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GLENN TILBROOK
' ONE FOR THE ROAD (IMAGE ENT)

BUZZCOCKS | LIVE AT SHEPHERDS BUSH
EMPIRE 2003 (MUSIC VIDEO DISTRIBUTORS)

Ultimate fangirl-
turned-documen-
tarian Amy Pickard
delivers a sweet-
heart mash note
to her fave '80s
pop star, Squeeze
frontman-turned-
singer/songwriter
Glenn  Tilbrook
in this winning,
insider's glimpse
21 behind the scenes

of Tilbrook's 2002
debut U.S. solo tour. What makes this tour
doc special is the hook. wherein Tilbrook
(armed with only a couple of acoustic guitars)
trades in private jets and tour buses for the
ultimate in tour wvehicle rockosity—a Cruise
Master RV—and nights at seedy KOA camp-
grounds.

Pickard (and the viewer) rides copilot to
Tilbrook's disarming, veddy English charm on
countless highways, leadingtoablurofecstatical-
ly received intimate acoustic gigs across America
(including sev-
eral impromptu
street  perfor-
mances and an
inspired midday
Grand Central
Station set) and
a few inevitable
bumps in the
road (a lemon
of an RV, learn-
ing how to
properly hook
up the RV’s
sewage hose).
Chockfull of silly stage banter and shtick (like
Tilbrook's habit of leading his live audiences to
a nearby business, house, or parking lot for a
few songs). sing-along crowds, and a treasure
trove of unreleased Squeeze video clips and
photos (not to mention some sweet extras,
including an extensive interview with Tilbrook's
former songwriting partner Chris Difford and an
endearingly awkward Tilbrook Q&A from an
early Japanese screening). One for the Road is a
must-have for fans, and serves as a fine primer
for those who might recognize Squeeze's one
major U.S. hit, “Tempted,” but remain other-
wise uninitiated. And while this breezy 70-min-
ute romp might disappoint viewers who prefer
their behind-the-music docs full of egomaniacal
rants and general assholia (Beulah, we hardly

knew ye), the rest of us will be smiling ear
candy-to—ear candy. | Brian McClelland
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Undoubtedly,
one of the key
features of a great
punk song is brev-
ity. When blazing
through a three-
chord onslaught.
a band must maxi-
mize  efficiency
in its delivery,
bringing each note
hard and fast so
that not an iota of
the listeners time
feels wasted. So, considering this fundamental
punk principle, it seems odd that so many of
punk’s first generation acts have stuck around
for so long, extending their careers with bizarre
interludes and unnecessary codas. The Sex
Pistols, Dead Kennedys, and the Undertones
have all reunited at one point or another, and in
their autumn years played music that was once
designed exclusively for fiery youngsters.

One could easily lump the Buzzcocks in
with the bands listed above, but for one crucial
difference. Unlike other punk reunion shows.
the Buzzcocks' second incarnation has become
an established entity in its own right. Featuring
original guitarists/vocalists Pete Shelley and
Steve Diggle, Buzzcocks version 2.0 has been
in effect since 1990, embarking upon multiple
tours and even recording four albums’ worth
of new material. So the band's latest DVD
release, Live at Shepherds Bush Empire 2003,
is not so much a “together again!” cash-in as
it is the latest in a long line of documents of a
reconfigured lineup in action.

The meat of this package. naturally, is the
32-song live performance. Even for a punk
show, it's a veritable feast of material, and the
set clocks in at over 90 minutes. Wisely—and
not unexpectedly—the band
focuses on material from
its heyday, back when the
group’s hyper-kinetic breed
of pop punk produced a
steady stream of exceptional
singles. Though crowd shots
are at a minimum in the per-
formance footage, it's clear
that the audience reserves its
most frenzied pogoing for the
vintage material, especially
signature numbers “What
Do | Get” and "Ever Fallen
in Love.”

Unfortunately, age has
forced Shelley to retreat from
his wvoice's upper register,
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dulling the desperate yelp that helped to make
those early tunes so compelling. But given the
inevitable wear on a rock singer's vocal chords,
Shelley does an exemplary job with the tools at
his disposal, strumming through the sef with
the detached smarminess that Buzzcocks fans
have come to know and adore. Shelley's foil
Diggle fares even better, as his barroom patron
earthiness has a certain timeless gquality to it.
His delightfully incomprehensible rabble-rous-
ing between songs remains one of the high-
lights of the performance. On the downside,
whoever was cutting the show footage togeth-
er deemed it necessary to “spice things up”
with some occasional rapid-fire editing bursts
that come across as needlessly obtrusive.

While the performance itself remains a real
treat, the bonus material doesn't contribute
much to the package. There's a lengthy inter-
view with Shelley and Diggle that reveals noth-
ing extraordinary, some assorted tour/sound
check footage that remains thoroughly dull
despite a few humorous moments, and some
spare photos available for inspection. Given
that the Buzzcocks have flooded the market
with live releases on CD and DVD since their
return, this release feels more like a replace-
ment for out-of-print material than anything
else. Still, for the completist fanatic or the
curious newcomer, it's worthy of consider-
ation. | Jeremy Goldmeier
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