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Give me Iiberty, even in death! Jeff Buckley, above, outlines his dad in a new biography

DYSFUNCTION JUNCTION
PainstakingIy reported and researched, Drearn Brother: The Lives and Music of Jeff  and Tim Buckley is a dual biography that neatly unites haunted son and absentee father in a brisk, alternating chapter-for​chapter chronicle. The device must have seemed like a good idea: Both were procligiously talented singer/songwriters. Both were haunted in life, frequently by each other. Both died too yaung (Tim in 1975 at 28 ; Jeff in 1997 at 30). But while author David Browne respectfully gives both men equal billing, it doesn’t work, and it’s mutually unfair : Tim was a revered Iate  ‘60s troubadour, but Brownes attempts to portray his increasing rebeI-jazz-folkie tomfoolery as transcendental art are unconvincing. And Jeff—whose closest friends share almost all their intimacies—comes off not only like more of an artist, but infinitely more syrnpathetic. The chapters recounting his retreat from Manhattan to Memphis following the release of 1994’s near-perfect Grace, when he dreams of buying his rented shotgun shack and writing a worthy follow-up, are effortlessly moving and immediate. And while Tim’s decline

and death (from an accidental drug overdose) is treated with all the compressed ernotion of an E! True Hollywood Story passages that lead up to Jeff’s accidental drowning (apparently struck with a premonition, he phoned many friends and Ioved ones just days before) are harrowing. Ironically, Browne grants Jeff no independence from the shadow afthe father he barely knew, and multiple references to Jeff’s burning need for thal freedom ultimately make the book—however impressive—difficult to reckon with. If Jeff were alive. He’d be pissed. 
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