding
member David Marks, legendary tough guy/actor Ray Winstone (who, again,
simply came in shopping one day), Eagles/Poco bassist, the wonderfully
talented Timothy B Schmit and, almost more memorably for me, the rather
attractive lead singer of the Gaelic group Capercaillie, one Karen Matheson,
a vocalist who was once famously hailed by Sean Conneryas possessing “a
throat touched by God”. A tad over-praised maybe but she certainly does



have a memorable set of pipes and can joyously warble the occasional note
or two. I almost met Mike Nolan once as well, he of skirt-ripping Euro
winners Bucks Fizz fame when he came into my MVC store in Romford but,
even though I'm also a closet BF fan too, I didn’t approach him for not
wanting to blow my cover of coolness. There is a limit you know...

Maybe I should have taken advantage of Mr Winstone’s visit into my
Blacks store and asked him for a few tips about acting too, as clearly the BBC
(or was Channel 47) weren’t convinced when they once utilised the shop for
an outdoors documentary they were producing. [ forget when it was, or even
what it was called, but [ was dragged (somewhat begrudgingly I might add)
before the cameras that day in order to offer up my expertise and knowledge
on outdoors equipment to one of the participants. However, for whatever
reasons, the sequence ended up on the cutting room floor - despite the
director insisting to me that [ was a natural in front of the camera. Of course
[ was, darling. Of course! That said, I can just imagine my now-good friend
Ray offering up advice and telling me to simply “pout baby, just fuckin’ pout!”

Now, as for my Capercaillie experience, | was first introduced to their
music during my time working in the Colchester branch of MVC. I seem to
recall that they had just released their Delirium album, so that would date it
as 1991, and whilst up to that point I had always shunned the Gaelic jigs and
pokes that folk music had puffed up in the past, the more wistful sounds of
Clannad aside, something about the music that Capercaillie offered had
caught my attention. Much more so than the tired old folk sounds that my
dad had listened to when I was growing up. Yes, the traditional jigs were still
there, ones that would no doubt have you shaking and grinding your booty
at the weekly ceilidh (pronounced kay-lee) every Friday evening, but they
were recorded in a much more modern vein, or so it seemed to me, and |
instantly fell in love with what they were doing. I must have played that
album incessantly.

Two further albums down the line and by 1995, with the release of the
To The Moon album, and I was itching to see them perform live in concert.
Shortly afterwards, lo and behold, and I've no idea how it came about, but
my old mucker from Parrot Records, Martin, who I'd always stayed in touch
with, somehow came up with some promotional tickets to go and see them
at the Shepherds Bush Empire. Needless to say, | was there like a shot and
spent a thoroughly enjoyable time, gamely skipping from one leg to the other
in a vague attempt at keeping up with the more experienced/enthusiastic
dancers in attendance. However, the evening got even better once Martin
and I were duly ushered behind the scenes, after the final jig of the evening,
attending the after-show party in the backstage bar. How? Why? I guess it
must have been something to do with Martin still working in the ‘biz’, at
Pinnacle Records at the time although, having just consulted with him on the



events of that day, he admits that he can’t even recall going to it now!
Hmmm...

Anyway, after around thirty minutes or so of standing around, amiably
chatting to whomever was there, making good use of the free alcohol on
offer, Martin and I thought that we’d better be making a move soon, in order
to catch the late train home. It was then that the band themselves made their
entrance and my eyes were immediately drawn to the lovely Ms Matheson. |
decided straight away that I had to say something to her, anything, in the
short time we had left, which wasn’t going to be easy seeing that a host of
other gig-liggers were now swarming around her like flies. Nevertheless,
with an eye on the clock, and with the train home warming up its coals, I
pushed my way through the crowd and caught her eye.

“I just wanted to say... fantastic show” I muttered hesitantly and pulled
away. Just as she moved towards me.

“Thank you...” she replied, clearly moving in for a quick peck on the
cheek by way of appreciation. However, by that point, I had retreated too far
in order to redress the balance, and I would have looked really stupid if I'd
pushed my way, back to the front again, proffering up my puckered lips in
the vague hope...

In the space of a few seconds, the moment was gone, and she was once
again swamped by her adoring hanger-ons. I'd like to believe that she was
equally as disappointed over our failure to lock lips as [ was, but I somehow
have that niggling feeling that, just maybe, I was out of her life as swiftly as |
entered it. Oh well. It makes a nice story...

Timothy B Schmit on the other hand, was another tale. And, no I didn’t
move in for a Kiss before you ask but, to me, he is another who is really quite
up there in my list of favoured musical icons.

[ believe it was in 2007 that the Eagles, for whom he had taken up the
role as bass player for (replacing founder member Randy Meisner), were
over here, touring Europe. With a London date scheduled for later that
month, TBS had taken the opportunity to promote his own recent solo
release, the excellent Feed The Fire album with an appearance and signing
session at Tower Records, located right in the centre of our nation’s capital.
I had gone up to London with Vanessa (I forget her surname), a lady with
whom I had initially made friends with during my early MVC days, and we
had almost ‘adopted’ her as a family friend, albeit only for a brief period
before she sadly passed away from a succession of unfortunate illnesses that
plagued her. She had visited us at home on a few occasions, and I recall that
Sam in particular, had taken a liking to her, and so her sudden death, without
warning, had come us a bit of a shock to us. However, during our times
together it had been apparent that she was devoted, or maybe besotted
would a more appropriate word, with Timothy B. and she would regularly



pop into the Colchester shop to have a chat about the various musical heroes
we had in common. In fact, we had both gone up to see The Beach Boys
together, in the strangely bizarre surroundings of Thetford Forest, four years
earlier, back in 2003. Sure enough, here we now were, in 2007, both queuing
up outside the vast Tower Records store in Piccadilly Circus, with Vanessa
almost drooling with anticipation, as Timothy casually walked up the street,
virtually unnoticed by the vast majority of London’s populous (except for us
knowing ones) and sat down behind a table in the store. Truth be told, Tower
Records clearly hadn’t done much to market the promotion as there
probably were no more than twenty or so fellow fans lined up alongside us
and so, despite the security guard announcing that only one item could be
proffered up for his signature, I felt confident with the three items I had
stashed in my bag, all ready for a TBS squiggle on each one.

When it was my time for his attention, I strode forward, offered up my
hand for a manly handshake and dug out my three items. Despite the guard'’s
raided eyebrows (did Timothy really need a guard I had wondered?) the
items were gratefully received and signed. The first two in question, the Feed
The Fire CD and a copy of Indian Summer, awonderful release by his previous
band, Poco were duly signed ‘To Malc...’, although I did note that he had to
turn over the Poco CD in order to either a) familiarise himself with the album
again, or b) to ensure it was a genuine disc, not a bootleg.

‘That’s one of my favourite albums,” I subsequently informed him
(although, in truth I think it sits just outside my Top 10 albums of all time).
“Do you think you’ll ever work with Rusty, Paul and George (the other Poco
members) again?”

“I'm keeping my options open...” was his reply, without disclosing to
an unknowing me that his departure from that particular line-up to join up
with the Eagles hadn’t been on the best of terms. Well, how was I to know?
The third item [ bought out to sign he was more hesitant about, seeing that
it was the unofficial biography of the band, To The Limit: The Untold Story of
The Eagles, a well written work by Marc Eliot. The fact that it was well told,
or not so, was probably irrelevant to him, but it more the fact that it was an
unauthorised, unofficial work that concerned him. Knowing that the Eagles,
and in particular the two front men in the band, Don Henley and Glenn Frey,
were notorious in their distrust of all media-related items pertaining to the
group, made him wary and, whilst thoughtfully perusing the book I had
placed in front of him, with his guard shifting nervously alongside, he
replied...

“OK, but this is by no means an authentication of approval...”

He then, reluctantly or not, squiggled his name on the inner page,
alongside the words ‘To Marc'...



Clearly realising his error, he gamely tried (but failed, I may hasten to
add) to change it to read ‘To Malc...” but I didn’t complain at all. I had no right
to. Especially as he then stood up and offered to have a picture of us taken
together, albeit with Vanessa’s rather poor-quality camera. And you know
what? Looking at the photo today, despite the grainy image, he’s really quite
small. Yes, he’s taller than me, so it’s not all bad, but I somehow rather
expected him to be a six-footer at least, not some pint-sized five-foot-niner.
It’s amazing what these glossy Hollywood photo shoots can do for you, isn’t
it?

Now, as for Brian Wilson. He’s a giant of a man... although not all
meetings with your idols go so swimmingly as a near kiss or an incorrect
signature credit. That I can assure you.

Brian is a legendary figure to so, so many folks across this planet of
ours. Fellow musicians, fans, friends and followers all idolise this wonderful,
lumbering hulk of a human, and at well over six feet tall, he towers over a
vast number of them. That said, on both occasions that [ met him he was
initially seated down, scribbling his barely legible name on whatever was put
before him, with barely a flicker of emotion or a twitch of acknowledgment
for those fawning before him. You see, Brian is an enigma. A survivor. The
last remaining Wilson brother, one who has suffered so much in his lifetime.
Drug abuse, mental illness, and a victim of schizoaffective disorder, an illness
characterised by abnormal thought processes and an unstable mood. His
concerts in recent years have been erratic to say the least, often sitting
emotionless behind a piano, almost speaking the lyrics to his many
wonderful compositions whilst his ever-loyal backing band gamely tries to
fill in the gaps. Personally, | stopped going to see him perform a few years
back, before he deteriorated further, and it was almost as if [ didn’t want to
cloud the memory of better times. When it nearly all fun, fun, fun...

The first time [ saw him in concert as a solo artist was in January 2002
when he took the Beach Boys’ groundbreaking Pet Sounds album out on the
road, performing it from start to finish in a concert setting. It was good. Not
great. But good. He clearly wasn’t the Brian Wilson of old, health issues had
taken care of that, but he was still, essentially, Brian, and whilst I've always
admired the Pet Sounds album more than I love it, the seats that Louise and
[ had, high up in London’s Royal Festival Hall balcony didn’t really help with
the atmosphere at all, which was a shame. However, when it was announced,
two years later, that he would be revisiting the legendary unfinished Beach
Boys album SMiLE, a project that had offered so much at the peak of their
creative mid-1960’s powers, only for it to collapse in a morass of drugs,
insecurities and in-band arguments, it seemed near impossible. SMiLE?
Surely not? But, yes, it was true. And not only was he going to revisit it, AND
complete it, but he was also going to debut it as a live performance in



London! Oh boy! I was in. And I wasn’t the only Beach Boys fan who got
slightly overwhelmed with the thought of it, I can tell you! Just ask Sir Paul
of Macca when you next see him. He was there on opening night, alongside
Beatles’ producer George Martin and a host of other celebs. Me? Nah! I
settled for the second night in the 6-night run. I can only assume I couldn’t
get out of work commitments for opening night, I honestly don’t remember,
but (from what [ subsequently hear) it was this second night that Brian and
his band totally gelled as one. Grown adults were literally seen weeping with
the emotion of it all. Now, I wasn’t one of those weak souls I must add but,
yes, I confess than even I did feel a tiny amount of moisture in the visual
department as well, maybe just once or twice during the performance. It was,
and still remains, a pivotal musical memory for me. And yet, even after the
show had finished, with the echoes of “Good Vibrations” still ringing in my
ears, | knew I still had one more magical moment to arrive. An audience with
the great man himself.

[ think this had been arranged via the U.K. Beach Boys fanzine Beach
Boys Stomp, and there was a long line of loyal fans and admirers already
queueing up by the time [ had pulled myself together and found my way
backstage. The buzz in the room was palpable as we all waited patiently for
Brian to appear, certainly not helped by U.S. journalist, biographer and
friend of Brian, David Leaf, walking around with a film crew and catching
folk off guard with a series of questions. “So, what did you make of tonight’s
show...?” he enquired in his distinct Noo Yawk accent, while shoving a
microphone in front of me.

“Amazing” was my response. “I've waited thirty years for this
moment...” at which point David backed off into peals of laughter, clearly
faked for the watching camera lens. Or was it simply that, in my panic at
being put on the spot, he found it hilariously amusing that I had
miscalculated by ten years? After all, it had been forty years since Brian had
started creating this misunderstood masterpiece of modern Americana, but
[ guess that David wasn’t to know how many years I'd really been waiting -
and, anyway, from my perspective it was closer to thirty years for me.
Despite his overly enthusiastic response to my reply, it clearly wasn’t good
enough in his mind and my inclusion into the subsequent documentary that
David was to make, utilising clips from the evening’s performance, along
with various responses from the fanbase, was subsequently nixed from the
film. Heck, it didn’t even make the edited outtakes! Oh well, not that [ was
concerned anyway. At that point in time, [ was more concerned about how
close to the front of the queue I was now getting. Brian had arrived, had sat
down at a desk and was furiously signing away at all things place next to him.
When I finally arrived in front of him, I placed a copy of the poster I had
brought along, a replica of the proposed 1967 SMiLE album sleeve (created



before the project was canned) and asked him politely to sign it. As he did
so, I explained that [ was wearing this t-shirt in honour of his brother Dennis,
who had passed away twenty years previous. Dennis has always been my
favourite Beach Boy, The cool one. The only one who actually lived the
lifestyle they sang about. A life of sun, surf, cars and California girls. Not that
[ told Brian that, of course. Revealing my t-shirt to him, [ got absolutely zero
response. Nothing. Nada. Zilch. [ don’t think he actually even raised his head
to me. Did he actually even hear what I said,  wondered? Hey Brian, look!

Oh well, slightly deflated, | moved aside, allowing the next in line to
excitedly dribble their enthusiasm over this poor giant on show. Mind you, I
think it was shortly afterwards that he decided enough was enough and got
up and walked away. I'm not altogether sure that he even got around to those
right at the back of the queue, so at least I got that far!

The second occasion that I crossed paths with this musical icon was,
I'm pleased to say a tad more successful... I think. I had caught him twice so
far on the subsequent 2007 U.K. tour, again both held at London’s Royal
Festival Hall, promoting his That Lucky Old Sun album, the wonderful
successor to the Brian Wilson Presents SMiLE release. The first show I had
attended with Mike Tetlow (where we revelled in our front row seats) and
then [ took son Sam to see the second show. It must be said that both were
truly great performances, with Brian and the band in fine fettle. It was
genuinely amazing to see him connecting so closely with his audience again,
something that in later years sadly, and significantly declined. A week passed
and I gradually came down to earth. At that point Brian hadn’t actually
released a completed studio version of That Lucky Old Sun (that wouldn’t
appear until the following year) and so [ only had the memory of those two
evenings with which to reimagine the music itself.

Nevertheless, another huge Brian Wilson fan, and one who already had
contacts on the ‘inside’, probably due to his then-wealth (I won’t divulge as
to why I place the word ‘then’ in that past sentence), got in touch with me.

Tom Clubman* lived in large country house, once utilised by Henry
VIII as a hunting lodge, which was located, fortunately for me, just a few
miles outside of Chelmsford, and so we had communicated regularly over
the previous year or so and [ would occasionally drive over and swap a few
records with him. [ ought to add that he never offered to take me out hunting
though.

Anyway, out of the blue he got in touch one day, suggesting that [ may
like to come up to Birmingham with him the following week, chauffeur-
driven, as he had a spare ticket going for the final show of Brian’s U.K. tour.
And he should be able to get us both backstage! And what do you think my
answer was? D’oh! So, yes, that now also clarifies my previous conundrum,
and it appears that, after extensive research, I can confirm that it was on this



particular U.K. tour that I got to meet BW for the second time! It's amazing
how clear that picture often is once the fog lifts.

Date: September 24th, 2007.
Venue: The Symphony Hall, Birmingham
Artist(s): Brian Wilson

The luxury two-and-a-half-hour drive to Birmingham was pleasant
enough, although I forget now if the chauffeur was appropriately dressed in
black suit, boots and peaked cap, and the show itself, whilst not quite as
memorable for me as the previous tour, was still pretty damn fine but it was
the backstage gathering that I was looking forward to the most.

On this occasion, as we moved out of the auditorium and towards the
large swing doors that had ‘private area’ sellotaped onto them, there was no
lengthy queue of super fans to fight our way through, with maybe a dozen or
so of us at best. Once we went through, [ immediately noticed that members
of the backup band were also mingling around, and I got to briefly chat with
a couple of them before [ moved across to Brian who, as before, was seated
behind a desk, pen in hand. Only one person stood before me this time
although, for some strange reason, he chose that moment to try to present
Brian with a framed painting he done of, from what I could gather, was his
native Scottish scenery.

“Och Aye, Brian,” he proudly stated. “I'd like to prrresent you wi’this
painting I've done. Och aye the noo.” Now, please forgive me here as [ am
actually 99% certain that he didn’t really say, ‘Och aye the noo’, but I'm just
trying to paint the scene for you, no pun intended, of this mad Scottish man
talking to the mighty BW. However, regardless of his actual turn of phrase,
Brian simply gave him a vacant stare, leaving a slightly embarrassed
Scotsman still holding onto his precious gift.

“I'm sorry, man,” interrupted Jeffrey Foskett, Brian’s guitarist, falsetto
and harmony singer and loyal friend. “Brian can’t accept your gift. We’d have
no way of taking it home with us...”

This was indeed a fair point as the painting in question, accompanied
as it was by an equally unsuitable frame, certainly wasn’t a small, miniature
piece of artwork by any stretch of the imagination. Clearly our illustrious
Haggis-loving comrade hadn’t thought that much through and so, with
painting firmly placed back under his arm, he bravely stepped aside, leaving
me face to face with Brian again.

Now, at this particular stage I'd love to be able to tell you that Brian's
face immediately lit up upon recognising me from our previous meeting,
taking me into an enormous bear hug and keenly asking where he could get
a t-shirt of brother Dennis as well, but sadly it wasn’t to be. Once again, with



head bowed, he kindly signed the copy of David Leaf’s extensive biography,
The Beach Boys & The California Myth (Second Edition) that I'd proffered up,
and without a word said between us,  moved on. However, with Tom smiling
on from a distance and beckoning me forth, [ stepped in to join him, in the
inner sanctum of Brian’s private dressing room. There were a few folk
hovering around in there, waiting for the big man to finish his signing duties,
and I found myself standing alongside Melinda, Brian’s loving wife and his
loyal support. She smiled at me but, before words could be spoken between
us, a familiar face approached her...

“Och Aye, Melinda,” the owner of said face stated. “I'd like to prrresent
you wi'this painting I've done for Brian. Och aye the noo.” Now, this time I'm
actually 100% positive this time around that he definitely didn’t use that
familiar Scottish phrase, but whatever his words were to her he virtually
forced Melinda to take the damn painting off him, thrusting it into her hands
before he swiftly disappeared back into the milling crowds. For a brief few
seconds, she stood frozen, trying to take it all in, and probably now
wondering how on earth she was going to get this ‘thing’ back to her Los
Angeles home. What she really need now was some gallant young chap to
ride in on horseback to save the day. And you know what? Despite being
noticeably deprived of horseback status I was that gallant soul.

“Would you like me take that off you and look after it?” [ kindly offered.

Would she? You bet! With a caring smile she gratefully passed over the
object of much confusion to me and moved off to be with her husband, who
had by now finished his autographing role and was now stalking the room,
calling out for her with as much animation as I'd ever seen him do before. He
was like a changed man, a freed beast once he could escape from his ‘duties’
and be the person he wanted to be...

“Hey, Bri,” I thought I heard her say, pointing in my direction. “You see
that gallant fellow over there with that strange painting? He’s my hero...”

“What him? That little guy? He’s even shorter than tiny Timothy B!”

Or maybe [ was just imagining it.

The painting subsequently got into the chauffeur driven limousine
with Tom and I for the journey back to Essex although, once I said goodbye
to him, thanking him for the evening, | have no knowledge as to its eventual
fate. I very much doubt it ever made its intended journey to the west coast
of America. and was, more the likely, a victim of Tom’s subsequent financial
downfall within the establishment. Who knows, maybe it’ll turn up as a lost
masterpiece on the BBC’s Antiques Roadshow one day, maybe even
alongside my ‘O’ level piece of pottery...

*Some names have been changed within the text of this book to protect the
innocent... and the guilty.



PLEASE NOTE: This piece is an excerpt from the book “My First 60 Years” by Malcolm C
Searles and may not be adapted, reproduced or duplicated in any form without the
permission of the author. © 2024



