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Wot a week, eh? From misunderstood White House small plane fly-overs (but hey, that incident DID take all the press attention away from G.W.’s reported brush with a dud grenade during his recent visit to Russia, didn’t it?) to alley-scrappin’, money-grubbin’ in-fighting at Disney that makes any tussle Tramp and Scamp ever got into look like a cat fight featuring Rufus Wainwright and Sir Elton John, to the wallet-bustin’ announcement of several (sigh) classic rock band reunion tours (Cream—$1,500 tickets, Rolling Stones, $100 tickets), it’s clear that the recent TV mini-series “Revelations” couldn’t have come along at a more appropriate time. That’s why I’m as tickled as a wrinkle-faced, redneck coondog to lay here on the front porch in the sun and roll around in the dirt with this week’s batch of CDs and DVDs. Come on down—it’s warm and safe next to the old rocker and a fresh jug o’ XXX, and after awhile, the fleas become almost like family ... 


Guided By Voices
“Some Drinking Implied” (DVD)
(Rockathon Records/MVD, 2005)
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Here’s a perfect example of what critics mean when they use the term “fan-centric” to describe a release. Though the late, lamented GBV certainly must have literally hundreds of hours of awe-inspiring (and, I’m sure, an equal amount of besotted, embarrassing material, as well) live performances to offer up, someone (Robert Pollard, I’m assuming, since this is “A Film By Robert Pollard”) apparently decided the world needed 65 minutes of nearly incomprehensible footage of band members and fans tripping their asses off, stumbling around in dewy-eyed fogs, and bizarre, nonsensical aural and visual clips. Of course, this is a Pollard production, and its title is “Some Drinking Implied,” so perhaps if one were to consume the appropriate amount of mind-foozling pharmaceuticals and gut-rotting generic beer, one might glean some nugget of either understanding or enjoyment from this oddball collection of never-released videos (including “Weed King,” which at least makes sense in this context), early studio clips, backstage footage, Bob’s high school home movie (Wild People), early live performances from 1992, and narration by “Geo.” Me, I’d be happy to get loaded right along with Mr. P. and suffer through his hazy home movies and freakish, acid-laced high school memories, as long as he supplied the goods. But man, just one clear, listenable song in the entire 65-minute hoo-ha woulda been nice. Guess I’m not drinkin’ enough. For fanatics and people who just never believe a damn thing I say, check it out yourself at RockathonRecords.com. Enjoy! As for me, I’m off to the liquor store for a pint of Goldschlagger and a warm half-rack of Pfiefer’s. I know Bob would be proud.
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