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Hello again! What a busy four months it has been: the latest UK leg of the tour,
the Grammies and the box set. I’ll just slip this out while he is in South America,
before the birthday bash(es) and the next trek round Europe.

All this activity has had a great effect on the contents for this issue. As I steer
through the rocky road between Isis and The Telegraph this issue leans more to
the news than the analytical. This is particulary so because the UK tour
dominates this issue. It is a bit of 2 monster Bits & Bobs - though far from
completist - I hope it will provide a good reference point in the future. (i.e. don’t
blame me if you get bored trying to read all the concert clippings at one sitting.)

I also felt that the release of the box set was too crucial not to be commemorated
in some way, therefore more cuttings have been put in at the last minute. Issue
Four will swing back towards the analytical side of the road but, with the
US/South America /Europe/US legs of the tour, the birthday and more on the
box set, I guess there will be a fair bit of news too.

As most of you will know, I wanted to produce a special tour issue straight after
the gigs. The frustration of the financial impossibility of this led me to raise a
subscription charge, which works out in the following manner.

Subscription charge for four issues is £10:00 (UK), £15.00(Europe) and US$30.00
elsewhere. There will be standard issues every four months, namely January, May
and September plus a one-off special on a UK tour or new release. In the
increasingly unlikely event of there being nothing to justify a special one off
issue, the subscription merely runs on to the next standard issue. (I will try to
avoid asking for subscriptions in January as I know you’ll all be paying for tickets
then!) Subscription forms are enclosed, pass them around, give them to friends
etc.

Editorial Policy re submissions. Obviously I’m not being an editor at all if I just
print everything that is sent to me verbatim. However, it would be just as
worthless to only publish things I agreed with. I do not see my job as changing
the opinions that are sent to me and, in any case, would never do so without first
consulting the author. It should be obvious that I disagree with many of the
opinions contained in Homer. (Dylan fans are notoriously harsh on the man
himself, whether as a guilty reaction to how deeply he moves them or a result of
something else only they can tell.) In I. G. Roberts’s excellent article I am at
times in 100% agreement with him and at time diametrically opposed to his views,
none have been altered. Another example comes in Steve Hussey’s Some Other
Kinds Of Songs - he has intuited the reasons behind this section, and by chance
I feel similarly re The Pixies - however, if I agreed that Dylan is "no longer the
most creative writer in rock music" I'd hardly spend my time running a fanzine
about him. Please send in your work without fear of editorial interference in your
arguments. (When I think you’re really being unfair I’ll just write my own
counter-argument!)




Contenis

THE NEVER ENDING TOUR:
1. In Glasgow by Joe McShane

2. In London by Andrew Muir, Hazel Hogg, Debbie Sims,
Paul Wright and Steve Hussey

3. A Taper’s Guide by Chris Cooper
LETTERS by You and Me
SOME OTHER KINDS OF SONGS By Steve Hussey
BITS & BOBS collated by Andrew Muir and Pia Parviainen
OH MERCY:

1. What Becomes of the Broken Hearted? by 1.G. Roberts

2, Best Ever Album? by Mark Carter

3. An Overlooked Review by Frank Lovece
THE BOX SET collated by Andrew Muir and Pia Parviainen
ADS by You and Me
CARTOONS by Mark Carter, Crawfie, Lowry and Schulz.

&% Pleasc Note *=*
(Mark Carter and Chris Cooper are contributors to Freewheelin’, a privately
circulated magazine.)

The Warmline

On my home number, 071 385 1114, I update Dylan news and gossip about
three times a week. This is not designed as a competitor to Mr Bauldie’s,
indeed I’ve even refrained from putting news on mine before his, The Wanted
Man has the connections and should be our centre of information. I am using
a standard home ansaphone and, therefore, have a shorter message. However,
I update mine more often and you cam answer back, leaving any info or
perhaps a quiz question after my message and the tone, It isn’t important,
but, if you can ’phone during normal working hours please do so, otherwise
Pia or I may answer. (And you wouldr’t want that would you!)
Andrew Muir



"Oh No! Not more set lists."
Fear not, gentle reader, they are only
for the shows reviewed herein
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MEANTIME LIFE OUTSIDE GOES ON ALL AROUND YOU
Bob Dylan in Glasgow by Joe McShane

Thirteen years ago I dogged school and got on an overnight bus to London. I'd joined a
mini-exodus from Glasgow, en route for Earls Court to see Bob Dylan for the first time.

He had not played Scotland since 1966 and, it was agreed, never would again. The nearest
we’d come was in 1977 when Baez took in good spirits that every request from the audience
at her Glasgow show was for a Dylan song. Any Dylan song.

And so it was that I queued eight hours and spent the same time travelling 400 miles to
London. That following evening, though, with his breathtaking, bare-bones rearrangement of
Tangled Up In Blue and some new song of "Yankee Power" - two personal highlights in a set
of highlights - any remaining rational, critical perspective of Dylan vanished for me.

He closed that concert with The Times They Are A Changin’. They certainly are. I, like many
of my countrymen, now live and work in London, and Dylan is playing Glasgow for the
second time in three years. In 1989, a marvellous greatest hits romp was marred by the
cavernous main hall of the S.E.C.C., inept security and a random seating plan that made for
sheer pandemonium during the first two numbers.

The power and glory of Dylan’s return performance was a victim of a booming, inaudible
sound mix. He didn’t say a word. For many in the audience that added insult. It should have
been so different. In 1991, we hoped it would be. He was playing twice and in an all standing
hall, half the size of the other one. For me, no more sleepless bus rides and warm lager. Now
it was Heathrow and complimentary G&Ts.

Saturday 2nd

He opened with Most Likely You’ll Go Your Way (and P’ll Go Mine), wearing what most of
the audience instantly agreed was a tartan jacket. He knows what country he’s in! And the
voice? Pure Under The Red Sky. He’s most at home with his lower register drops down at the
end of most lines....Tell/Fell /Behind /Mine. The effect is hypnotic, melancholic.

But that band, mere shadows of Smith, Aaranson and Parker. Why replace those that had gone
before? Why not a new band with a new sound? They are a garage band at best and trudge
through Lay Lady Lay, All Along The Watchtower and Stuck Inside A Mobile (With The
Memphis Blues Again).

Dylan is singing well and shouts a long awaited "Thank you" early in the set, but he’ll have
an uphill struggle with this high-school band. The introduction to I Shall Be Released
becomes The Man In Me and leads to a long, and typically greeted, harp solo, before he stirs
up a whirlwind by singing "Wiggle, wiggle, wiggle ’til the cows come home." Well...I could
have handled another couple of verses, but ‘til the cows come home’? Not when the acoustic
set is to follow! Nonetheless, this was the early highlight.

An unmistakable harp solo and he’s riding that train going west, his voice soaring as high as
the harp at the end of the lines:

We thought we could live forever in fun
and
A thousand dollars at the drop of a hat

This is glorious stuff and the crowd are with him on every verse. (If only he’d sung every
verse.)

Homer, the slut Issue Three
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Mr Tambourine Man marked the arrival of party time despite his delicate singing. The
audience were now so enthusiastic that not even a poor harp solo at the end dampened
thunderous applause.

Dylan’s smiling broadly now and playfully syncopates his singing on the chorus of It Ain’t
Me Babe to quell any chance of a sing-a-long. Everyone gets the joke and they cheer now
every time he looks vaguely in their direction. He’s inspired to perform a last verse full of
emotion and power. Double-bass and drums arrive at the party for a joyful Don’t Think
Twice, It’s All Right. Then it's back to the garage for Everything Is Broken.

[ have a moment of panic as Dylan uncharacteristically lifts a scarf that has been thrown
onstage. Bigotry, reflected through football, still divides this city and Dylan holding aloft
team colours - barred from most bars in the area -could lead to something nasty. God, I'm
paranoid. It’s a tartan scarf, an excuse for another outbreak of general happiness.

Gotta Serve Somebody’s lyrics got their usual rearrangement:

You might be black girl, you may be white

Livin’ in daytime, sleepin’ at night
He clearly enjoys singing Seeing The Real You At Last and the "Hammersmith '90 wiggle"
re-appeared to boot.

The second Under The Red Sky selection, God Knows, was magical, sticking close to the
original version, despite jumbled and omitted verses. I loved it. How’s that for balanced
journalism?1

He segued into In The Garden saying that, while it was one of his lesser known songs, it was
one of his favourites. We'd never have guessed considering how many times he plays the
bloody thing.

The band had their customary problems ending the song, the crowd roared through the
shambles. Dylan agreed that it did have an "awfully long ending....But its all over now". I was
never so glad to hear the first chords of Like A Rolling Stone. At its conclusion he asked us
to thank the band, God knows why.

The encores saw Dylan again throwing any possibility of a sing-a-long with a totally
different melody. As the band came on for the final song, a friend commented that he'd made
no reference to the Gulf war. Masters Of War came a split second later, no-one missed the
poignancy. He tipped his hat, waved and was gone.

The crowd were delighted by his performance, everyone looking forward to tomorrow. I
doubted, on tonight’s evidence, if the band were capable of changing the set.

Sunday 3rd

The second show, however, kicked off with a new instrumental and, as Dylan stepped
forward to miss the first line of Subterranean Homesick Blues, it wasn’t the band I was
worried about. He looked ten years older than the previous evening; bulging eyes, very jowly
and he hadn’t changed his clothes. He looked unsteady on his feet as he crouched to play a
hand-cupped harp solo. On Subterranean? I felt it was going to be one of those nights.

What Was It You Wanted, as close to a rockabilly version as possible, pulled from Dylan a
stunning vocal:

Are you paying attention, go ahead and speak

1 Just fine, Joe
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His voice soaring, assaulting his victim. He's peaking early: setting the melody pattern and
building and building on it. The whole thing was going backwards, marvellous! Then it was
back into that hand held harp solo to end this and for a spirited Watching The River Flow.

A couple of the chords from Joey introduced Positively 4th Street. They were playing it way
too slow. Despite this, Dylan sang a stately vocal before wandering off stage six verses in.
There was complete confusion in the band and ¢crowd. MEANTIME LIFE OUTSIDE GOES ON....

Where has he gone? What’s he doing? Changing guitar it seemed. The song appeared to last for
hours. When he finally chose to re-appear to an amused roar, he came in at exactly the wrong
point and sang exactly the wrong verse. (We got the last verse second last and the second last,

last.) And he blew the punch line! Of Positively 4th Street of all songs. What is he up to?

A bar room shuffle through I’Il Be Your Baby, Tonight followed, with Dylan singing the
middle eight three times in a row. If he is this girl’s baby tonight he may be too "tired" to
deliver the goods. He reminded us, in case we’d forgotten, that this was one of his old country
songs and that Gotta Serve Somebody was gospel, before pointing out that we:

Might be living in a mansion

Might be living on the street

Living in cold or suffering in heat
After treating us to harp solos on each of the first three songs, Bob Dylan’s Dream was
delivered without one! The mood changed with Ballad Of Hollis Brown as he ran line into
line without a break. This bleak nightmare was faithfully delivered to a silent audience
hanging on every word.

Is there anyone who knows,
Is there anyone who cares?

The contrast from the previous evening’s joyous, acoustic performance was breathtaking - as
was Boots Of Spanish Leather. His singing full of emotion as he asks her to carry herself
back to him untouched and three times tells her to Take heed.

Mr Tambourine Man and Under The Red Sky follow, before Just Like A Woman and Political
World are given confident outings. He’s really in his stride now, having overcome the debacle
earlier in the set.

Thank You. Crime don’t have a face, its got everything but a face, it don’t need a face.
Quite.

Familiarity breeds contempt and I have had difficulty fully enjoying I Shall Be Released and
Like A Rolling Stone for some time. Tonight, though, as Dylan’s vocal soars and descends
alternately, I'm mesmerised. In the same word he drops and raises his voice an octave.

Protection/ Fall/ Wall
Loud/ Realise/ Alibis/ Eyes

Yet again his singing has transformed tired arrangements. Yet again I know why I keep
coming year after year.

At the end of Like A Rolling Stone he doesn’t leave the stage but carries straight into
Blowin’ In The Wind and All Along The Watchtower! An extended set? No.

Thank You, everybody. Long Live Scotland.

This is a typically nonsensical statement that is so touching it sends a shiver up my spine.
How many times has he done this to me?

The band may be appallingly bad but the singer and his songs are still great. Roll on
Hammersmith.

Homer, the silut Issue Three



GLASGOW AND LONDON FEBRUARY 1991 Page 4

52/
v 60

nASTEAS
oy % /]
WheCE

Yy 3
HaITTE 3
R
S

/

R P, W N o S Wi e WP e N OB S

(




GLASGOW AND LONDON FEBRUARY 1991 Page 5

Fnday 8th Feb , e o A drew Muu’
After all the buxld up, waltmg and damn-near hysteria, it was nearly time for Dylan to

appear. Having missed the Glasgow shows (don’t people buy second-hand cars anymore?) I was

in a state of great excitement. It had been an endless and aggravati ng day, punctuated by the

news of Andy’s inability to overcome the weather. Steve and I go in early-ish, after Van

Morrison’s appearance from the very beginning with the supporting Georgie Fame at the

Royal Albert Hall, I want to be prepared. Anyway, after giving away two tickets for nothing

and being offered only two pounds for the third (front stalls! I keep it as a memento), it gets

too depressing and cold outside.

We catch a bit of Graham Parker, needless to say it doesn’t register - except for the moment
when he switches from acoustic to electric guitar. "Judas" comes the shout, everyone laughs,

Parker included.

The stage is set-up, there are movements in the darkness, the roar grows to a crescendo.
Suddenly he’s there! It's always a relief to see him, since the '87 shows I've worried about him
making it at all, but especially tonight, following the reports of his state for the second

Glasgow show.

He seems happy but sober. Other details begin to penetrate my excitement; that tartan-ish
jacket, the gaps in the audience in front, that oh-so interesting electronic keyboard and the
huge banner proclaiming "Thanks for coming, Bob" taking one’s thoughts to the Gulif. The
opening song has passed and I've only caught a few words. He's into Lay Lady Lay and I'm
beginning to settle down (relatively speaking, you understand):

Why wait any longer, when he’s standing in front of yooou..

The close of this song sees us move forward a few rows to two vacant ‘E’ aisle seats. There
is a great cheer for Masters Of War as thoughts of the Gulf return, Dylan’s harmonica solo
elicits another roar of approval. We've a great view now and Dylan gives a
nearly-as-good-as-the-Grammy’s rendition. Dylan seems to be getting into it, unfortunately a
gent right in front of me is getting increasingly out of it. My view is now continually
disrupted by his insistence on swaying wildly while ‘secretly’ smoking a joint and the
resultant intermittent altercations with the security guards.

Bob meanwhile is giving us Stuck Inside Of Mobile (With The Memphis Blues Again), evoking
memories of last year’s glorious run that climaxed unforgettably on this very day. It leads to

a comparison that will haunt this leg of the tour and, perhaps, many dates to come. We take
our chance when Dopey has another run~-in with security to flee to row B, just in time for
The Man In Me. It is a double delight - a perfect view and one of the rarer songs. From now
on I'm close enough to catch every quizzical look shot out from beneath that remarkably

grey-free, curly hair.

Oh what a wonderful feeling...
It was about then that I realised how pedestrian the band are and how it was restricting
Dylan. He seems about to step up a gear and really fly but is brought back to Earth each
time.

After a remark about "there being a man in everyone", Wiggle Wiggle erupts. Regretfully for

us, this genial invitation to boogie coincides with the reappearance of our acquaintance from

earlier. Further down the road to oblivion, he nevertheless unerringly positions himself just in
front of us, giving it his best rubbery John Travolta shot.

Homer, the slut Issue Three



GLASGOW AND LONDON FEBRUARY 1991 Page ¢

Acoustic time and Bob Dylan’s Dream gets a deservedly marvellous reception. That opening
harmonica solo is just so evocative. In hindsight this was one of the poorer performances of
the song - sometimes it worked spectacularly well, other times it misfired - but at the tinic
was exhilarating despite the slurred lines, mixed up verses and total omission of the =« i
verse. (This last would’ve brought thunderous applause for "weathered many a stora’, "'

sure.)

We finally get rid of Mr Travolta here too, he hadn’t changed his routine one iota from
Wiggle Wiggle which is quite a feat but not one we appreciated at the time. Steve tappcu him
on the shoulder to ask him to calm down a bit, he took fright and scurried off, joint in hand

not to be seen again.

Dylan produced a glorious The Lonesome Death of Hattie Carroll. This was far and away the
best performance so far, even if it was the least enthusiastically received of the acoustic
songs. Drawing the plaudits were a lovely Desolation Row, the cheers which greeted tl:i: firs:
singing of the actual words were an eloquent testament to how much this song continues to
mean to his fans, and a hoary old It Ain’t Me Babe. (Bob obviously read the first two
"Homers" in the wrong order!)

Following the litany of dysfunction dnd alienation of Everything Is Broken we get the first
attempt at the keyboards during the smouldering What Good Am I?. This was one of the
evening's highlights, although I was disappointed later to notice that it had replaced Man In

A Long Black Coat. (See set list two pages back.)

It was also, of course, completely disrupted by Bob’s abortive attempts to play the keyboards.
A sound engineer who came on to try to help only added to the brouhaha. An ill placed
microphone hit Dylan in the face (or, rather, vice versa). His good mood, which had been
punctured only by the occasional dark glance at an errant guitarist, was transformed into an
ugly snarl. (Joe later translated that snarl into something along the lines of: WHAT DO YOTI THINK
1AM, A ***** CRIPPLE?...) The transformation back again from this outburst to the emoiios filled
rendition was breathtaking,

4

Sandwiched between two songs that Dylan loves to perform, Seeing The Real You A: .zt
In The Garden, was God Knows with another stab at the keyboards. He was still t,:n; ai:
up in knots. It opened with what sounded remarkably like a snatch of Blowin’ In The #Vin:
once Bob settled down this became another stand-out, as it would be each time it was played.
I loved the way the band came crashing in after "scissors to a string". The two halves t.: the
song in this kind of performance offer such differing, but mutually supportive,
interpretations of the one song. (His antics at the keyboards notwithcrouching!)

He doesn’t leave the stage at all prior to the encores. The entire band wait on the da: o
stage for a short time. It had been presumed that this was an alcohol fuelled oversig:i
Glasgow but it turns out to be the norm. And it is a more agreeable arrangement that the
falsity of trooping off the stage each night and responding to the cries of "more" by trooping
back on again to absolutely no-one’s surprise.

We get a "Thank Yooo" after Blowin’ In The Wind and a spoken intro to, a very fine, Maggie’s
Farm. That’s it. I applaud loudly as he leaves the stage, as does Joe who asks me what I

thought of it.

"That'll do me fine."

My reply draws a surprised look from a passing stranger. Joe - on his third show and
therefore having a very different perspective - said that he felt Dylan had never got ou:
second gear. He was quite right, of course. But then, Dylan's second gear is better than
anyone else's first, he appeared to be in pretty good health and humour and there were seven

more nights to look forward to.

c

Nothing left to do but go home and report to the ansaphone for the home bound victims of
the weather. Oh, and puzzle over the significance(s) of Seeing The Real You At Last being
abbreviated to Real Me on the hand-written set list that Paul had adroitly acquired.

Homer, the siut I
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audience fresh and unscarred by the dxsappomtmcnts of the coming days. The magxc was
definitely there and, to me, this show stands well apart from the indifference of the rest of

the London run.

Bob, for once, appeared to be really enjoying himself, smiling, grinning and bouncing around
the stage. The vocal performance was very fluid and controlled, carrying you with it as it
soared and snarled its way through the set. The sheer good humour of the man was
irresistible and the audience couldn’t believe its luck.

Most Likely You’ll Go Your Way (and I’ll Go Mine): He thundered straight into a cracking,
spirited rendition. The vocal is clear, no mumbling. The audicnce love it, sensing that this is

going to be a good night.

Lay Lady Lay: As a song about seduction this would certainly have worked on me. There was
nothing tired or lack-lustre about this performance. The only slight disappointment was Bob’s
harp solo, which didn’t really come off.

Masters Of War: Along with 90% of the audience, I was certain this was All Along The
Watchtower. indeed it may have started off that way, but, somewherc in the middle of a long
introduction, changed its mind. A sadly truncated version, but thundered out with true power

and venom.

Stuck Inside Of Mobile (With The Memphis Blues Again): A lovely, rolling version, slick and
fast, Bobby gleefully playing about with the vocals.

The Man In Me: Sung with deceptive gentleness, full of heart and power, wandering up and
down his vocal register. Unfortunately he picked up the wrong harp for the solo but
otherwise it was perfectly, if puzzlingly, played to the tune of I Shall Be Released.

Wiggle Wiggle: A spirited version of one of my least favourite songs, at least it signalled the
imminent start of the acoustic section, surely something special on a night like this.

Bob Dylan’s Dream: started quietly, almost whispered, but built and built; a vocal pure
cnough to break your heart. The accompaniment was slightly scrappy but the audience had
reached nirvana and didn’t care.

Don’t Think Twice, It’s All Right: was beautifully timed, the momentum just carrying the
song along on a wave of pure joy. The vocal soared and jumped octaves all over the place.
The most unadulteratedly happy live performance [ have seen since the first night at
Birmingham in '87 when I Want You brought tears to my eyes.

One Too Many Mornings: The most approprlatc term for this is "bloody brilliant". A soft,
lilting, emotional performance. The song is semi- dcoustic as the band have rcturned: snare
drums and double bass hum along in the background. The song is way too short, it should
have lasted several hours.

Mr Tambourine Man: A tinkling, flowing stream of sound as Bob runs line into line to
produce a gentle, flowing momentum. An exquisite Dylan vocal and a skillful Dylan guitar

solo.

Everything Is Broken: Back to full electric, the song is rattled through at a lively pace. Rock
Around The Clock had nothing on the dancing going on in the aisles.

Man In The Long Black Coat: procceded at an almost slow-stop pace with an unusual, almost
surrcal, vocal with the band sounding quite professional and sure of themselves.

Homer, the siut Issue Three
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Seeing The Real You At Last: Bob really lets go on the vocals here; growling and howling the
words, his voice strained with sarcasm and disgust. A marvellous version marrcd only by the
band getting a bit lost.

Shooting Star: A very quavering vocal here, probably produced by the strain of crouching
over the keyboards like that. Needless to say the audience loved it.

I Shall Be Released: He is well away now, God knows what he is doing to his vocal chords.
Every ounce of emotion is squeezed out by a restrained and powerful build up.

Like A Rolling Stone: A slightly inaudible start, but when he got going, boy did he go! The
audience joined in like it was Friday night down their local.

Encores:
The Times They Are A-Changin’. A semi-acoustic version, obviously well rehearsed, with
impeccable timing and a bouncing rhythm. Bob excels himself with an excellent harp solo.

Highway 61 Revisited: Real rhythmic rock ‘n’ roll - even the golden oldies in the audience
were gently twitching, everyone else was going nuts. Bob, ever the maestro, was hamming it
up for all he was worth; bowing, waving and even throwing back a hat that somcone had
enthusiastically launched at him.

This show was, without a shadow of a doubt, the jewel of the 1991 Hammersmith residency.

Feb 10th Tammersmith Odedn, Londo
1 Most Likely You'll Go Your Way (and I'll Go Mine) 1 P¥4 Tamjcd Up In Blue
2 Lay Lady Lay 2 Lay Lady Lay
3 All Along The Watchtower 3 Ali Along ‘The Watchtower
4 Gotta Serve Somebody 4 P Simple Twist Of Fate
3 The Man In Me 3 Stuck Inside Of Mobile {With The Memphis Blues Again) |
[ Wiggle Wiggle 6 Wiggle Wiggle
7 A | Bob Dylan's Diream B 7 i 5 n“i Dmf““‘. "%i%é’i%f%';'f
& A Doanh;_nE Twice: I'ts All R:; hi B =
9 A | Boots Of Spanish Leall : 9
10 |A - | METamboiriae Mag 10
11 Bvervthing Is Broken 11 Evervthmg Is Bmkc'n
12 Man In A Long Black Coat 12 Man In A Long Black Coat
12 Seeing The Real You At Last 13 Secing The Real You At Last
13 P Shooting Star 14 P What Good Am I?
14 In The Garden 15 I Shall Be Relcased
15 Like A Rolling Stone 1t Like A Rolling Stone
16 [aiid Bicwin Indne Wind o b i s 17 |A | The Times They Are A:Cliagpin® . =~
17 Mageie's Farm 18 Highway 61 Revisited
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I spcnd a strangc day hstlessly watchmg football unablc to conccntratc Evcnmg cvcntually
arrives. Bang! He’s back on stage and straight into a lively Most Likely You’ll Go Your Way
(and I’ll Go Mine). Unusually for an opening song he enunciates very clearly, pulling out
(some) of the last words in time honoured fashion. I'll go laaaaast. Biting down on other

words

I'm not gonna tell you, this time, why that is....
How many times has he told, we wonder. Then it’s into our by now familiar second song, he’s
giving it lots of power and emotion:

Stay, Lady stay, stay-ay-ay...with your man a-while
Then? Not a lot, it doesn’t take of f. After a promising opening, the temperature is lowered
and it very much sounds as though she’s not gonna stay and he, knowing this, just goes
through the motions.

A grunge rock version of All Along The Watchtower - its first London airing - follows. Half
the audience and band thought it was Masters Of War at the beginning. A London first,too,
[or Gotta Serve Somebody. Bob obviously enjoys this:...in a King Size Bed...as do I but the

thought occurs that it’s hardly a suitable replacement for Stuck Inside Of Mobile (With The

Memphis Blues Again).

I Shall Be Released chords lead us inevitably into The Man In Me, which is quite lovely until
it tails away in an iffy ending. Dylan ignores that to immediately pick things up with the
intro to his party piece: Wiggle, Wiggle, Wiggle..and wiggle we do.

It’s goose-pimple time again as Bob Dylan’s Dream takes us to a higher plane. Just forget
bands like these and do an acoustic tour next time, Bobby. A little joke at the start of Don’t
Think Twice, It’s All Right prefaces a powerful rendition that brings roars of approval from
the audience. He's really cooking. He plumps for Boots Of Spanish Leather - seemingly as a
request, though the hand-written set list gives it a 50/50 chance - and gives a highly stylized
performance. (He also laughs as the appropriateness of the line Take heed of the stormy
weather strikes him; the audience respond as though he'd told the funniest joke they'd ever
heard while simultancously scoring the winning goal in a cup final.2) An okay Mr Tambourine
Man concludes an acoustic set that had started off with two world beating performances.

It was that kind show, some great others merely adequate. As an all round show it wasn’t as
good as the previous night but it had some of the best individual song performances of the
Hammersmith run. Other highlights were Man In A Long Black Coat and a superlative
Shooting Star.

Dylan again seems to be enjoying himself - during Seeing The Real You At Last for example
- and. I can’t help noticing that some of the gestures and mannerisms that look so spontaneous
arc being repeated in an obviously predetermined manner. I'll have as close as possible a view
of this at Tuesday's show thanks to Lambchop securing me a centre, front row ticket. I won’t
be reviewing that one as my "partners in absurdity” reckon I wouldn’t be objective enough.

Chceek!

A morc pressing worry, though, is what will I do tomorrow night without a show to go to -
swop scats with Pia to get nearer the TV for the New York video ?

2 well, okay, I mean the two pcople in front of me did
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A R AR RS

Midway through this year’s London residency and the atmosphere in the auditorium is
strangely relaxed (our editor excluded!). Expectations are lower than at this stage of last
year's concerts. Since then we’ve had Dylan plumb the depths of his art in Europe, where we
watched him perform to fields seething with plastic and beer. His later concerts in the States
held little to rave about, the new LP, Under The Red Sky, given the usual muted

acknowledgement in concert.

So what do we get tonight?

The band are loose (when are they not?). Jackson's guitar is fine, but Wallace’s depth charge
drumming and Garnier’s staggeringly anonymous bass playing are painfully inadequate. Diaz
is just, well..there.

The opening chords of Tangled Up In Blue are chugged out by the band loosely followed by a
swaying Dylan stabbing away at the keyboards. A mediocre romp through one of the few 70s

songs showcased in this segment of what has ominously been dubbed "the never ending tour".

A number of sojourns to the keyboards and a few lost words later sees the band grind the

song to a halt.

Wedged between this opening parry and an exquisitely drawn Simple Twist Of Fate arc a nice
and sleazy does it Lay Lady Lay - Dylan locks into the vocals nicely, but unfortunately
Jackson somewhat scrapily closes the song with an attempted Robertson-style guitar solo - and
All Along The Watchtower, which suitably fills tonight’s Gulf slot.

Simple Twist Of Fate provides the highlight of tonight’s show. Dylan once again draws the
band through the opening few bars on those skeleton keys, and then launches into the saddest
of vocals, hinting at the Barcclona ’84 triumph, running up and down the scales beautifully.
This as probably as near as Dylan comes to finding the essence we all wait for.

Vocals to the fore again on Stuck Inside Of Mobile (Again!). Dylan’s breath control symmetry
working a treat here, stretching and hovering over the end of lines like some famished
vulture tearing and picking at so much flesh.

Wiggle Wiggle: a humorous sideways glance at sex and death in recent years, which mixes
poetic flippancy with a nod and a wink towards that "big diseasc with a little name" (Prince).
Needless to say the performance was throw-away garbage, but what a song. Really!

Thumbs down to the chronically unimaginative Diaz, as he joins Dylan’s current rendition of
the more deserving Bob Dylan’s Dream. When will Diaz give up and go back to the erstwhile
roadie-ing where his skills and not his weaknesses are on display?

For the second time we are witness to Dylan’s London accent during It’s Alright Ma, in a
very bland version where plaites and gaites go Eastend. Tomorrow Is A Long Time is served
up in a gently rocking mode, resembling the musical equivalent of a very bumpy haycart ride
down a country road.

As with a whole number of songs performed over the last couple of years, but made even
worse by the majesty of what could have been, Desolation Row meanders clumsily through a
smattering of verses: a2 musical museum piece which Dylan only just reveals to his audience
"so’s we can say we've been there".

Everything Is Broken is just that, throwaway hoedown nonsense.
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Whilst the gloomy Man In A Long Black Coat and What Good Am I? were performed with
somc¢ semblance of fecling and passion, these moments were soon dispelled by the gruntish
sprint through I Shall Be Released and Like A Rolling Stone, which gave not an ounce of the
wit or soul which these songs descrve, and were once accorded. Sadly the consistency of the
indifference with which these songs have been performed recently, seems to have dulled the
scnses of much of Dylan’s audience.

It fecls strange to be so negative about a Dylan gig, and even sadder to recognise that I feel
pretty much the same way about his entire brief stint of concerts. This is the case for all but
the sccond night in Glasgow, where we were witness to the supremely scorched earth
approach (as they say) to his music, which we saw for the first time during the 87 tour.
While this type of performance is not to everyone’s taste, for me, at least, it provides moments
of sccing Dylan once again straining at the leash of his art, appecaring like some ravaged
Shaman, not always succeeding in his attempts, but happy to throw himself headlong into his
dark box of musical mantras. Sadly, out of the ten gigs I saw this time around, Glasgow
provided the only truly magnificently shattered night of music: the vocals swirling and
wasted. As for the other nine, put them down there with the Dead gigs - "down where they're
wounded",

Peb 131h ‘Hammerstith Qdeon, Londos Fets || 15th II Hammersmith Odeén, Londan
| Tangled Up In Blue 1 Most Likely You'll Go Your Way (and I'll Go Mine!
2 Lay Lady Lay 2 lay Lady Lay
3 Masters Of War 3 Masters Of War
4 The Man In Me 4 The Man In Me
5 Stuck Inside OF Mobile {With The Memphis Dlues Again) 5 Gotta Serve Somebody
[ Wigple Wigsole fi Wigitle Wigele
7 A Bob Dylan's Dresm A Bob Dyian's Dream’

R A |To Ramona 8 A | Love Minus 7511;!‘ it
9 A Desolation Row 9 A Mr Tambourine Mat

10 |A | Gales Of Bden 10 |A | Girl ¥rom the Nérth Country
11 Evervthing Is Broken 11 Everything Is Broken

12 Man In A Long Black Coat 12 Man In A Long Black Coat
13 Sccing The Real You At Last 13 Secing The Real You At Last
L] P Shooting Star K] I Under The Red Sky

15 God Knows 15 God Knows

16 In The Garden 1 I Shall Be Released

17 Like A Rolling Stone 17 l.ike A Rolling Stone

1R A Blowin' In The Wind 18 A It Ain't Me Babe

19 All Along The Watchtower 19 Highway 61 Revisited
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This was, for me, the mght the money ran out; and, given the superb form Dylan was in the
previous night, I was hoping for great things from the man. I didn’t get them! He came on
stage hatless, for me a bad sign, he is somehow more animated when "in character". (Although
it doesn’t much matter whose character as long as it isn’t Bob Dylan.)

He began with Tangled Up In Blue but without the same conviction as last night. Then it was
rapidly into Lay Lady Lay, a favourite of mine; but one, like too many others, to which
Dylan no longer relates. He includes it merely as a ‘greatest hit' for the casual observer (of
which there surely can't be too many?).

Next was the obligatory Masters Of War which met with approval from the audience,
although the significance and aptness of the lyrics seemed to escape Dylan. The Man In Me
was played unimaginatively, and then we were once again into the increasingly dull Stuck
Inside Of Mobile (With The Memphis Blues Again). Next was a bit of new album promotion,
and Dylan and the band bounced into Wiggle Wiggle. This is a song which Dylan seems
genuinely to enjoy playing, almost relishing the inaneness of the lyrics.

The acoustic set began with Bob Dylan’s Dream. Not a favourite of mine, and not one which I
became more fond of over the five nights at Hammersmith. To Ramona, on the other hand,
was beautifully played and was a real highlight of the night’s show.

Dylan then chose to desecrate Desolation Row in a somewhat spectacular style. If he cannot
remember the words, tune, or which harmonica to play, then maybe he’d just better leave this
one alone. God knows what the ‘one nighters’ must have thought of this shambles, although
increasingly this was the one song during which my companion claimed to decipher some
words - surely not?

Gates Of Eden was given a similar treatment and, although it had its moments, the slurring
of the words and the general impression that Dylan wanted to get the song over with as
quickly as possible, did not make this a classic performance.

Everything Is Broken was romped through pleasantly enough and confirmed my suspicion iha:
Dylan is much happier playing new material than ‘golden oldies’. Man In A Long Black Coat
was treated to some very effective, atmospheric lighting and some excellent guitar playing by

John Jackson. Incidentally, despite the inane grinning, I thought John Jackson was very gnad

and definitely improved with hearing (or maybe with playing?).

Seeing The Real You At Last was thumped out in a seemingly accusatory manner. It was als¢
*omewhat ironic. Throughout the show Dylan often appeared to have serious trouble in seeivy
anyone or anything. He enjoyed this song and amused us with his, by now familiar,
face-pulling routine, along with a couple of barely disguised nose-thumbs. This was followed
by a version of Shooting Star which he had perfected the previous night. He again adopted
nis rather uncomfortable looking pose at the piano half sitting, half standing. However the
song was passable enough, but then I’'m biased!

The show concluded with, predictably by now, God Knows, In The Garden and Like A
Rolling Stone. The first two possibly the last remnants of the ‘born again’ phase, although
maybe not? LARS presumably to gather us back into the fold before the finale. However,
Dylan ’s unique phrasing of the lyrics did not encourage a general sing-along, even if that’s
what the lighting engineer had intended.

The somewhat perfunctory encore consisted of Blowin’ In The Wind and All Along The
Watchtower. By then it was almost a quarter to eleven, the lights went up, the background
music started and we all filed out once again. In the pub afterwards the atmosphere was
rather subdued and even depressed. Someone said to me that I couldn’t let this performance
be the last one I saw (for this year), unfortunately it was.
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I think I drew thc short straw on havmg to review thlS one. | lovcd both Saturday shows and
the first Sunday wasn’t too bad either, but tonight, like the Friday before, Dylan never got
into top gear. The band never helped, of course, turning out a startlingly dull array of guitar
breaks, bass lines etc. But not too much blame should be laid at their plodding feet - after all,
who was the guy that hired them?

Bob also shows a worrying lack of imagination in tonight’s set list. The charms and subtleties
of Wiggle Wiggle, Seeing The Real You At Last, Everything Is Broken and Masters Of War
are not very obvious on the sixth night. (Despite this they are greeted with the same glee and
silly hat waving as seemingly every other show.)

Onec last gripe - Dylan’s voice. Time and again during the week I heard friends and various
other bystanders complain that they couldn’t understand a word the man said or sang. Bob
has got so lazy (or tired), and he looks increasingly to hide among the boys rockin’ and rollin’
behind him. (And in Cesar’s case that’s well behind him.) But it needn’t always be like this,
the acoustic sets, where Dylan has to work hard with his singing show that he can still
deliver with feeling and clarity.

Tonight was not without its positive points: The Man In Me was a highlight, as it was in
every show, Girl From The North Country was breathtakingly simple and cffective. It was
also good to hear Under The Red Sky and God Knows. But these points on their own were
simply not ¢nough to make the ¢vening anything other than a disappointment.

Feb || 16th Hammersmith Odcon [, ondon Feb || 17th “ Hammersmith Odédh. Londan
1 i Most Likely You'll Go Your Wav (and I'll Go Mine) 1 P Most Likely You'll Go Your Way (and I'll Go Mine)
3 P Lav Lady lay 2 P l.ay Lady Lay
3 Masters Of War i Masters Of War
4 ‘The Man In Me 4 The Man In Me
5 Stuck Inside OF Mobile {With The Memphis THues Agon) 5 Golta Serve Somebody
[ Wiggie Wiggle fi Wigule Wiggle
7 A | Bob Dylan's Dream: 7 A |Bob D-,nan’s Drcam
B A LL'W’Q Mmus Zera/No Linit B A Love M
9 A Mr'lambnunne M.m ki A Mr Ta
w_1A Boots Of Spanish Leather i A | Gird From The North Country =

1 Evervthing Is Broken ] Everything Is Broken
12 Man In A Long Black Coat 12 Man In A Long Black Coat
13 Under The Red Skv 13 Seeing The Real You At Last
14 Seeing The Real You At Last 14 " Under The Red Sky
15 God Knows 15 God Knows
16 In The Garden 1 [ Shall Be Released
|7 Like A Rolling Stone 17 Like A Rolling Stone
18 A Blowin' In ‘The Wind 1K A The Times They Are A-Chanisin’

149 Maggie’s Farm 149 Highway 61 Revisited

-
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I'm getting cool enough to spot the clothes he’s wearin’ straight off now. Mind you, the long,
shiny brown shoes would’ve grabbed anyone’s attention tonight. Along with those, he was
wearing: a striped blazer, leather waistcoat, black T-shirt, with a bil of a white one sticking
out at his midriff,

Who needs sartorial elegance when you can perform like this? We get a great show tonight. He
opens with the usual two - bul at the keyboards, Lay Lady Lay is very good which augurs
well, 've come o use that as a bit ol o barometer (or these shows.

The remainder of the lirst eleetric set is simply staggering with back-to-back great
performances. 1t’s the same old soags, bul what a translormation as he gives them that extra
edge. There’s nothing lack-lustre about tonight's show. The audience is wildly appreciative,
whether as a result of rhe performance or because the hall is full of people who - due to Jast
weekend’s weather — are at their [irst show, I'm not sure. Probably a bit of both.

Steve 1s convinced Dylan turns it on when Pia is there - (no, she didn’t go to the last night!) -
1 only hopc that he plays Love Minus Zero/No Limit again as it is her all time favourite. He
does! He also falls about laughing during Mr Tambourine Man, whatever strikes him as fuany
is s0 good he relays it to the band and a jolly good laugh is had by all. (See the interview
with John Jackson in The Telegraph [or what happened.) This could puzzie a few tape
listeners in the luture.

Now whether you regard this clowning around during a song as showing disregard for the
audience or rellecting the intimate atmosphere of the Hammersmith Odeon is up Lo
yourselves. I’d [ike to think the latter and that he felt amongst {riends, though perhaps we
wenl too far when we applauded the yawn at the end ol Secing The Real You At Last!

A superb acoustic sct (again) is followed by Lhe second eleclric beginning as usual with
Everything Is Broken. For a change, though, we have Ron Wood sneaking on stage to provide
a liresome distraction. He just about gets (o grips with the song as it ends. Ron stays on for
Man In A Long Black Coat, and rcappears for Like A Rolling Stone, thankfully though, his
contributions arc minimal. (It should perhaps be said that Wood and Harrison behaved much
more like guests at a Dylan concert should the [ollowing night. Though they still overstayed
their welcome a bit.) At least we were spared Eric "IUs so nice to see so many white faces in
the crowd" Clapton.

Without quite fullilling the extravagant promise ol the first half of the concert, Bob still
delivers an above average second hall. There is much clowning about and visual
entértainment. I'll never forget Maggie’s Farm ol all things - now how do you explain that to
somcone who’s only got a tape (o listen to?

Rumour amongst fans suggests that Dylan was scen this very afternoon being walked around
The Odeon car park to sober him up. Either it is true or there are some budding tabloid
writers amongst us. I the former it would suggest that there is a great deal to be said [or an
alcohol fuelled Dylan nowadays. Glasgow 3rd bears most cloquent testimony to this.

Dylan is so relaxed and there is such a celebratory feeling to this concert that I have a
fleeting worry that Bob thinks it’s the last night and won’t turn up tomorrow. (Whaddya
mean, you wish he hadn’?)

If you only could make one Hammersmith show, I hope it was a Saturday.
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the performance, the post mortem, the speculation and then the inevitable post-tour "cold
turkey". Everything, that is, with the exception of this tour’s London stint, The last night of
the residency was the culmination ol a campaign of unremitting dreariness, a night so
excruciatingly similar to all the other nights in style, content and (bar Saturday 9th) standard
of performance to be doubly disappointing simply because it was the last night.

There’s no need for me to compare the last night with the others in any detail because, with
the exception of the [irst Saturday, this show was a carbon copy of every other London
performance.3

If you were not there, all you need to know is that he was in fairly good spirits, wore his
cowpoke hat and a white\cream\yellow jacket. (Difficult to tell due to the famous Dylan
spotlight - a forty watt bulb somewhere at the back of the stage.) And that he alternated
between the familiar half jig - half shamble around stage and crouching demonically over the

keyboards.

First Electric Section; .

Most Likely You’ll Go Your Way (and I'll Go Mine) was ragged, mumbled and slurred. Lay
Lady Lay was wheezed out, lacking passion or sensuality. Masters Of War and he seemed to
be warming up, a fairly good vocal but thrown out at great speed. The Man In Me just seemed
to rumble along, there was still some e¢ffort on the vocal but it was let down badly by the
indifferent performance of the band. Gotta Serve Somebody showed how truly abysmal the
band is, bring back the Heartbreakers, G.E. and the gang - almost anybody. Overall, a bit of a
shambles. Dylan has a brave, but fairly misguided, attempt at a harmonica solo. Wiggle
Wiggle: I hate to say it but this was awful.

Acoustic Section: °

Bob Dylan’s Dream sounded as wonderful as ever, touching and for moments almost achingly
beautiful. Love Minus Zero/No Limit was clear and pure, soft and restrained, a sweet, little
harmonica solo. I could forgive him almost anything. Mr Tambourine Man: pretty but nothing
to get excited about. Boots Of Spanish Leather was gently mumbled, taken a little too fast
and sadly cut short.

Second Electric Section:

Everything Is Broken had lots of twang and a heavy beat but not much else. Man In A Long
Black Coat and Dylan showing some rcal [lickers of enthusiasm here and the band is more
together than usual. Seeing The Real You At Last sounded like they were trying to make last
orders. Under The Red Sky : astonishingly a jewel, taken at the right pace, with a gentle,
yearning vocal performance. God Knows, well I'm glad somebody does. I Shall Be Released -
so will we soon! This was very lack-lustre. Like 4 Rolling Stone and we’re on the home
stretch now, a surprisingly good version. 2.

Encores:
The Times They Are A Changin’, a pleasant little sing along. Highway 61 Revisited: "A song
about the road", he tells us. Now this is Rock and Roll, a thumping good, get down and boogic
version.

’

3 Including, say, Tucsday’s Simple Twist Of Fate???
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And this was all we got, Ron Wood and George Harrison came on and attempted to stuff
yellow flowers down the revered neck, at which Bob looked none too amused -- and then he
was gonc. I can honestly admit that, Dylan being assaulted with flowers included, the only
surprise of the evening was a car spontancously combusting outside the Hammersmith Odeon

afterwards.

If this secems an unwarrantedly negative review, it is because it is hard to describe the
disappointments of this leg of the tour and, especially, this how. I have never before seen a
Dylan last night that was not something special, did not contain some gems, After waiting
night after night for something to treasure, the last night was a crushing disappointment ,
being exactly the same as nearly all the other nights , differing neither in content nor
standard of performance. In truth it scarcely merits as a recview from nearly any other night
will tell you the same story. Only peoples’ reactions will be different.

X

ew Muir

Hazel’s reactions from Saturday 9th to the last show, while seeming extreme, reflect the views
of many. See, too, the conclusion Chris Cooper comes to in the next article. There was a
growing dissatisfaction among dichard fans as the residency progressed. "The band were
awful, he wasn’t trying, he was drunk, the shows were too short, there weren’t enough song

changes."

Was all this true? Well the band certainly were not very good, but as Steve points out, where
docs the blame [or this really lie. He certainly seemed a bit pissed on occasion, but only once
outragcously so, and it seemed to coincide with better renditions. Note too, at his drunkest, on
the 3rd 1n Glasgow, Bob was so out of it he playcd a show from a different, superior tour.

The shows always secem too short! I think what annoycd people - and quite rightly so - was
the impression he gave, on some nights, of wanting them over as quickly as possible. A feeling
of: "Let’s belt through the rest of the songs before last orders”. Not that England’s ridiculous
licensing hours would restrict Bob Dylan.

Why should this feeling have arisen? Maybe it was a false impression. After all he often
seemed very happy and, if he werc bored, why go on touring, night after night, tour after
tour. All the talk of "paradox" and "enigma" seems to have come home to roost.

As to song changes - the nub of the problem {or most fans - are we not a bit out of order
here? Even setting the second Glasgow show aside, there were many changes. Look at the set
lists for the first two London shows, scven changes for the second night! More, surely, than
any other artist would make, nearly 40% of the set. Were we spoiled by last year, or should
Bob take into account the large number who go every night?

Again, I think that this misses the point. If he performed the same eighteen or nineteen songs
ecach night as well as he has for large slices of the Never Ending Tour, wouldn’t we have been
happy anyway? I know I would have. We could have clung to a different song c¢ach night as
a personal highlight. Two of my favourite Hammersmith songs were Masters Of War and The
Man In Me on the Sixteenth. It didn’t matter that they weren’t new to this leg of the tour.
Anyway he has proved times beyond number (unless you're lan Woodward or have Dave
Percival’s The Concert Charts to hand) that new life can be breathed into old standards.

I think wc are spoiled to some extent, with the non stop videos and tape relecases, on the other
hand it’s as recently as November '90 that Bob played much better shows.

As a final point, | think we should be advised to take the extent of some people’s
disappointment with a sackful of salt, I'm thinking of the recaction when there was the
possibility of a May return to these shores and the sudden upturn in bookings to Europe in
June. Whatever: THANKS FOR COMING, BOBBY.
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The Never Ending Tour In Glasgow & London 1991 By Chris Cooper

1990: This is the last time, never again.
1991: Well, we really ought to got to Glasgow as well - it’ll be good practice !

Why do we do it? I meant it last time too, yet here we are again: another tour, another
fortune spent and a handful of tickets to show for it! There is something about a Dylan tour
that gets in the blood. I really never intended to go to so many shows, to try so many videos.
It just sorta creeps up on you.

I was one of the crazy few that queued for a night again, in the freezing cold, for my tickets.
Then I had the same argument with the Box Office.

I want Front Circle or about 8th row downstairs, centre.
We still have 2nd row seats, Sir.
I want to sit further back.

The same quizzical looks. Oh well, all in a taper’s day I guess.

I come away poorer but happier. The right seats (I hope). A month later the next batch goes
on sale. Shit! Back we go; more seats. Then more! Come on, Bob, play fair - why piss us
around like this?

So I sit back. I talk to others. White Rose is not gonna bother this time. KCM is off
everywhere.

What! You're not gonna do Glasgow !!! But the security will be so easy there.

Then the bugger sells me a new (to me) video camera and - what so far proves to be a
foolproof - a way of getting the blighter into gigs. I offer White Rose my old camera, cheap -
3007 Too Much.

He comes back, 200?
Sorry, it's gone
Never mind

A week later he buys a new camera; like I said, it’s a crazy game!
Of course you know what happens next.

February Ist finds Dizzy and I on a train to Glasgow. It's a cold bleak day, but the long
journey goes quickly with Dizzy to keep me company. We get to Glasgow and make our way
to an obscure book shop where my Glasgow tickets are waiting. First problem: there is only
one for the Saturday show.

Oh well, we are told, there will be plenty on sale outside.

So we go to our hotel, which has magically jumped in price from the promised 25 quid or so
to 80 an night! Well, it’s not often that Dizzy and I leave the kids behind. We spend a pleasant
day in Glasgow on the Saturday. However I make the mistake of having a Scottish breakfast.
The haddock was great but the porridge flies through my digestive system with all the
subtlety of a runaway express train.

On to the SECC, where we soon discover a total lack of ticket touts and no spare tickets for
sale! Dizzy and I wander around meeting the usual bunch: Ian W, the two Daves, Adrian,
KCM...the same faces - all very sympathetic but no spare tickets.
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An hour goes by and we are getting desperate when I score one from a sailor for 25 quid.
Lets go in!

On the way to the entrance, I manage to lose Dizzy. We meet up inside and she goes almost
grey when I point out to her that in her haste she was carrying all "the gear" in. Much is
disguised, but there are a few loose bits in there - like a 2x lens !! Anyway, we are in and we
prepare for the show,

I'm not gonna bore you with the technical details. Film wise all goes well. I am well pleased.
The show is ragged, though, with the new band unsure of what to do. Cesar and Jackson
exchange places on lead guitar a lot. It makes for an uneasy Dylan, who at times strolls to the
back of the stage, watching the proceedings like he was part of the audience.

Bob Dylan’s Dream is very nice, so, too, is God Knows. We leave smiling.

I must say that, for a taper, there is no greater feeling of satisfaction than that moment when
you get through the exit doors and you know that's one in the bag. I sometimes think it is this
stimulus that makes us a carry on. It is specially nice on night one of a tour. Filming is such
a competitive business, you really feel up against to start with. So to get one under the belt,
and a good one too, is very rewarding. I sleep happy that night.

I am up early in the morning, though. I want to see how it has come out and the TV in our
room has the ariel socket welded in! Nothing else for it, I tip toe into the tv lounge and plug
in. Looks great! In no time at all I have the hotel porter and a group of guests in there for a
private viewing!

Dizzy eventually gets up and we have breakfast, then wander around Glasgow.

Poor Dizzy begins to feel unwell now, by the evening it looks like she won’t be able to make
the show.

Eventually I go it alone. I am full of confidence tonight as I reach my place at the front of
the queue, I start to open the bag...

No bags allowed in tonight, Sir. You'll have to leave it here.

He points to a pile of bags thrown into a corner! I tell him I'll take it back to the hotel. Then
he gets nasty:

What have you got in there? You were here last night...

Before things get too heavy, I split and take it back to the hotel. I find Dizzy feeling better
and head back, getting there just as Graham Parker ends his set.

No need to hover back tonight, so I push to the front. We get a most amazing gig. Most of the
set is different, though we get Bob Dylan’s Dream again.

The shock is the state Dylan is in. I mean he is pissed, totally wasted. He hasn’t got a clue.
Positively Fourth Street gets three starts and never really ends. At one point he even drops
the guitar! This is a poor night indeed. I'm almost glad i don’t film it.

Back to the hotel. The next day the hotel porter asks me what the film is like!! After
breakfast, we head home with the weather starting to turn bad. I have a few days rest ahead.

So it’s on to London. Did you notice the snow?????

I mean, what a bummer! That really screwed up most of my plans. Instead of 50 minutes it
takes 7 and a half hours to reach Hammersmith! I meet DP, who agrees that I can stay ay his
place for the first three shows. Dizzy is not happy but is as understanding as usual.
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Now, much had been thought of Hammersmith security, many stories of heavy times. Then
we get rocket launchers in Whitehall. You gotta expect the worst? Well, good old
Hammersmith doesn’t let us down.

In I go, 6th row tonight; 12 zoom? Yeah, why not!

First thing I notice is the addition of an electric keyboard on stage. I get ready. Tonight is a
lap job, I think.

I sit poised, on walks Dylan. UP everyone stands!!! Now dear old Lambchops is a nice guy, but
he has decided that he and his band of merry men who occupy the front row every night will
stand all night and scream their devotion. OK, that’s their choice; but by standing up in the
front row they force all the downstairs to stand up. This means that filming is much harder,
the gaps this creates makes it easy to be spotted and forces most of us to get the camera up to
the eye.

I am in good company tonight, I can see White Rose and DH , each with camera poised. I try
filming a section, but it’s mostly heads. Dylan jumps into focus in the viewfinder, VERY
close. Then I see movement behind me. I drop the camera into the bag. The very same black
guy that busted me last year leaps into my place, feet astride my bag, camera still running, he
busts DH!!! (I have a great audio.)

Whilst this is bad news for DH it is very instructive to me, I watch the master go to work as
he skilfully rescues the tape. It’s a lesson which stands me in good stead when I get caught at
the Wednesday show.

This signifies the end of filming attempts, though. No way to go on now, tomorrow is
another show. Meanwhile, however, Dylan is continuing. He treats us to a very similar show
to the first Glasgow. However, we get a stirring Desolation Row (my first for 25 years!!) and
then he goes to the piano for What Good Am I? There is a great bit here where Dylan is too
far from the mike and calls in a roadie but by not keeping an eye on the distance of the
mike he manages to head butt it! The band is still ragged but now Cesar seems to be playing
much more laid back.

We file out and DP drives carefully back in the snow. I spend Saturday discussing tactics and
preparing for the next show. This is the first of my balcony nights. Come the show and
security is no better than the previous night. Up I go.

After a few minutes, I settle into the business. This is a lot better, I get a very watchable
show tonight. This is just as well, as I later decide that this is one of the best shows. Cesar is
now pushed to the far side of the stage.

The set, though, is getting rather familiar; the first half is virtually the same, though the
band is tighter tonight. We get to the keyboard part....will he? YES but tonight it’s a superb
Shooting Star, probably my favourite Oh Mercy track. Like A Rolling Stone is also
particularly good tonight.

I leave the hall, with that same rush, whole show tonight!!

At DP's we watch it through, then it’s round to his mum’s for Sunday dinner. Thanks Mrs P,
for the hospitality!

For the Sunday show I am back in the sixth row. But this is gonna be bad news as I meet
KCM, and discover he has got caught both nights!! I now form my "cunning plan" to swap my
downstairs tickets for front balcony. I manage to do this for tonight and get a complete film
of a rather average gig. It does have its high points, of course. Shooting Star again and a very
nice In The Garden. However, these three shows have been very similar indeed. It makes the
value of doing them all decrease. There are a lot of empty seats up there tonight, is it the
snow or the grapevine? I head home for a day of domesticity before the Tuesday show.
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The Tuesday show, what can [ say? Tangled Up In Blue: no guitar, Dylan stalks the stage,
like a deformed gangster, in his hat and coat. Superb stuff, this for me was the night to see,
Simple Twist and What Good Am I? on keyboards. And also the acoustic Tomorrow Is A
Long Time and Desolation Row; again, what can I say? (Oh yeah, the camera was working
fine again.)

By now I was getting very confident. I was taking over those balcony seats alright, getting
people to swap places an all was going well. They say pride comes before a fall, well I nearty
bought it on Wednesday.

Wednesday, I meet our very own John Welburn who is beaming that ‘tonight will be fine’. I
offer his mate, Paul, my spare seat, it is closer and, anyway, I don’t like empty seats by me.
Tangled Up In Blue again, but tonight he has a guitar. We also get a lovely Gates Of Eden
and Desolation Row for the last time.

Then I get busted!!

Well, it had to happen, you know? Fortunately Paul plays his part well and does not flinch
when the videotape comes his way. The security are actually quite pleasant upstairs; I must
say that they treat it all light-heartedly.

Without Paul there would be no tape of Wednesday, so, thanks Paul. [ leave the show with
more than a cold, though. I have started to cough and sneeze now. At least I am going home
for a day or two....or so I thought! I wait till 3:00am for a train that eventually takes me 30
miles...and then brings me back. It is 4:30am and I am still at Kings Cross, feeling more dead
than alive,

I stagger back to the Barkston Hotel where Romeo is staying. I sleep there for a few hours
and then 'phone home. Greg answers the ’phone but fails to note my hotel down! I eventually
wake in the late afternoon. I head home to a very relieved Dizzy.

I can honestly say that I have never felt so ill. I was ultimately forced to miss the Friday
show, but I had to make the end.

Held up by antibiotics and aspirin, I stumble back to London for the last two. I gotta admit
that I felt a little uneasy as I entered the Odeon. Would they recognise me? No.

Up to the balcony where I cough my way through an enjoyable, if rough, gig. We are treated
to Ron Wood at the close of the set for Like A Rolling Stone, nice one, too. Of course the two
opening songs on the keyboards comes as a surprising change, but a bigger one is God Knows
on the keyboards!

The last night of a tour usually feels special, but this one did not. Perhaps my cold was
affecting me, but it seemed a re-run of the previous night except this time George Harrison
and Woody came out and threw flowers over Bob during Highway 61 Revisited. That doesn’t
sound much, does it?

The video? Oh, that's ok, yeah, got it all - but I'm not sure what for.
I'm not gonna do them all again......

This time I'll stick to it. There’s no longer any need. I think Bob sees himself as a sixties
sideshow. You come to see the legend, not hear him; it’s not important that he’s out of tune,
that the band are virtually rehearsing on tour. If that js what he believes, then he is wrong.
Dylan is a professional and he should not be seen to give so many unprofessional shows. The
man [ know cared enough to want it to be right, I hope he cares that much again. I'll watch
and wait and hope. Oh sure, I'll go to a few more gigs, and I’ll possibly have the trusty
camera too, but that's not to say all of ’em. Let’s get it in perspective.
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Postscript
Ring! Ring!

"Chris?"

"Yeah"

"Have you heard? Six nights in Mexico, soon’
"Really ! Wow!

(A voice from the kitchen) "Don’t you dare!"

That’s what dreams are for, | guess,

The original magnetic mover appears courtesy of Freewheelin’.
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Ah.but Iwassomuch e
older then, I'm younger
than that now!..

“Yeah, but Bob was so much younger when he recorded that— he’s older than that now.
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Graham Ashton:

Thanks for issue two of Homer, the slut. Maybe your correspondents who were puzzled by
the title might get round to reading Tarantula someday?

I admire your efforts in putting the mag together. That "middle ground” between The
Telegraph and Isis\Look Back is a difficult one to fill. There’s certainly a need, but I'm
not sure that reprinting comments about songs from books we all have or duplicating
newspaper cullings that anyone who's interested will have collected anyway is the best
territory to aim for.

More interesting, to me at any rate, were the individual responses to Under The Red Sky.
That leads, inevitably to the obvious point that you yourself made the major creative input
to the magazine with your well-written and perceptive essay on “Nonsense Verse". I suppose
you could follow up with "nonsense videos" and "nonsense concert versions” but all the same,
eventually the steam will run out and gne person on their own will not be able to fill a
Dylan fanzine. I hope you'll be able to garner contributions from those in the Dylan world
with some thoughts in their head that they haven't nicked from stories in the press etc.

As for the mag being a "freebie”, [ think you must be daft. Nobody minds paying for
anything they really want and it's ridiculous to expect people who get the mag not to
reciprocale at least your time, ¢f fort and costs in putting it together. I enclose a modest
contribution with this letter.

Well I've been accused of many things in my lite, but never creative input | Some pertinent points here. FOCUS ON is
looking like a candidate for the chop at the moment, as no-one has wrilten in to ‘defend’ it yet. On the other hand the
newspaper cuttings have proved very popular; mainly due, I guess, to the sheer number of publications these days.
Most people like to have them gathered together.

As to the point re my input - aren’t ninety-per cent of videos "nonsense"? Seriously though, I'm sure that you'd all
have tired of me pontificating in each & every issue. Thankfully contributors have stepped forward already and this
issue completes the move from personaleine to magazine begun with Alex Hill's review in the last issue.

Re Homer being a "freebie", events have proven you correct. Incidentally, your contribution was far from "modest" and
suffices for your first year's subscription.

Mel Gamble:

Well done, getting 2 on the streets is proof of a certain level of organisation. The second is
a definite improvement both in terms of content and production.

You seem to be veering more to the analytical, though generally understandable. Can you
sustain the level by writing a large part yourself, or can you call on others to write for you?
Sounds hard work to me.

Whatever, I'll look forward to the next one, and the next Homer, the slut.

As above, really, Mel. Yes, it is too much hard work to do it all! I really found myself rushing to finish both the main
articles in Issues One and Two because I'd got tied up in layout & reproduction.

Mark Carter:

Thanks for the second issue of Homer. Excellent stuff! I was most impressed. Keep up the
good work, I'd like to see you continuing for as long as you want to...(Mark goes on {0

of fer various contributions - all of which were gratefully accepted )....Anyway, should be lots
to comment on soon. If the track listing for the cd box set proves to be correct, then it's
going to he a classic. My mouth is watering already!

Yes, mine too. I was saying to Joe McShane today: "Iinagine in 1986, if someone had told you how many times he was
going to play Britain and that a set including Foot Of Pride, Blind Willie McTell and Farewell Angelina would be
released in the next 5 years..." Not only would we not have believed it, we'd have called the men in the white coats!
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Alex Hill:

Thanks for a great second issue. More of the same would be much appreciated. Keep on
keepin’ on.

A few random thoughts on Issue 2, FOCUS ON must continue if only for the less well
informed like me. It also provides much needed background for newcomers to Dylanology.
A service much to be desired if only to provide an introduction to the club. Remember
Andrew, the two youths who introduced themselves to us before the Wednesday
Hammersmith concert? Remember how impressed they were with HOMER? These young
men need this kind of service to support and give shape to their interest. I therefore
disagree strongly with Steve Hussey, it is not the more "obscure” songs that need this
treatment bul the classics of yester-year.

MODES OF NONSENSE VERSE was a very interesting and thought provoking piece. [t
sent me scurrying hither and thither across the bookshelves looking for further associations.
Herewith a jew odds and ends.

Did you ever wonder what happened before LILY, ROSEMARY AND THE JACK OF
HEARTS were reunited? Look no further than Lewis Carrol and EVIDENCE READ AT
THE TRIAL OF THE KNAVE OF HEARTS. Well, maybe.

How about Mervyn Peake as another source? With Dylan's penchant for the grotesque and
Peake’s mastery of it this seems a distinct possibility. The vast labyrinthine castle of
GORMENGHAST and its bizarre inhabitants, its rigid sociely and the peasants outside scem
a fertile area for research. This is the sociely where the outsiders annually present great
works of art to the Lord of Gormenghast. These Bright Carvings are then placed in a
dusty attic that no-one visits. Peake was also a fine poet and illustrator, one of his shorter
poems may just give you some indication of his talents and seems to me to encapsulate a
lot of Dylan's work.

The vastest things are those we may not learn,
We are not taught to die, nor to be born,
Nor how to burn
With love.
How pitiful is our enforced return
To those small things we are masters of.

In MODES OF NONSENSE VERSE you mentivned Surrealism that also sparked various
thoughts. It is, as you say, all 10 easy 1o force meaning where no meaning is implied. The
"pure surrealists” eschewed all meaning in their work. Oune example being Louis Bunuel
and Dali's film LE CHIEN ANDALOU which was simply a series of grotesque, absurd
images with no narrative link or intended meaning. Dali continued in this vein through
most of his work while Bunuel became more political as time went on, witness such films
as LOS OLVIDADOS.

There is perhaps an obscure link here. One scene from the video to TIGHT CONNECTION
TO MY HEART had two young people running hand in hand across a deserted landscape.
They arrive at the top of a small hill und look down, then the scene changes. There is a
sequence from a Bunuel film (the name of which escapes me at present) which looks
exaclly the same, and I mean exactly. The two people look the same, the landscape {ooks
the same, right down to the dead trees at the bottom of the hill. However when the two lvok
down in the Bunuel version they see skeleions dressed as catholic bishops and cardinals. |
leave you to make a connection if there is one, It is possible we go too far, it may be
that the important thing is not the intended meaning but the perceived meaning, It may be
how the listener reacts is what matters and Dylan is the catatyst. On the other hand he may
Just be pulling our collective plonkers.  More on perception and understanding at a laier
date.
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HAMMERSMITH, Saturday (9th) and Wednesday.

He is trying very hard to please, but the band are rather incoherent and thrashy. Musically
the overall feel was that the whole thing was thrown together with the constituent parts not
gelling very well. The drummer in particular at times seemed to be on another planet
altogether. That is not to say these two nights were without their highlights. In particular
Saturday’'s SEEING THE REAL YOU AT LAST, EVERYTHING IS BROKEN and a superb
SHOOTING STAR. I was personally delighted to hear ONE TOO MANY MORNINGS fairly
well rendered, though there are those I understand who would disagree, SHOOTING STAR
also stood out from a mediocre lot on Wednesday as well as a rumbustious ALL ALONG
THE WATCHTOWER, with TO RAMONA bringing a wistful smile to my face. And on both
nights, WIGGLE WIGGLE continues to delight and should become, if it isn’t already, a
concert favourite.

Quite a few things here, Alex.

i) You've certainly put the cat amongst the pigeons re FOCUS ON; I'd just about decided against that. Though as far
as the "youths" - (& I feel old enough already, thanks) - are concerned, I'm not even sure they were in the same
universe as us. (Maybe I'll hear from them, though).

ii) The bit re "connections": Yes, it can be easy to go too far if one is going to insiet on definite connections. But it all
depends on why one is making them; or how illuminating they are. For example it would have been very surprising, but
not altogether impossible, that Kafka hadn't read Dickens. A comparison of the two's works would not, however, have
been invalidated in kafka had never read a line of Dickens. It would be surprising, but certainly not impossible, that
Dylan has not read Elizabethan verse quite extensively. It is undeniable that Dylan is familiar with the Bible, nursery
rhymes, Shakespeare, F Scott Fitzgerald, Dostoyevsky,The Beats and the French symbolists. (To mention a few from
various literary traditions and to say nothing of the musical and oral traditions which are more central to his art.)

Your point re Peake, though, I can see no connection here. (Which doesn’t mean there isn’t one). I printed this because
it is such a good poem. I think "connections" are valid if they arise out of the work itself. This morning on the tube
(empty due to security alerte) I had peace to read the "Poems on the Underground.” One was by Michael Drayton:
(1663-1631)

Since there’s no help, come let us kiss and part
Nay, I have done: you get no more of me.

And I am glad: yea glad with all my heart,
That thus so cleanly I myself can free

Shake hands for forever, cancel all our vows,
And when we meet at anytime again

Be it not seen in either of our brows

That we one jot of former love remain

Now whether Dylan has ever read this I do not know; but if one was discussing the Don't Think Twice\Most Likely
You'll go Your Way type of song this would be a useful comparison. Not only do you have a similarity of sentiment but
also of voice. I can almost hear Dylan singing bits of this.

iii) The bit re Bunuel & the videos. I presume you mean Unbelievable as the video - however, does it matter since
they’re both such crap? And I don't know what you mean by "pulling our plonkers". If the director of the video (not
Dylan, incidentally) was having a private joke, good on him, I'm glad somebody got something out of it. Bunuel
influences on Dylan are very far from unlikely, however - though it is not an area I know anything about, so how about
looking at Renaldo & Clara with this in mind?

iv) One Too Many Mornings was lovely, Alex; don't listen to mid-tour fatigue merchantst!!

Dave Wingrove:

I was very interested by your MODES OF NONSENSE VERSE and enclose a copy of a
tape with Nottamun Town on it, just in case no-one else has sent you one. Also some other
Fairport Convention renditions of Dylan songs, which you may or may not have heard.

Okay. To MODES. Ten thousand. Yes, a nicely rounded figure, as the Chinese know only too
well. Their term for ‘Everything under Heaven and on the Earth’ is "The Ten Thousand
Things". To them it's the most significant of numbers.

——
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But to the meat of your piece, "Nonsense". It strikes me that a lot of this results as an
attempt to break down old ways of thinking - to climb over the barriers of pre-conditioned
thought/structure. Like Finnegan’s Wake, it serves not as an end in itself, but as a staging
post - a resting point - before new structures are created and improved upon.

There's a lot of fun in the process, of course, as is implied in your quotes from Mr.
Haunton’s book. But you're quite right - what's at the core of this is surrealism - the Object
Trouve and the whole Dadaist movement, which sought to break down the great arch of
imagist order and provide the "shock of the new".

Sometimes Dylan does this. Sometimes, it seems to me, he fails. The passages you quote -
from Farewell Angelina, Gates Of Eden elc - are perfect examples of what I'd call a
‘breaching of expectation’. They take our breath as images because they are so unexpected -
because these are ways of seeing something that we've never encountered or never
considered before. And that's, as you say, good poetry.

Not that I wish to argue with you, Andy, but I'm a little suspicious of your interpretation of
Ballad Of A Thin Man - maybe only because I put much more importance on the title than
you seem to. The ‘'Thin Man’ surely is thin because he is so superficial he almost doesn’t
exist. I'm sure that you're right re this being a reporter approaching Dylan - and the song
being a put down of this ‘type’, but... Well, there's another possible interpretation. The ‘Thin
Man’ was what the Vikings called Jesus Christ when they saw images of him on the cross in
the towns of northern England they attacked. And maybe... Just maybe, Dylan knew this

and is writing about his own response to the succession of interviews etc. Maybe he is the
thin man, being crucified by this succession of Mr Jones’s?

Only a thought...but ambivalence of this kind is surely at the heart of Dylan’'s best work?

But anyway....re sensory overload - you're absolutely right re this and re Dylan’s perpetual
struggle with words. And, again, you're quite correct that this is child’s play. Indeed, one
might argue that the artist must - at a certain point - become a child again (usually by
having children, but not necessarily so) if he is to progress.

One other thought occurs to me: Under The Red Sky (not heard as of this date) seems

very much a vision of Armageddon - then why don’t you go to source? To the Book of
Revelations with its links to Ballad Of A Thin Man - and angels with swords coming out
of their mouths! And to its rich nonsensical imagery? Especially to the image of the fish
and to its meaning (as a symbol - as in Chung Kuol) of the violent overthrow of everything
- of the END of society..of the day when the dead rise...

So: A good opener to a debate on the album, but far from (as I'm sure you know)
exhaustive. I'd like to see what people make of your piece and what they add to it.

And now I'll go away and buy the damned album!

Well Dave, if I got to you to buy the album I count it as a success and if you haven’t bought the cd set, please put this
down & do so at once!

We appear to be largely in agreement. You are quite re the Book Of Revelations;I was just getting round to all this
when I ran out of time. (See also Andy Wright's letter on Issue One, below). I'll try and balance the writing &
publishing sides of the 'zine better in the future.

As far as the title was concerned, I completely ignored it! I was discussing the song primarily on the lines of "nonsense
verse" and it didn’t fit! Your points here are very intriguing. I'd never heard that about the Vikings before, you've
probably set a few people off on a fresh track there.

Thanks for the tapel

1 This reference to the Chinese, and the later one to Chung Kuoe,are to Dave’s set of (7)
novels under the general title Chung Kuo. Parts One and Two (The Middle Kingdom
and The Broken Wheel are currently available. Damn fine they are too, though Dylan
has been suppressed (along with the entire history of Western- civilisation)!
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John Thorndike:

Many thanks for issue two, I've /inglly realised where the title comes from and it is, |
suppose, a better title than "Popeye Squirm", "Hector Schmecter" and "Benjamin Turtle”

Seriously, though, I enjoyed Homer immensely. Your own Modes Of Nonsense Verse
bridged the gap between the Telegraph and Isis nicely. I don’t know about it [Under The
Red Sky/ being a "dainty dish to set before a king" rather an unappetising side dish that
you'd refuse to pay for at the end of the meal. Nevertheless that's just my own opinion (I
hate the album, bar Born In Time and Handy Dandy) and one which I may develop in the
future, or not; it is still good to read the opinions of others even when I don’t agree with
them,

Bits & Bobs (nice title) is, as no doubt you've been told a thousand times a bit too similar
to Isis. The only alternative that springs to mind immediately is that you undertake a kind
of ‘mopping up’ exercise, pulling together all the articles/reviews etc. that haven't been
printed in full in the preceding Isis. But that's just an idea.

Ah, the title; lets put that one to rest. OK, it is the name of a character in Tarantula. But why that particular
character 7 Two reasons: one trivial and personal the other serious and relating to the whole idea of writing on Dylan.
Firstly, I conceived of the magazine and the title when I was living a life to make Homer look like a teetotaller.
Secondly, I think the name brilliantly summarises Dylan’s feelings towards the predominance given by cultural
snobbery to literary, written culture over oral, spoken/sung traditions.

The "mopping up” idea is one that occurred to me, but logistically it would prove well nigh impossible. Timing would
be difficult, I'd need to stockpile every cutting, wait for Isis to appear and then go to print. Everything else would be
held back and lots of time wasted collecting unused material. Nevertheless, I had thought of moving toward "obscurer”
cuttings only but this brought howls of disenchantment from many of those I suggested it to. I think this problem area
will take care of itself once the birthday has passed. This has been an exceptionally high profile period for Bob but it
can't go on like this forever. (Besides a future tour or album would be dealt with in a special issue).

lan Roberts:

Belated thanks for Issue 2, which is excellent (although poorer for the deletion of Some
Other Kinds Of Songs.)

Your article on nonsense, nursery rhyme and Red Sky was not only very readable but has
also enhanced my appreciation of the album. However, whilst I find Red Sky an enjoyable,
very well produced, interesting and worthwhile addition to the Dylan canon, I'm reluctant
to regard it as more than a slight achievement according to his own lights. Yes, it is a much
better collection than Down In The Groove or Knocked Out Loaded but beyond that I

don't see it as a significant event.

IU's certainly a surprising and, in many senses, welcome release after Oh Mercy though,
isn't it? Just about the last thing I'd have anticipated, in fact, as must be plain from the
dark forebodings of my review of Oh Mercy and Dylan in the 80s.(SEE ELSEWHERE IN THIS
ISSUE)...A friend of mine said that Oh Mercy sounded like the work of a man who'd been
told he'd got a terminal disease and that Red Sky was like he'd been given a reprieve, and
it is a bit like that, isn't it - the latter’s air of randomness and its playful sense of the
macabre, .

Anyway keep on keepin' on. I'll look forward to future issues.

P.S. All that winter wonderland shit prevented me attending the two concerts I'd got tickets
for. Mind you. the unaccountably inexplicable set lists have tended to alleviate the sense of
loss..

Enjoyable, well produced, interesting and a worthwhile addition...”; yep, I'd go along with that & not really claim any
more. I'm not so sure though, that it is not in fact a grimmer album than Oh Mercy. As for the concerts, well you'll find
plenty of divergent views within these pages on what you missed.

Homer, the slut Issue Three



LETTERS Page 6

Andy Wright:
On Issue One:

Intro: A very pleasant welcome to a new fanzine. You make yourself seem like a friendly
and interesting person. (How did you manage to achieve this minor miracle? He he.)

It Ain’'t Me Babe: I don’t feel that I can fairly comment on this section as I've been aware
of it for quite some time. Saved 1980.: I think this was, and still is, a good article. The
points you made were what most of us were thinking at the time, so I think you are a bit
hard criticising it now. Saved 1990: Again I agree with many of your views in this article. I
can’t help but think that you rushed this article a bit and could have made a more thorough
Jjob of it. Perhaps this is due to editorial pressures!

Some Other Kinds Of Songs: Well I'm not really sure if this section should be in.a Dylan
zine. But I really did_find it interesting. I haven't heard New York yet, but I look forward
to hearing it. Bits & Bobs I'm sure I've heard this title before! Check your tapes! This is
an invaluable section; ESSENTIAL,

Well I never thought yowd do it. Congratulations on a superb effort.

Thanks for the kind words, Andy; the personal digs are all that I would expect. Your correct re Saved 1990,the same
occurred in issue two with Modes Of Nonsense Verse (see Dave Wingrove's letter, aboye).

And On Issue Two:

Desolation Row.: Though, like many others will be, I'm familiar with large sections of this
text; some of it was unfamiliar to me. This section is essential, it provides good reading
and an invaluable reference point.

Modes Of Nonsense Verse: This type of article is not usually my cup of tea, but this is an
exception. For once I was able to follow the ideas without becoming bogged down in the
language. Under The Red Sky and many other Dylan compositions have been made clearer
through this article. If this is a sample of the sort of thing you can write, let’s have some
more. Street Legal, Shot Of Love and Nashville Skyline are three little written about
albums you could cover.

Red Eved Under The Red Sky: Another well written article. Well done Alex! Though I must
add that I thought Alex’s comments on TV Talkin’ Song - ‘a fairly average song’ - and
everything had to say on God Knows were totally unfair.

Bits & Bobs: Totally indispensable, an absolute must.

Overall, great to see the cartoons and that Homer is well bound, as it should be. An
excellent effort this time, cousin. I think you'll be hard pressed to match this effort. Can't
wait for issue three!

Thanks again, Andy. You have come out strongly in defence of the "threatened” sections, Focus On and Bits & Bobs,
enough others have joined you to keep them safe! As to albums to "cover" yes, I'll keep those in mind; the first two you
mention always seem to elicit sharply opposed viewpoints. |

D Hinksman:

Thanks for the free issue of Homer, the slut. I'm really impressed by anyone that finds
something nice to say about Under The Red Sky! It was a dreadful piece of work, the
tracks were rewrites of previous songs, plus a copy of Lucille. It deserved to be insulted.
Any other artist would have deserved to [ose his recording contract.

Mmm, give it time - it might grow on you ?!!
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John Green:
Many thanks for my copy of Homer The Slut, no. 2. With the shows now over ['ve had a
chance to go through it.

Certainly an interesting read, it seems you are trying lo pitch things midway between The
Telegraph and Isis, which is probably the best idea. Hope things work out fine.

It was nice to bump into you at Hammersmith albeit for only a few minutes, trust you
enjoyed the rest of the shows. Seems a big downer now it is all over.

Thanks, John. It was nice to meet you too but, as with so many others, it was all too brief! It was a strange day when 1
bumped into you; I was going about the shops, hairdressers, bookies etc. that I normally do on a Saturday and all I

seemed to do was bump into Dylan fans. (Perhaps the combination of resident Dylan diehards and Scottish rugby fans
had drunk the Novotel dry and forced everyone out into the harsh sunlight? (Only a wild suggestion, you understand!)

Steve King:

Re the article you mentioned in the last Homer about Medgar Evers.. I remember it but I
don’t seem to have it as I didn’t notice any Bobby content. It was mostly about a possible
retrial of a now quite old man. And I believe it was either a Guardian or Independent
article.

Please don’t drop Focus On as [ really think it is a good idea to look at all the aspects of
a song from all the angles. Plus it’s good to have all the source material of one song in one

place.

The article I had didn’t actually mention Dylan either, Steve. In fact Pia had found it for me and cut it out of the
Evening Standard; I promptly "filed" it somewhere. Thanks for everything else you sent, anyway.
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Ray Turner:

We met very briefly in the "Blue Anchor” at Hammersmith, where I was delighted to receive
Sfrom you issue 2 of Homer,the slut. An excellent magazine, far more than a time filler
between Wood Green and Hammersmith stations. I look forward to no. 3...

I was very disappointed to read that you are considering dropping the Focus On section of
Homer. PLEASE DON'T. Books on Dylan are thin on the bookshelf at the moment, and the
opportunity to read your well edited criticisms of the songs is very welcome. Even for those
who have these books and articles, I am sure there is benefit to be gained in reading them
grouped together in this way.

I found the articles Modes Of Nonsense Verse and Red Eyed Under A Red Sky very
helpful. Whatever delights Under The Red Sky holds have been slow in coming to me (or
me to it). Due to your article I have been able to approach the album in a different way
and so change my initial view (distaste).

Having said Modes Of Nonsense Verse was fine and useful, I must tell you that one of
your pages was missing. I would like to complete my reading of the article. The missing
page is 5/6.

I managed 4 nights at Hammersmith. I thought Dylan was sensational , outrageous and so
full of daring. The shows, because of this, were constantly exciting. The band grew in
stature throughout the concerts. There may be no "Smith” (greatly missed), but there is a
fuller sound and Dylan had to work harder (NO BAD THING).

Technically it may not have reached the heights of Hammersmith 1990 but there was a
spirit and daring in Dylan’s performances that, for me, lifted these shows above last years.
However, as Steve King pointed oul to me, that may have been in no small part due to all
that rather strange and heady smoke in the air. Well, whatever it was I loved it.

As you may have gathered by now I answer the letters more or less as they come in. Focus On stays! I've included the
embarrassing bit about the missing page in case anyone else has the same problem - extras have been printed!

Ray, you are by far the most enthusiastic person I've met or read re the concerts. Some of the reviews contained herein
will have your blood boiling. I reckon Steve King is making a mistake, though, because the Odeon is a "No smoking"
area now !

Sandy Hamblett:

This is a totally honest letter. OK? I just wanted to ask the following: "Do we listen, do we
‘really’ hear?"

While reading the Focus On Desolation Row, I found myself getting desperate. All the
talkin, dissecting, searching! Do we really hear? When I heard the song for the first time
(about three months ago) I saw myself in it. It brought tears to my eyes. Desolation Row
is upon us - do we really see? Do we learn anything from Bob? We pinpoint what his songs
may be, we recognise truths - but do we try and change it? Are we resigned to it before
even (rying? Can you not see everyone in "Thin Man"?

I don't like the society I live in - but how to get away? To come across an artist who seems
to sing it as it is made me think I'm maybe not losing my head. His music does that for
me, and I'll be eternally grateful. But where will it get me?

Until then, I'll play along with the charade until I can think my way out!

I take it some of these many questions are rhetorical. However, for starters: Yes I can see everyone in the "Thin Man", I
can equally see many societies in Desolation Row. When I first heard the latter it brought tears to my eyes too. (Still
can) And yes, I think we try and change it - I presume you are going to - but I am now, 15 years later, "resigned to it";
somewhat different from "before even trying".

I detest the society I live in, and I believe there are ways of ‘getting away’; however nearly all of them are escapist or
misanthropic. (Both of which I've a lot of time for). Bob's music does the same for me as it does for you & I'm just as
grateful - but I don't expect it to get me anywhere. It sure as hell makes here a better place to be, though.
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lan Lee:

Many thanks for the free issuc of Homer, the slut which I enjoyed immensely. I hope you
find the niche you're looking for. The magazine's title is certainly unusual ( from Tarantula
isn't it) and it made welcome alternative reading from the Telegraph and lsis.

I particularly liked the idea of the Focus On section - how about Visions Of Johanna as a
possible song subject? 1 agree with your views about Under The Red Sky, it deserved
better reviews from the critics, but then [ remember Blood On The Tracks gelting similar
bad reviews initially. They never get it right.

My wife and I managed to get to the Feb. 13th show and were amazed how the band had
improved since the show at Glasgow on the 3rd. John Jackson, in particular, who now seems
a very good repalcement for G.E. Smiith.

I was pleased to see him playing piano on Shooting Star and thought God Knows was
superb.

Visions Of Johanna has been proposed by a couple of others too, so it looks likely! (I'll leave it until Bob's a little less
active as that will be one hell of a Focus On.)

I think you have to grant that the reviewers treated Oh Mercy OK, but you're spot on in general, I'm not so sure abous
the band as you are, but I agree that the Under The Red Sky songs were the stand outs.

Jeff Stevens:

My initial feelings when I heard about the appearance of Homer were concerned with
whether there was a market for yet another Dylan fanzine. Having read #2 I feel that there
is, although I think that it would be preferable to produce your magazine on an irregular
basis - perhaps to coincide with the appearance of a new album or tour - rather than trying
to compete with the long established organs of the Telegraph or Isis. The problem with
these is that they are inevitably rather predictable in format and perhaps adopt an
over-reveren! approach to the man and his music at times.

I feel that Nomer #2 manages to combine the best elements of bath, the analytical
approach of The Telegraph and the more informative and personal Isis. Although reading
the umpteenth review of Under The Red Sky can get tedious after a while!

I particularly enjoyed Modes Ol Nonsense Verse and Alex Hill’s Red Eyed Under A Red
Sky; they forced me to look more closely at the last album, although nobody has
successfully explained 1o me why, at the grand old age of 40, I should be interested in
reading, or, indeed, listening to nurscry rhymes in the first place!

A have to admit to feeling uninvolved in the recent Hammersmith Odeon shows and the
mindless frenzy of some of the so-called fans leaves me cold. The 3 cd retrospective
promises some gems bul the problem with hearing Dylan sing material from twenty-five
years ago is that it only underlines how bare the cupboard is now. A fact that was further
emphasised at the recent ‘Grammy' awards by a decidedly ramshackle present day version
of Masters Of War.

I suppose the "over reverence" is a result of sending them to Dylan's office - you wouldn't like hini to read anything
nasty, would you?

I suspect you'll find the concert reviews in this one a tad tedioue! I certainly wouldn't recommend reading Bits & Bobs
straight through, Hopefully, though, it will be handy in the future to have the album and tour reviews all together.

Why listen to nursery rhymes indeed! Only if the songs already do something for you; if they don't ignore part two of
my article!

As you'll see from Bite & Bobs, [ was pleased with his performance at the Grammy awards ceremony. However, I agree
the gap between now the mid sixtics output seeins to be enorimous, Farewell Angelina is the niost exciting thing I've
heard in a long time. On the other harnd Blind Willie McTell ain’t twenty five years ago.
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Andy Wright: On Under The Red Sky and Wilbury's Volume Three:

Wiggle Wiggle: What a laugh! Most people say this song is nonsense. SO WHAT! Dylan is
having great fun and making good music doing so. This should have been a hit single.

Under The Red Sky: by now we all know of the nursery rhyme origins of this song. I just
love the feel of it. The almost cosy opening two verses followed by the horror of the rest.

Unbelievable: This is exactly what I feel about this song. I really love it. The lyrics suggest
so much, endless possibilities to what they could mean. The music complements the lyrics
wonder fully. Pure Magic.

Born In Time. Absolutely lovely! This is Dylan doing what he does best. I'd die to hear
him sing this in concert! The lyrics are brilliant. I rate this song as high as any he’s ever
written. The vocals are also superb, he’s probably never sung better.

TV Talking Song. I really like this too. The 1990 talkin’ bilues song, from ‘Born In Time’
to back in time. Dylan hasn’t really written anything like this since the '60s so it's actually
about time he did. Interesting theme too.

10,000 Men.: Another blast from the past, 1960s revisited etc. I'm not really sure about this
song. It really doesn’t do anything for me, though it’s pleasant enough.

God Knows: If Dylan had written this in 1979/80 it's quite possible that many more of us
would be more Christian. It's well written, well sung and maybe God really knows!

Handy Dandy. A wonderful song, from the opening chords you realize that this is a bit
special. Many people ask, ‘who is Handy Dandy’, Dylan himself? Prince? I don't think so, I
believe there is a bit of ‘Handy Dandy’ in all of us.

Cats In The Well: Doom, Gloom and Despair a-plenty in this song. Dylan’s giving us all a
warning. The cat maybe in the well but the shit's about to hit the fan!

Conclusion: This album is a worthy successor to Oh Mercy, though it is very different in
style and content. How the hell can so many people get upset? This album is first rate!

Traveling Wilbury’s Volume Three.: Well I see that you don't rate this album too much.

Well I'm afraid I totally disagree! My first impressions were not very favourable but it has
really grown on me. I think we have to realize that Dylan is not trying to say anything
important here, despite the efforts of his companions. Dylan is just having a good time with
his buddies.

The truly good thing about this album is how relaxed Dylan is. His singing is terrific, the
vocals on 7 Deadly Sins are unreal, as good a recorded performance as he's ever done
(vocally)! Dylan 's voice dominates the whole album, it's the one you're always looking for,
much as Roy Orbison’s did in Vol 1.

Sure, I would have to agree that there are no songs like Tweeter And The Monkey Man,
but most of the songs are at least the equal of Congratulations and Dirty World. In fact, I
believe; She’s My Baby, Inside Out, If You Belonged To Me, 7 Deadly Sins, Where Were
You Last Night, and Blue Moon (o be better than either of those two!

Dylan needs to do sessions like these, they allow him to relax and get away from the
pressure of being BOB DYLAN. After the first Wilbury collection we got Oh Mercy and
Under The Red Sky plus his best live performances in years,. If he follows Volume Three
with more of the same, I say more power to the Wilburys.

It's not what's being said that puts me off Volume 8 (apart from the facile ecology bits), but the ELO-ish sound. I've
always liked 7 Deadly Sins, though, and I like the rougher sound of Volume 4.
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Gillian McLaughlin: A case of mistaken identity?

Dear Ed.,
[ was somewhat thrown towards the end of Dylan's most recent concert offerings at

Hammersmith. Having been singularly unimpressed by Dylan's own performances in
February, I could not resist the temptation of seeing my fellow Scot, Roddy Frame, give his
own version of a Dylan support.

I was amazed, not to say honoured to find myself sitting beside what I took to be our
esteemed, if reclusive, editor as my neighbour certainly looked and sounded like you. My
instincts, however, began to tell me I must be mistaken, as I have it on good authority that
vou do not waste precious moments that might otherwise be spent chewing the cud with
other Dylan obsessives, on watching Dylan support bands. It was an uncanny resemblance

though.

My initial impressions were finally blown sky high when your clone was seen, not only to
sing along with a few lines and jump about in a generally excited fashion (irrational
behaviour any of us could be guilty of so far down the line in a Dylan tour), but then
actually began to shout a request.

Please settle an argument - was it you? There's a ten pound bet riding on your answer.

Is there a faint whiff of a wind up in the air? I am tempted to answer, in time honoured editorial fashion, "shhurelly
shome mistake?". However, here is what happened: I did indeed attend the said Roddy Frame slot. I believe Mr Frame
played twice, though I'd need confirmation from regular support slot attenders on this. If this were true it would
probably be Mr Frame's second appearance I attended. Why go? And why go once? The answer is simple, despite a
liking for Mr Frame one would not have attended had one not needed to be in the Odeon anyway! With Mr Dylan’s
sharp starts one had to be in or very near the Odeon in case he suddenly took stage. For most people this meant a
nearby bar, or the Odeon Bar. In fact this was also the case for me on all nights but the one you mention the reason
being that I was with Pia, who had a bad cough that was easily set off by cigarette smoke. Having already ewapped her
Friday ticket (with Bugzby) to avoid coughing through Friday she could only be persuaded to attend if she was kept
away from cigarette smoke. (She was understandably worried about ruining others enjoyment/taping.)

As to your other observations these are also easily explained. I was indeed jumping about in excitement, I was soon to
see Bob and this was one of the two concerts which I attended without the aid of anti-diahorrea tablets. As to singing
along, the similar accents have confused you, I was probably chanting "gerroff, gerroff it's Bobby soon, Jump to it". I
was conversing with Pia re the sad story of Andy being unable to attend previously due to the weather - unbeknown to
me a song had ended, so I was still apeaking in a loud tone - "Yes WHAT A BLUE WINTER it has been" I said. "No
I'm not going to play WALK OUT TO WINTER" Mr Frame appeared to respond. Who gets the tenner?

Peter Guy:

Thanks for the complimentary copy of "Homer, the slut”. I must confess, I was a little wary
at first. [ have subscribed to a couple of fledgling fanzines before, and seen no more of
the magazine or my subscription.

However, I was impressed by the quality of Homer, both content and production, and also
saw some familiar names dotted about, so here is my tenner, with best wishes,

Thanks to you to, Peter. Note to all: I will reimburse the subscriptions if I do not produce the four issues.

[ SENT [ MEAN,
FIETY WHAT
' HOMERS COULD BE

WORSE
THAN

AND DIDNT
6ET EVEN

4 1950 Urited Femture Symdicate. inc.,
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John Lindley:

JOHN IS REPLYING TO A LETTER - AS WELL AS ISSUE TWO - SIMILAR TO THOSE OTHER OF YOU WILL HAVE
RECEIVED. A GENERAL SOUNDING OUT AS TO THE VIABILITY OF ANOTHER MAGAZINE ON THE MARKET.

Homer, the slut, issue two, was excellent and a huge improvement on the already promising debut
issue, I thought. I particularly liked the idea of turning a large percentage of the magazine over
to the new album and greatly enjoyed your Modes Of Nonsense Verse article which was quite

fascinating.

I had at first thought that the footnote identifying Alex Hill, responsible for Red Eyed Under The
Red Sky.as one and the same as Alex Hill the T.V. weatherman, was a joke, until I heard him
predicting on TV the weekend after the shows that a particularly threatening band of cloud was
about to ‘wiggle like a big, fat snake'! Now there’'s a weatherman I'm prepared to believe in!l

Personal taste only, but I was happy to see the practice of artists other than Dylan being featured
in the magazine was dropped for issue two. I would also support the idea of a Homer, the slut that
devoted issues to a particular tour (or segment of) or album etc. And I feel that any xeroxed
clippings therein would be best restricted to that subject.

As for a subscription fee in future - I feel this would be both necessary for you and inevitable,
although you'll have to think very carefully about the size of such a fee against the already
established mags - The Telegraph, Isis and Look Back. As there are, I guess, limits to the amount
of magazines most people will be able to afford. As long as you can avoid duplicating the areas
that each of those magazines cover best I think you will have a good chance of success.

Nice to meet you after the last show - pity the meeting was so brief.

It was a pity, John, but I didn't want to keep the party backstage waiting - you know how it is! I'm glad that you agree with the
idea of special issues devoted to one topic but I’'m afraid you're (so far!) outvoted on the Some Other Kinds Of Songs section.
Time alone will tell if enough people support Homer, but I must report that the initial response makes the outlook quite hopeful.

lan McKay:

Reading through your article on Ballad Of A Thin Man, you may have missed (or deliberately
ignored) two, even three, phalli lying about the room.

In stanza three Jones is handed a bone, which reminds me of a line in Diggin’ My Potatoes. The
relevant stanza went something like:

I crept by your window

Thought I heard a moan

Thought I heard you sayin’
You are sucking my sweet bone.

So Dylan’s use would not be new.

In the seventh stanza we have, thrust at us, the one eyed midget, and, for good measure, there's
even talk of milk. And then, there's the title itself, apparently another of his knobness’s male
member symbols - or is this merely obsession on my part?

Surely Mr Jones deserves our sympathy rather than our contempt as he struggles through, kicking
against the pricks. Anyway it's a dull tune, and I've never liked the song.

There are too many holiday postcards in Eastbourne for your good, Ian. No, only joking, it is not obsession on your part. The
phallic connotations in stantza seven plus the others I pointed out are quite clear. The title I'm just not sure about in this regard
and the "bone" in stanza three does not connote the penis to me. I refer you to an exchange in Webster’s The Duchess Of Malfi

(from memory, so apologies to the author):
Women like best that part of men that hath no bone

Fie, sirl
No, lady, I mean the tongue.

1 QUITE RIGHT TOO, JOHN. HE'S ALSO MENTIONED "A HARD RAIN THAT'S A GONNA FALL" AND THERE HAVE
BEEN A COUPLE OF APPROACHING WICKED MESSENGERS.
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The Pixies Steve Hussey

Bob Dylan is not the biggest force in rock music today nor is he now the most creative
songwriter and Under The Red Sky was quite a way from being the best album of last
year. Having said that I feel I must point out that Dylan’s work has moved me
consistently more than any other artits(s). However, throughout the 1980s a lot has
happened, much of it without Bob Dylan.

I think it's vital to keep abreast of some of these things, if only to keep Dylan’s work
in perspective. Listening to other types of music is vital in this respect and this doesn’t
only mean buying the latest Neil Young album (great as it is). It's my hope, and, [
think, your editor’s, that this will be a column to spark an interest in other - dare one
say younger (i.e. anyone under the age of fifty come May 1991)- bands.1

This edition’s article concerns the Boston band The Pixies and specifically their 1989
album Doolittle (on 4AD records). They line up as what appears a pretty standard
4-piece band:

Black Francis Yocals & Guitar
Joey Santiago Lead Guitar
Kim Deal Bass

David Lovering Drums

Their music is hard to nail down; somewhere between rock, punk and thrash metal.
They are extraordinary live (I saw them at the Hammersmith Odeon last October) and
they lose little impact on record.

Doolittle opens with Debaser and Tame, two tracks that pretty much sum up what The
Pixies are all about.

They don’t give an inch to any concept of introduction, they just scream their own
presence. Black Francis’ voice seems totally manic, almost hysterical; matched only by
Santiago's guitar,

At this point it appears only to be a matter of time before self combustion takes place.

Indeed the demonic style of the opening songs signal the general sound and feel of the
albumr Tracks like No. 13 Baby, Crackity Jones and Gouge Away all take the listener
through menacing scenery at a frightening pace.

However, you are given respite by two tracks that are essentially pop songs, placing
you briefly, but thankfully, on familiar ground.

Here Comes Your Man and La La Love You are two pretty mindless little ditties, but by
their banality they give the rest of the album a strong sense of contrast to remind you
that what you are getting is different and special.

Monkey Gone To Heaven and Hey are the songs that make this into an outstanding
record.

The first is a forerunner to Lou Reed’'s Last Great American Whale and, for me, it is the
most beautiful and frightening description of what is to come for mankind. The lines
in the last verse are delivered with such conviction and force that they still shake me

up.

1 It also my second, and greater, hope that I won't have to write this column again, so
any ideas for other subjects will be gratefully accepted!
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The second shows what can be achieved with an economy ol words. The song contains
just two verses but their description of desperation and sadness brilliantly sung and
played, leaves no room for escape.

This is a great album {rom a good band, but don’t just take my word for iL.
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By way of another intro...

Hardened veterans of the first two issues will know that this section is normally split between
my informal rambles and cuttings from the press. Well it is the same this time but I’ve thrown
out most of the former as the latter just grew & grew in size. Whether this is seen as a bonus
or a penalty is down to individual preference! (Whadya mean ‘shurrup and get on with the
cuttings? Anyway here was my immediate response to the Grammy'’s, including the full text
of what he said for the two of you out there without it on video.

That Happy Grammy Broadcast

Our man was in typical form at the Grammy’s (a lifetime award). After a rousing intro from
Jack Nicholson, Bobby launches into an ‘ugly’ version of Masters Of War. (Good timing, Bob).
Just the thing to shake the event up. His nervous acceptance bordered on farce..one lengthy

pause either a deliberate build-up to a punch line or an out-of-it Bob just closing down for a
few moments, difficult to tell...

No-one seems to know if he is going to speak or not - least of all Bob - Nicholson seems very
worried...Bob at mike, eventually:

Well, well....... awright..yeah...my father didn’t leave me much, he was a very simple man,
you know, he didn’t leave me too much, but what he told me was this:

SCRATCHES NOSE, RUBS FACE, LOOKS DOWN AT AWARD
He said, uh he said so many things ya know.

AUDIENCE LAUGHTER...BOB RAISES HAT. JUST WHEN IT SEEMS ALL OVER HE
CONTINUES:

He (my father) said:

It is possible to become so defiled in this world that your own mother and father will abandon you
and if that happens, God will always believe in your own ability to mend your ways.

Thank you.

People were immediately on the 'phone to me saying he was dreadful and the outcry seemed
universall. Isn’t it amazing - depressingly so - how easy it still is for an individual to go on
one of these ever so polite award shows & ‘upset’ people. Then again, I believe many liked,
or wanted to like, Dylan not for himself, just as a nice, cosy symbol. Diana Ross dressed up to
the nine-to-the-power-nines and mindlessly applauding seemed to sum it all up. Well nice one
Bob, a vintage performance. Most people are comparing it to Live Aid - the Nicholson
connection making this difficult to avoid. I think Bob was much more in control here, the
same Bob who blackened his eyes and teeth before the Hammond tribute and wore the
handkerchief headgear for Hard Rain. What was surprising, to me, was the pretty favourable
response of the US press, (see cuttings), I can’t imagine our lot being so thoughtful about it!

Box Set Sold Qut?

Dave Wingrove reports that he was unable to buy the box set a couple of weeks after its
release. Not only was the shop sold out but they intimated that Sony/CBS had not pressed
enough copies. Hence the quick plummet down the charts? It would be a great pity after all
the coverage it received. [ would imagine most people going into HMYV or Virgin with E25:00
to spend on the set would, on hearing it wasn’t in stock, spend their dosh on something else.

1 DYLAN LOVERS IN THE U.S. HAD TO PUT UP WITH A LOT OF THIS - SEE THE LATEST LOOK BACK. (OH, AND
HASN'T THAT MOVED UPMARKET!)
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Under The Red Sky Going cheap, cheaper...

[ went into Virgin to buy the box set and, as usual looked around the Dylan shelves. It was
interesting to note that Under The Red Sky was on sale at the normal price on cassette racks,
while simultaneously being twice reduced in the "sale shelves”. It was going at E3.99 as of
2/4/91. (Incidentally the busker at Marble Arch was giving the Dylan numbers laldy that
morning - he smiled in anticipation as he saw what I was carrying & was suitably rewarded
for Mr. Tambourine Man.)

Protest On The Power Station {(BSkyB)

Shown on April 2nd, a repeat of a programme, Suggs on Saturday, that focussed on protest
for at least part of the show. I caught it by chance - no video to hand - as Subterranean
Homesick Blues belted out. This was followed by a collection of songs closely, or loosely
based, on the 60s protest movements. Gambo came on and was very good, unfortunately Suggs
is hopeless in his presenter role and had to be corrected on some points. Then they showed the
ubiquitous Eve of Destruction - (but by the Pretty Things) - and talked of McGuire & folk
rock. Gambo put Suggs straight and talked of Dylan as starting folk-rock and being the head
of the folk scene earlier. He then eulogised ("just what you need to hear" quoth Pia) about his
lyrical and literate statements "when he was still a kid". Good stuff this, anybody see or tape
it?

Inaccuracies Inc,

The number of inaccuracies in journalism about Dylan is quite staggering. Some of it is, of
course, intentional; it would be a strange fellow that accused the British press of honesty.
However, lots of it is the product of sheer laziness and incompetence. Consider the following

from Time Out;

The great man cometh yet again, apparently undeterred by Gulf glitches and with a line-up of musicians that hasn’t
been finalised and won’t be until the first gig commences. No matter what one thinks of Dylan’s recent output (and
certainly Have Mercy was an impressive return to form) its unlikely that these concerts will be anything but the usual
musical and emotional bombardment from a man who has spent virtually all of the last four years on the road, with back
up singers varying from Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers to rocking George Smith, the Grateful dead and the late,
lamented Stevie Ray Vaughan. It's also possible that every gig will be completely different, if not in tone or line-up then
simply in repertoire. Recently at a gig in Hartford, Connecticut, Dylan not only piayed for a total of four hours, but
included songs as surprising as Dancing In The Dark and Moon River.

The signs are good and it’s to be hoped that he's in the right frame of mind. Over the decades Dylan’s stage persona has
changed from the arrogant troubadouring of Don’t Look Back and the riotous Albert Hall electric tour with the Band,
through the pale white-suited presence at the isle of Wight, to celebrity cruising, to those lovely and moving reunions at
Earl's Court. Even if Dylan doesn't pull it off this time, the support of Graham Parker will provide ample consolation.

With a slight effort this could have been a nice preview of the concerts, however count the
errors for yourselves.
Sayings of the Tour

From before the tour from a well known collector from the south coast:

I'm just going to put empty casseite boxes on the shelf with the dates on them.

After the tour, of course, a great many more were saying that...and that brings us to our next
saying for during and after the shows. Lambchops’s:

You can lead a horse to water, but you can't make it drink
You can queue up all night and buy tickets for Dylan fans, but you can’t make them think.
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Adam Sweeting: Hey! Mr Evergreen Man

Mr Sweeting wrote a largeish profile in early February in The Guardian. Being a keen
Guardian reader, my sister promptly 'phoned and told me. I went out, bought it, photocopied
it incorrectly, (losing the last two paragraphs) and promptly misplaced the original. You’ll be
getting used to this by now. If anyone can send the remaining paragraphs I’ll put it in the
next issue. Half of you probably read the paper anyway.....

King Prat; Pop profile of Jonathan King by Sean O’Hagan

You just can’t keep a good sister and her paper down. The relevant section of the prize prat’s
prattle went thus:

"Back then, I was highly amused by Bob Dylan because I honestly thought he was winding everyone up with his lyrica.
Since then, of course, I've discovered he was deadly serious. Anyway, the whole premise of the song was to write a lyric
that rhymed moon with June without anyone noticing because they'd all be too busy thinking how deep and Dylanesque
I was. It worked.”

Joni X 2

From Vox, (April): As she likes to point out, Dylan spawned his imitators early, but it took
rather longer for her own strange dissonances and idiosyncratic melodies to filter down to
what she contemptuously views as lesser inheritors.

It offended me when they would call Donovan the new Bob Dylan,
she rages, fidgeting on the edge of her chair and squirting of f malevolent jets of smoke.
Think about it. Really, it's absurd! Who, in their right mind could compare that kind of talent to Bobby's?
From the excellent Off The Record by Joe Smith:

Speaking of strange reactions, right at the time [ made Court And Spark, which was my most successful album, David
Geffen was trying to sign Dylan for what turned out to be his Planet Waves project. David and I were sharing a house,
I'd been working on Court And Spark under his nose, and maybe he heard it through too many stages, but I knew I was
making something special.

I was 8o excited the night I finished it. I brought it back to the house to play it. There was a bunch of people there,
including Dylan. I played Court And Spark for everyone, and Bobby fell asieep and snored all the way through it. When
the record came to an end, the people went, "Huh?"

Then they played Planet Waves and everybody jumped up and down. There was so much enthusiasm. Now, Planet
Waves wasn’t one of Bobby’s best projects, and I hadn't expected it to be a competitive situation, but for the first time
in my career [ felt this sibling rivalry. It was an ordinary record for Bobby, a transitional piece, and yet everybody was
cheering. Finally, one of the women took me aside and said, "Don’t pay them any attention. Those boys have no ears.”

Thanks and Last Minute Jottings:

Thanks to all who sent in cuttings and especially to Mark C & 20 Pounds.., Steve K, & Jackic
and Qlive. I haven’t reprinted the recent Vox and Q freebies as I presume you’ll be collecting
them....Bob is in the current issues of Mirabella and Marxism Today, a reasonably unique feat
I would guess, though maybe Madonna has managed it....On Tuesday 12th at Hammersmith
Bob swapped his hat before the final song, as far as I could see the hats were
identical..(explanations for this welcomed)...Other thanks to Lambchops for tickets, tapes,
info, set lists and patience...to everyone who wrote and sent things in for this & future issues,
especially Alan MacDonald, who included (amongst his many) another article that drew
parallels from the Dadaist manifesto & Ballad Of A Thin Man..Future thanks to those who
bring back mementos from the June Euro dates..anyone out there going to South
America?.....Helsinki 28th now off..Kalvoya 28th not 30th..Have a great summer & I hope to
see you all in Leicester.
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5&86 The Scotland On Sunday, Anon 3/2/91
rd The Guardian, Michael Gray 5/2/91 One for them all to copy,
The Glasgow Herald, David Belcher 4/2/91 eh Michael?
8&9 The Melody Maker Allan Jones 9/2/91
10 The Scotland On Sunday Michael Gray 27/1/91
11-12 | The Western Mail (Cardiff) Tony Burroughs 2/2/91
12 The Scotland On Sunday Reader's Letter 10/2/91
13 The South Wales Echo Tony Burroughs 6/2/91
14 The Sunday Times Robert Sandall 10/2/91
15 The Financial Times Anthony Thorneroft 15/2/91
N.M.E. Bobby Surf 16/2/91
The Independent On Sunday Richard Williams 10/2/91
16 The Western Mail (Cardiff) Polly Toynbee 21/2/91 Wales's due a showl
17 The Daily Mail Spencer Bright 12/2/91
The Evening Standard Max Bell 11/2/91
1B 777 Tony Kenwright 7?7/2/91
19 Stage And Television Today Andrew Cowen 21/2/91
The Independent John Bauldie 11/2/91
20 The Times David Sinclair 11/2/91
21 The Daily Express Jill Parkin 19/2/91
21 The Daily Mirror A. N. Arsehole 15/2/91 Good Grief.
The Sun A. N. Arsehole 15/2/91
The Daily Express A. N. Arsehole 15/2/91
The Daily Mail A. N. Arsehole 15/2/91
Today A. N. Arsehole 15/2/91
23 The Melody Maker Andrew Mueller 23/2/91
The Daily Telegraph James Delingpole 11/2/91 Oh Dear
24 Courier And Advertiser Nie. Outterside 22/2/91 This man’s a star]
25-26 The Mail On Sunday Michael McGovern and 10/2/91 Their annual hatchet job.
Pete Clark
7 Daily News David Hinckley 24/2/91
The Daily Express Ivor Key 22/2/91
New York Post (abridged) David Bianculli 21/2/91
28 The Daily Mail A Hack 14/3/91 At first I thought the Mail
The Sun A Hack 13/3/91 had found Lambchop’s
Manchester Evening News A Hack 14/2/91 interview!
Q "Stories" Q 54
20 New York Newsday Jon Pareles 21/2/91
NME "Public NME" 9/3/91
30 Musician Dave Dimartino Dec 90
777 (USA) David Hiltbrand ?77/11/90
31 777 (USA) Robert Christgaw ?7/10/90
12 The Glasgow Herald Ian Bell 15/4/91
3z The Glasgow Herald David Belcher 9/4/91
The Glasgow Herald David Belcher 16/4/91
The Glasgow Herald ME ! 20/4/91
The Glasgow Herald David Belcher 23/4/91
34 Sunday Life 7/2/91
Gwyneth Jones 4/2/91
Entertainment Weekly Fred Goodman 5/4/91
35 New York Daily News David Hinkley 18/4/91
New York Elizabeth Wurtzel 15/10/90
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E HAD been cailed a
protest singer, a poet,.
a spokesman for a
generation. But in
1979, on a winter’s
night in Tempe,
Arizona, Bob Dylan was pro-
ving just a little too visionary
for his audience.

In a lapse between songs he
had begun to deliver a bleak
sermon. “Every time God
comes against a nation,” he
croaked, "first of all He comes
against Lheir ecanomy. [f that
doesn't work, He comes against
Lheir ecology . . . He did it with
Egypt, He did it with Persia,
He did it with Babylon. He did
it with the whole Middle East.
it's a desert now — it used to
be flourishing gardens. All
right. If that doesn’t work, He
just brings another nation up
against them ... then just
watch your newspapers ...
There's gonna be a war cailed
the Battle of Armageddon
which is something like you
never cven dreamed about.
And Christ will set ur his King-
dom, and He'll rute it from
Jerusalem.”

. The idea. was not entirely

origingl: Pylan had long: been:

waming of @ hard rain ‘which
was a-gonna fall, but the
specifica of this doamy scen-
ario were bormowed from Hal
Lindsey's doomy tract The
Late Great Planet Earth, So
far, so. prophetic., But Dylan
and Lindsey . got “the - pro-
tagonists wrong, their battle
was to be initiated by Russia
and Iran. .

Such outbursts were a com-
mon occurrence throughout
1980, when Dylan was in the
first flushes of a relationship
with the California religious
group, the Vineyard Fellow-
ship. Dylan’s. conversion to
Christianity — he rejects the
term Born Again — had been
encouraged by his then
girifriend, actress Mary Alice
Artes. He told one interviewer:
“Christianity is making Christ
the Lord and Master of your
life.. .. the resurrected Christ,
not some dead man who had a
bunch of good ideas and was
nailed to a tree, who died with
those ideas." .

Since then, Dylan's faith has
.undergone a furiher overhaul,
‘.. ldirtatzon. .. with  an  uitra-
+Qrthodox. Jawish sect. He has
lost sama.of his.evangelical
zeal, but the Nostradamus-iike
friages hdve' remained in’ his
aongs, His 1990 LP Under A
. Red Sky sees she world still on
the cdge of destruction, and
taike of slaughier and dogs
going to war. '

X

At the end of February,
Dylan will be presented with a
Grammy for Lifetime Achieve-
ment. He visits Glasgow this
weekend for two sell-out con-
certs at the Scottish Exhibition
and Conference Centre. He has
been touring, almost without a
break, for three years, and
though his shows are erratically
executed, he appears to prefer
the live circuit to the studio.
His records perform modestly
these days. Under A Red Sky
has sold 320,000 in the UK, a
million worldwide. By com-
mon consent his artistic peak
came 25 years ago, and few are
prepared to defend the work
that followed 1979's Slow
Train Coming, which an-
nounced his religious conver-
sion.

Robert Allen Zimmerman
was bom in Duluth, Min-
nesota, on May 24, 1941. His
father Abe was an appliance
dealer, and the Zimmermans
soon moved to the faded iron-
mining town of Hibbing, where
Bobby lived unal he was [3.
He appears o have embraid-
ered his tecnage years. Early
biographies paint him as a
rambling tad wha reguilarly ran
away from home, an imsgc
which is hard to reconcile with
the distant, smail town boy
who enrolled at the University
of Minnesota in September
1959. An interview with a
fellow student recalied him as
the kind who might have been
picked on at school — “short,
with a crewcut and peach fuzz
on his face”.

He lasted six months at uni-
versity, then headed for New
York, where the folk boom was
in full swing Re-inventing
himself; not for the last time,
Zimmerman became Dylan, in
homage ta Dylan Thomas —
though he later denied it, say-
ing he had a relative called
Dillan., His early influences
included  countcy  singers
Jimmic Rodgers and Hank
Williams, and bluesman Lead-
belly. Curiously, descriptions
of Dylan at this time often
remark on his resemblance to
Charlie Chaplin, who Dylan
called his “biggest idol". He
continued: “This takes time to
explain but | mean . . . he’s one
‘of the men.”" " = - .
" More important, though, was
folk singer and reai-life ram-
bler, Woody Guihrie. Dylan’s
:pursuiL of hima was obsessive,
and the artisiic debt he owes
him is immense. Guthriec was
resident in the jnsane asylum
section of ' Greystone Park,
New Jersey, dying from Hunt-
ingdon's Chorea, when the 19-
year-old Dylan first came call-
ing.

The two didn't know each
other, but Dylan sat on the bed
playing Guthrie’s songs. His
guitar had on it the slogan
“This machine kills fascists”,
as had Guthrie’'s before it.
Dylan sent a postcard to a
friend. On one side was a
photo of Guthrie. On the other
Dylan’s excited scrawi. I
know Woody. | know Woody
... ] know him and met him
and saw him and sang to him.
[ know Woody — Goddam.”

After a rapid rise on the
coffee house circuit of Green-
wich Village, Dylan was signed
by CBS. His first LP, largely
reworkings of folk standards
. was recorded in 1961, at a cost
of $402. The session stopped
when producer John Ham-
mond .ran out of tape. The
record sold 5,000, and became
known as Hammond’s Folly. It
uwwas Dylan’s..second LP, .The
» Ereewheelin' Bob. Dylan.which
made his. name, after. Peter,

nPatt and Mary had a hit. with
Blowin' In The Windi+#lt
.captured the emerging spirit of
political change, a notion
which solidified in songs like
Talkin' World War III Blues
and A Hard Rain's A-Gonna
Fall. But if Dylan's songs pro-
tested, he himseif was politi-
. cally evasive. In 1964 he told
New Yorker. *“l agree with
. everything that’s happening,
, but I'm. not part of no Move-
ment ... | just can’t have
,people sit around and make
rules for me. I do a lot of things
no Movement would allow . ..
I just can’t make it with any
organisation.”

A year later he outraged his
folk fans by abandoning
acoustic purity for electrical
amplification. The mid-1960s
are commonly held to be his
creative peak, albums like
Highway 61 Revisited and
Blonde On Blonde showed him
applying his vitriolic sneer to
Iyrim which sounded enough
like poetry for critics to claim
that he had redefined rock
music. Musically, his contribu-
tion is harder to quantify.
Dylan's. . strength was that he
drew (rom  many American
forms — blues, pop, country
and folk — though the resuit-
.ing hybrid usually relied on his
distinctive vocal whine to casry
it forward. Despite enormous,
critical clout, his musical influ-
ence has been limited. Justin
Cume, of Glasgow group del
Amitn, perhaps lgc most
Dylancsque group (o achieve
char succets in recent years,
readily admits a debt to Dylan,
but says he has not made a
good record since 1966. “I
could never reaily write like

Dylan.

Then 1 realised that if
you put.three chords together
and moan a bit it sounds like
him.”

YLAN'S peak came tc
a symbolic end in
July 1966, when he
fell from his motor-
bike and hurt —
some reports say
broke — his neck. “Since that
period, I more or less haa
amnesia,” Dylan told Rolling
Stone in 1978. “It took me a lot
of time to get to do consciously
what | used to do uncon-
sciously.” The accident has
attained the same mythic im-
rtance as Elvis’s induction
into the US army, but doubts
have been raised about what
actuaily happened. Bob Spitz’s
recent biography claimed the
crash was @ PR ruse. John
Bauldie, editor of the authorit-
ative Dylan fan magazine The¢
Telegraph, thinks there was an
accident, but that its gravit
was exaggerated to allow Dylar
t0 break a number of con
tractual  commitments, an:
recover from a  debilitating
cycte of drug abuse. Withou
the break, he feeis, Dyla
might have died, such was the
pressure he was under. Afte:
the crash the protest singe
pccamc a homemaker, settling
mto parenthood and domes-
ticity with his wife Sarah.

The records of this period
John Wesley Harding anc
Nashville Skyline, were a gentl
return to his folk/country roots
Meanwhile, in the real world
Vietnam was unfolding. Dylar
avoided close identificatior
with the anti-war movement
and made no significan:
artistic statement until Blooc
On The Tracks, an angry
mtgnsely personal recorc
which followed the collapse o:
his marriage.

One day in 1974, after 2 Jony
pertod of seif daubt, Dylan hac
called on Norman Racben,
New York art teacher, wiu
hetped him recover his sense o
vision. “My wife never dic
understand me ever since tha:
day,” Dylan has said. ‘“‘She
never knew what | was talking
about, what I was thinking
about. And I couldn’t possibly
explain it.”
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= —— = i = The Rolling Thunder tour of
1975 reunited him with his col-
leagues from the protest years,
among them Joan Baez and
Allen Ginsberg — his appcal
has been nostalgic ever since.
Now a divorced father of five,
Dylan has settled onto the
touring circuit, with the limited
enthusiasm of a man who has
known no other lifestyle, In in-
terviews he remains evasive,
answering questions with ques-
tions, or feigned decafness.
Even his most celebrated pro-
test lyrics are open (o re-
interpretation. *“*Don’t follow
leaders, watch your parking
meters,” rings with nothing so
much as the self-serving
individualism of Reagan’s
America, while Maggie's Farm
tells of a place where “every-
body wants you to be just like
them’ yet will “fine you every
time you slam the door”.
Though the song was adopted
as a Thatcher-bashing anthem
throughout the 1980s, its
message sounds like a Con-
servative critique of the nanny
state.

John Bauldie says that
Dylan’s core values have
remained constant throughout
his life, despite frequent
upheavals. ““His stance is basi-
cally one of someone who has
very fixed opinions on the
nature of the world and who
has been able to frame them
with experience as he's grown
older.” Bauldie says there is
**more sorrow, less anger, these
days”.

Perhaps the secret of Dylan’s
[ longevity is not the strength of
his commitment, but his
vagucness. In one of his (thank-
fully infrequent) film roles,
Dylan appeared in Sam Peck-
inpah’s bloody 1973 Western
Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid.
Dylan didn’t say much, he just
watched, his presence alone
giving a pointer to the film’s
hidden agenda — Vietnam. In
one scene, as a brief moment
of calm falls on the town,
Garrett is shown having a hair-
b cut. In the mirror he sees a

: = == = shabby youth slurping whisky.
setiled an 1o the 4ouring circuit Wll/;l l/lelf/l":llff{ d He turns to fz:::e h:(m. “1vyhh¢: are
g i 3 ] wn no other lifestyle you arrett asks. “That’s a
| -lenthusiasm of @ man who has kno | good question,” Bob Dylan
L = o mumbles.
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Just like a
rolling drone

Michael Gray
watches Bob Dylan go
through the motions

OB DYLAN shuffled

on stage at the Scot-

tish Exhibition Centre
on Saturday night wearing a
tartan jacket and looking
like he'd had a drink. He ob-
viously has a pre-City of Cul-
ture notion of Glasgow.

He played an unbelievable
set. He began by asserting
the strength of his eighties
repertoire — Property Of
Jesus, Jokerman, Blind Wil-
lie McTell, Most Of The Time
and Under The Red Sky.

Then he moved to the
piano for an inspired run
through songs he has
dreamed out of the keyboard
over the years: Black Crow
Blues, Dear Landlord, Father
Of Night and Ring Them
Bells.

Next came an acoustic set
of brand-new, unheard songs
— one or two with lines as
long and pauses as telling as
Visions Of Johanna, when
that was premiered live in
1966, ahead of Blonde On
Blonde’s release.

Then it was back to the
electric band for two
reminders of the seventies
repertoire, Never Say Good-
bye and Black Diamond Bay.
He bowed out on two from'
his current LP, Handy Dandy
and Cat'’s In Wells. For the
encore, the Memphis Horns
joined him for Brownsville
Girl.

Actually, none of this is
true except the tartan jacket
and him looking like he’d
had a few. The rest is a blue-
print for a concert at which

Bob Dylan would give gener-
ously across the whole range
of what he can do.

Instead we got what a poor
Bob Dylan concert offers
today: minimum effort, mini-
mum show and an over-worn
greatest hits collection from
the sixties. He has already
abandoned his recent work
— there’s no chance of hear-
ing Jokerman or Browns-
ville Girl; every chance of his
thousandth All Along The
Watchtower and Maggie’s
Farm. He didn't finish with
current album high points
but as ever with Like A Roll-
ing Stone — as he has on
tours for more than 25 years.

Dylan compares himself
with Little Richard, Chuck
Berry, Fats Domino — who,
like him, just keeps on keep-
ing on and, he says, are as
good as ever. This is a de-
pressing defeatism. These
people each wrote a compar-
atively small number of suc-
cessful songs and then, in the
early sixties, stopped writ-
ing. Each has settled, since,
for touring round wearily re-
singing the same 20 *“hits"”.

It’s wholly reductive of
Bob Dylan’s enormously pro-
lific, decades-spanning work
that he should do the same,
as if he only ever wrote this
small bunch of songs that
runs from Don’t Think Twice
to Leopard-Skin Pill-Box
Hat.

Muttering into the micro-
phone, hiding in the oblivion
of the guitars and under
lights so low it was hard to
see him even from the front,
Dylan was obviously suffer-
ing. “God knows it's a
struggle” was his most heart-
felt line last night. It surely
doesn’t have to be this way.

SECC, Glasgow
DAVID BELCHER

Bob Dylan

PERVERSE old cnittur, our Dyl, as
everyone who tried a singalong on the
*no, no, no" chorus to It Ain't Me
Babe found out on Saturday mght
when he deliberately obliterated the
space for it by careening along too fast.
At his SECCshow |8 months ago he'd
battered through his back pages with
similar high-speed. punk-rock gusto in
a splendid performance which man-
aged somehow to be simultaneously
intense and perfunctory.

Around half of Saturday's gig was
more enthralling than the last time.
while one-third was less good. The
worst stretch found Bob revisiting
roots he probably never had in the first
place. A spor of boring old blues.
Some lumpy R&B. Then he got into
the field of contemporary adult stadi-
um-rock. which was even worse.

God Knows recalled cod Led Zep.
While In The Garden is one of Bob's
faves (he told us it was). it can't be
many people’s. Everything Is Broken
boomed limply; You Got 1o Serve
Somebody was literally dull. Why does
his newer stuff ditch sharp poetry for
bloated plod-rock. spurn wise and
pithy aphorisms for empty cliche.
abandon Gerard Manley Hopkins for
Blind Lemon Jefferson and Dave Lee
Roth?

Perversity is one answer. Jazz is the
other. Jazz: continual re-invention of
sell. Improvisation. Never doing the
same thing twice. Turming evervthing
inside out 10 show you the magic of
how it works. Jazz was what Bob
Dylan did with all his early stuff on
Saturday. Extemporising bnilliant new
vocal melody lines all over the place.
Slurring here, growling there; placing
the emph asis on all the wrong sy//
ables for no reason other than he can,
and still the songs will function.

Of course the early stuff endures
because it's structurally strong and
simple. At the same time it is uncon-
strained by formula, either lyncal or
musical. Too complex a means of
transmitting information and opinion.
too open to interpretation and misin-
terpretation — is that what you think
now, Dyl?

His encore of The Times Thev Are
A-Changin’ was, paradoxically, not
that much changed. Then he ploughed
tonelessly, unrecognisably, terribly
through what I can only guess was a
newer one. Perverse to the bitter end.
Dvl earns a yes, yes, yes from me. but
the numbers of younger folks ieaving
prematurely signalled different.
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KNOCKED OUTLOADED

BOEB DYLAN
SEC, GLASGOW
YOU go fo a Bob Dykan show nght now and sure
os dogs bark, you end up cast as an extra in the
touring version of rock’s most compeliing
existential droma. These days more than ever, the
Dglr:m Lrve Experience is genuinely a theaire of the
absurd - hilarious, mod and violent; “Waiting For
Godot”, directed by Som Peckinpah.

i D)r!cm is dedicated bclsxrhmg anymore. it's

the ideo of keeping his audience on their toes.

This is proving to be exhausting, ond it's
beginning fo take its foll. | the Saturday
afternoon before the first of his Glasgow concerts
drinking at the bar of the kecal Haliday Inn with o

rouprjl'rtwe"mg Dylan fonatics, They 've come

: m England, Germany, Holland anu America,

ana most of them will &eeall 16 of Dylan’s current
European dates,

These people are like war correspondents,
swapping stories aboul earlier campaigns.
ore battle-hardened accounts of wild-eved drives
ocross Europe and Amenica. feats of uncommon
dedication. The individual henours, however, go
to the German, who once drove fo Istonbul, 48
hours without sleep or food. He arrived
exhaousted, at the stodium where Dylan had jus
started his set only to find that his name had
left off the guest list, where Dylan s tour manager

two dcrvs earlier in Greece. hod promised it would

be. To the strains of something distant he couldn't
vite make out, he quietty got back in his car and
rove home.

You can't count on this kind of stoic enthusiasm
forever, though. And there are dark mutterings
around the table that the two shows on this tour so
for have maybe not been worth all the trouble,
nme and expense. For o start, Dyk:m is breaicing in
o new band and the feeling 1s that even by
Dylan’s own notorious}ynaxk standards, they
are woehslly under-rehearsed.

There are genercl lamentaions about the
absence of GE Smith, the guitaristwho hod

recently served Dylan so well, Pre-tour rumours
had suggested that Smith had been repiaced by
Chris Spedding, the veteran English session-
musictan and versatile guitor mercenary. This
now turns out to be fiction. GE Smith has been
replaced by a lanky odolescent named John
Jackson, pTucked from bar-band obscurity in
Nashville. and & second guirarist, one Cesar Diaz,
whe until his recent promonion, wos one of
Dyian's guitor rondies. The other new recruit this
nme out is lan Wallace . the four-square former
King Crimson drummer who played with Dylanin
the late Seventies. Only the be-hated bassist
WNOSe NaMme No one ever remempers remains
rom the line-up that plaved Hammersmith last
Februarv

Page 8
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The group had apparently not distinguished
themseives in either Switzerland or Belgium. They
had obviously prepared only a limited repertoire,
and for the first time in years, Dylan had been
forced to phay identical sets at consecutive concerts.
Furthermore, there are sinister rumblings about
Dylan’s drinking. In Belgium, he wus:nu:ly
pissed virtually senseless, singing off-mike
throughout most of the show. When you could
hear him, his singing was apparently slurred,
more incoherent than ever. Those fyrics he could
remember were delivered with an off-handedness
that bordered on bored indifference.

Iwas inclined to put a lot of this down to
exaggeration, the baleful mourning of
disappointed fans. Then | got o the SEC, four songs
late atter a colourful four of suburban Glasgow.
From outside the hi-tech barn of the Exhibition
Cenire, we could hear Dylan's hysterical muezzin
wail, but | couldn’t have told you what he was
singing if my life had d ed on it.

Turns out this is an incendiary deracination of
“Stuck Inside Of Mobsile With The Memphis Blues
Again”, Dylan employing the kind of scorched-
earth approach fo his repertoire that characterised
his famous vandalisation of his back~catalogue at
Wembleyin 1987.

Dylan looks as much of a mess now as he did
then. The ragged comanchero look has been
abandoned, however. Dylan now resembles
nothing so much as an alcoholic lumberjack ona
Saturday night out in some Saskatchewan
backwater, staggering cround the stage here ina
huge plaid jucket and odd little hat. The band,
meanwhile, have all the charisma of a death squad
in some bandit republic. They're making ahell of @
racket, though. “The Man in Me”, from “New
Moming"” is despatched with some grace, butthe
version of “Wiggle Wiggle” thatquickly follows is
unbelievably chaofic. These peoqjeuren’fso much
under-rehearsed as almost complete strangers to
each other and Dylan’s music specifically. Dylan,
hilariously, doesn't seemto give a f***.

The number crushes to a halt, everyone looking
very confused, and Dylan and Duaz are left alone
on stage for the show's acoustic section. Poor Diaz.
Old Cesar here couldn’t have kooked more
worried if he'd just been conscripted by the
Republican Guard. He acquits himself manfully on
a briskty poced “Bob Dylan’s Dream”, butthings
quickly getdesperate for the hapless chap. He
starts strumming the intro to “Mr Tambourine
Man". After a couple of minutes he pauses, waiting
for Dylan’s vocal entry. He turns to look for Dylan,
but Bob's not at his microphone. He's
atthe back of the stoge wrestling with his
hannonica{:lder ich has conm‘Io;:se and now
a rs to be attempting to strangle him.

gge;miﬂ\, ofcourseF,,hwnt?uld've l?t?sked the
momentary crisis, thrown in a few flamenco
flourishes or something, just fo keep things
moving. Cesar, more programmed, less intuitive,

just plerys the intro again and looks vaguely panic-

Homer, the slut

stricken, still waiting for Dylan. But Dylan doesn’t
seemtobein unz particular hurry to bail him out.
In fact, he looks highly amused waiching Diaz
sweat “}:ﬂéoe the microphone, Dyla

When s get to the mi : n
one of those volcanic bursts of inspiration Mgets
leave you breathless. He tukes “Mr Tambourine
Man” and fums itinside f***ing out. You'd think
there wouldn't be much he could do fo a song as
venerable as this thathe hadn’t done before,
Miraculously, however, he finds new, vivid life in
its aching, antique bones. What does it sound
fike? The Velvet Underground mg wuiste 10
“Black Angei's Death Song” is .Thisisa
serious impressive interprefation, a dazzling tour-
de-force that eclipses even the beautifully poised
versions of “It Ain't Me Babe” and “Dont Think
Twice” that follow.

Dylan is suddenly in charge. The band come
back to reinforce the beleaguered Diaz and Dylan
leads them through an appropriately holocaustal
“Everything Is Broken” and a quite regal “Gonna
Serve Somebody”. “Seeing The Real You At Last”
is dusted off from “Empire Burlesque” o cool the
temperature a little, but the subsequent reading of
“God Knows” is hair-raising. Dylan then throws
the band for another loop, by hing straight
infoa nig:{hnwiris;\ ful:teon ”ln’“\e(‘.’:;::”ly “, the
inclusion ich fukes everybody by surprise.
The song seemstobewindingdownwhenm:i
Dylan's insistence, the group smashintoa
protracted, cacophonous coda. it goes on forever,
an excruciating, hellish din.

“That ending went on for a long time,” I think |
hear Dylan smirk as the smoke clears. “Butit's
finished n?w. N2 o

Ontopof itnow, andin a big 5 n, legs
akimbo, hatjuntily perched onmngcyil; nol:%ing
head, hauls the band info a riffing firestorm that
tums into “Like A Rolling Stone”. The sheer
imperiousness of recent cutings is here replaced
by a startling gut-busting irreverence, an
imresistible impishness. | begin fo feel ransported.
Dylan is laughing his hat off.

There's no such flippancy, though, when he
comes back for the encores, “The Times They Are
A-Changin is played straight, thousands of
voices bolstering the chorus - lump in the throat
time, for sure. And then, at the death, there’s a
m)"’bMasm OfV:ihuf’, sober, harmowing,

ut Wallace thrashing acoustic guitars
and Dylan'’s voice rasping through the cofd?fe.
“You ain’t worth the blood that runs in your
veins,” he snarls, and Glasgow cheers him to the
final echo.

And he stands there are at the end, knocked out
loaded, allittle un!ﬂﬂmﬂ his feet, but
triumﬁ:"unr. He tips his hat to the crowd, grinning.
And then he's gone.

Astonishing, ogain.
ALLAN JONES
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Will he play the piano this time?

BOB DYLAN is back in Scotiand
next weekend — for onlv the
second time since the mid-1960s —
with a new, mystery band.

He plays the Scottish Exhibition
and Conference Centre — hall
three; 3,500 people; standing-room
only — next weekend as part of a
short European tour which begins
in Zurich tomorrow.

Dvlan's Scottish debut was on
the TOYRNESTRE tomr — His First
with P40k Yamt He was booed at
concerts all across America and
Europe. He played the Glasgow
Odeon on May 19: “Folk Fans
Walk Out On Dylan,” reported the
Daily Mail, while even then the
Daily Record. called Dylan: “The
Legend In Black.”

A quarter of a century on, this
tour stands out as one of the
supreme moments in rock history.
After it, Dylan quit touning until
the mid-1970s — and from then on
he was playing in stadiums rather
than concert halls. A further 15
years later Dylan finally revisited
Scotland, playing just one date, at
the SECC's largest arena, and at-
tracting a strikingly varied audience
— inciuding many who were not
even born at the time of the singer-
songwriter's previous visit.

They were there to see a legend
and he gave them one. Still wearing
Cuban heels, still with a shock of
curty hair, and stll playing per-
linent, sharp songs with a raucous,
stripped-down band, Dylan offered
the kind of raw. spontaneous show
that few major artists dare to try.
There was no reiiance on hi-tech or
theatre or dance or lasers, oreven a
rudimentary light show, *“At a Bob
Dylan concert,” as one Glasgow
musician remarked after that show
in amazement, “you see the wires,
the amps, the hardware; nothing’s
pre-programmed. It's all real and
laid bare.”

. That Scottish date .two years ago
wasab the stast of what-has become
known as-the Never-Ending Tourt
It began in June, (988, and has
been running, with only short
breaks, ever since. Mostly it has
played small halls instead of
stadiums (in pointed contrasted to
the Rolling Stones, The Who and
Pink Floyd), with Dylan endlessly
reshaping his 19608 material (folk
and rock), using a high degree of
spontaneity and drawing on a work-
ing repertoire of more than (00
songs {rom three decades of his
500-song catalogue.

Often he cycles to concerts
and performs in semi-
darkness. He is Bob Dylan,
and Michael Gray heralds
his retum to Glasgow

However, since playing New
York in October last year, Dylan's
band has coliapsed 1n chaos — and
his current concerts will mark the
British debut of a new line-up
whose personnel remained in doubt
even a few days ago. Guitarist G E
Smith has quit and Dylan has
reportedly sacked drummer Chris
Parker. This leaves bassist Tony
Garnier and Dylan himself. Two
guitarists have work-permits for the
tour (unknown John Jackson and
Dylan’s former guitar tuner, Cesar
Canillo-Diaz). A pianist has been
rumoured.

After 1t was first reported last
summer that G E Smith was quit-
ting, several different guitarists
were up on stage with Smith and
Dylan, getting last-minute tuition
before Smith’s departure. Since
then, more guitansts have been

Notoriousiy eccentric, and
becoming more so

tried out on-stage. This has been a
novelty, even for Dylan. He's often
used some concerts as rehearsals for
others. but this was the first time
he'd used them as auditions,

The Never-Ending Tour has seen
plenty of other weirdness, even for
s0 notoriously eccentric an artist as
Dylan. He has taken to cycling to
work, arriving in this way at the
stage doors of halls all over Europe
and the States while the support-act
is piaying its set. He has barred ail
professional photographers and
performed in half-darkness.

For one year he left his trade-
mark harmonica behind aitogether.
For two years, he performed with-
out speaking a word to his audi-
ences and sometimes, as in Dublin
lqst year, he wore on stage the
pimp-roll hooded jacket (hood up!)
in which he imagines he moves
incognito through the streets. In
Pans, in contrast, he wore a 1950s
Elvis-style goid lamé suit. And for a
short while in 1989 he took to end-
ing concests py jumping down into
the audi¢nce and disappearing upa
side-staircase before anyone knew
what was going on — including, the
first time, the rest of the band.

Bob Dylan crackles with his own
unique eiectric charge, often
managing to sound and look un-
cannily like the young man once
booed for doing the same things he
still does today. Yet he also has an
extraordinary, ancient, bio-degrad-
able voice in concert these days,
gorgeously capable of guard-down
reveric and yet so shaky it can
enmesh a simple phrase in about 18
vowel-sounds.

Another basic way in which Bob

Dylan is so unlike other pertormers
in popular music is that while most
compose their faces one way for a
love song and another for a rocker
— the equivalent of people who say
“but sertously though'' and expect a
hush to descend — Dylan’s face in
performance registers 50 [leeting
expressions per second ... 50 it's
worth pushing down to the front for
what seem likely, by any standards,
to be two extraordinary shows at
which anything might happen trom
the once-vouthful rebel who will be
50 in May.
O Dates: Next Saturday and Sun-
day SECC Glasgow: February 5 Ice
Bowl, Belfast:  February 6 The
Point, Dublin: February 8, 9, 10, 12,
13, 15, 16, 17 Hammersmith
Odeon, London.
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BOB DYLAN invented
himself in the early Sixties
— and has gone on re-
inventing himself at regular
intervals ever since.

But as his British fans pre-
pare to welcome him on the
latest of what are fast be-
coming annual visits, there’s
no disputing that the Ameri-
can singer/songwriter/poet
remains a major rock
influence. :

News of an album release is a
big event; new tour plans are
halled as important as the Se-
cond Coming. And then the
guessing games begin. Which
musicians’ will he be using?
What diredtion will his music
takep® F§ .24 [

It's been like that for the
best part of 25 years now. Once
Dylan had established himself
as the vital voice of America’s
young people, every career
move was closely analysed.
Even his dustbin was searched.

From protest songs like Blo-
win’ In The Wind and Masters
Of War through country and
western to tunes espousing

Profile

[]

Legendary singer BOB DYLAN begins a string
of major concerts in Britain and Ireland today;
next month his record company releases four
CD:s of previously unavailable songs.

Not bad for an artist who will be 50 this year,
as TONY BURROUGHS reports.

Christianity, he has set trends,
Lcaused confusion and sparked
controversy.

..} "Adulation ‘and alsparage-

ment have come in equal
measure to a man who claims
he has never been fully under-
stood.

No one is really sure what
lies the other side of his tousled
hair and dark glasses. The
word enigma could have been
invented for Dylan alone.

Each period of “Dylan Is
Washed Up” headlines has

BIRTH OF
A MYTH:
A young

rebellious

he appeared
when he

the road to
stardom.

Bob Dylan as

started out on

been followed by reviews of the
“Dylan Back At His Best”
variety.

‘A8 he heads for Britain
again, his star is currently
shining quite brightly. By the
time he goes home, who knows,
it could be on the wane again.

For years, though, Dylan
could do no wrong. He was
born into a Jewish family, Ro-
bert Allen Zimmerman, and
raised quietly in a bleak min-
ing town in Minnesota.

At college, where he was in-
fluenced by the Beat Genera-
tion poets and rock 'n’ rollers
like Little Richard, he adopted
a new persona.

Singing in small coffee
houses. he dropped Zimmer-
man for Dylan, apparently in
tribute to Welsh poet, Dylan
Thomas.

He then travelled to New

.. Xork to vigit one more of his

heroes, the folk singer Woody

Gluthrie, who was dying in hos-
‘pital

. He decided to stay on in the
Big Apple and try to mhake a go

of it as a folk singer himself.

' It was Columbia Records
svengali John Hammond who
spotted Dylan when he was
backing another singer at a re-
cording session.

Hammond, the man who dis-
covered jazz singer Billle
Holiday and who would later
get Bruce Springsteen on the
path to superstardom, ar-
ranged for Dylan to cut a
record.

His first album, called
simply Bob Dylan, was re-
leased in 1961, followed in the

Homer, the slut
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next few years by Freewheelin’
Bob Dylan and The Times

They Are A-Changing.

The-music was folky with
rock touches, and with social

His conversion to
Christianity was announced
with 1979’s Slow Train Coming
and was less than rapturously
recelved by fans and critics

conscience .songs like Chimes alike,

Of Freedom and Desolation
Row, Dylan was quickly estab-
lished as an important new

musician,

His career from there under-
went regular changes. Subse-
quent albums showed more of
a rock influence, especially the
. Blonde

critically-acclaimed
On Blonde.

The single Like A Rolling
Stone was a major hit in 1965;

songs llke Mr Tambourine Man and' Jeff Lynne in a super-
(The Byrds) pmvided success group, Then, in 1889, he re-
for other arkists. S uui hig" finest record for

After's iear fatal motorbike yem. Oh Mercy. Fans sighed-

crazh in 1988, Dylan retumed
with. music ahowing ‘country

influences; =~

Into the Seventies and he
experimented with many dif-
ferent musical styles and wrote
songs' taking up a varlety of °
causes. At heart, though, he

remained a rocker.

Following a period out of
favour, he won his way back
into the critics’ hearts in the
middle of the decade with al-
bums like Before The Flood
(recorded with The Band) and
Desire, and with the Rolling
Thunder Revue, a tour in
which he returned to playing

small venues.

A period of patchy releases
followed — an album with the
Grateful Dead was regarded as
the worst thing he had done —
but he confounded observers
once more withea spectacular
return to form in the late Eigh-
ties.

First came the Travelling
Wilburys LP, in which he
teamed up with George Har-
rison, Roy Orbison, Tom Petty

with relief — their Messiah still
had something to say.

Although he will be 50 this
year (on May 24), Dylan has
never stopped working hard.
He can boast a canon of almost
40 albums, several hundred
songs, half-a-dozen books and
a handful of films.

He tours regularly with a
variety of line-ups — some-
times with a stripped-bare trio,
sometimes with a star-studded
backing group featuring rock
alumni like Eric Clapton and
the Byrds' Roger McGuinn.

Dylan has made some no-
table visits to Britain. In 1965
he was booed by outraged

folkies for taking to the stage
with an electric backing band.
He played to 250,000 at the se-
cond Isle of Wight Festival in
1969, and to 150,000 in Surrey
19 years later.

Now he's back for 10 more
dates and afterwards fans can
look forward to a four-CD
collection called The Bootleg
Serles, Rare And Unreleased
1961-1990, consisting entirely
of unissued material.

Thirty years worth of un-
heard songs should keep even
the most committed Dylanol-
ogists happy, but it’s doubtful
if they’ll bring us any closer to
undertanding the man.

‘has been written

hut 'him but even the girl-

friends he has had since split-

ting with his wife Sara in 1977
say he remains a mystery.

He once said: “I'm not con-
cerned with the myth. The
myth can't write songs. It’s the
blood :behind the myth that
creates the art.”

And on another occasion:
“People dissect my songs like
rabbits, but they all miss the
paintrIdon't think I'm gonna
be ' really ‘understood until

j maybe 100 years from now.
When I'm dead and gone ...
people will figure it out.”

- Happy birthday, Bob.

TOUR DATES: Glasgow (Feb 2,3);
Belfast (5); Dublin (6)} London,
Hammersmith (8,9,10,12,13,17).

The marvellous music is the true measure of the man

AT FIRST [ thought why bother — Bob
Dylan (Profile, February 3) does not need
me or anyone else to detend him. But the
sheer waste of an opportunity for an inter-
esting piece was irritating enough to make
me reply to the anonymous writer who
presented such a negauve and uncom-
prehending “profile”. | wonder just how
familiar with the subject he or she is?
The letters column is not the place for a
proper consideration of Bob Dylan, so [
will confine myself to challenging what the
writer calls “vagueness’’. For the last three
decades, media hacks and ‘profilers’ have

been enraged and baffled by Dylan’s re-
fusal to answer mostly inane questions. He
has never played the media-courting pun-
dit who produces the instant “sound-bite”
so beloved by journalists who use such
platitudes to till their columns,

Of course it cannot be claimed that the
sheer consistency of the great albums
before 1979 still happens, but I would
maintain that there are rewards to be
found in subsequent releases for those who
listen.

For anyone who cares passionately
about words and people, Bob Dylan will

always be worth listening to, for his bitter
black humour, lust, tenderness, irony,
ingight and endless invention and re—crea-
tion. For those who attend the sell-out con-
certs these qualities, and not simply nos-
talgia, are what matters. Dylan's songs,,
cven on an off-mght are more worthwhile:
than any one-hit wonder.

As an afterthought: I wonder if Scotiand
on Sunday will profile Justin Currie of del
Amitri on the eve of his 50th birthday?

Kate Deasington
Milnathort
Kinross
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Bob’s bac

he’s

an enigma

BOB DYLAN INVENTED himself in the early Sixties — |

still

and has gone on re-inventing himself at regular intervals

ever since.

But as his British fans welcome him on the latest of what are fast be-
coming annual visits, there's no disputing that the American singer/
songwriter/poet remains a major rock influence.

Newr of an album re-
leaxe 18 a major event;
new tour plang are hailled
a8 lmportant as the Se-
cond Coming.

It's been llke that for
the beat part of 25 years
now. Once Dylan had es-
tablished himseif as the
vital voice of America's
young  people, every
career move was closely
analyeed. Even his duat-
bin was searched.

From protest songa like
Blowin' In The Wind and
Masters Of War through
country and western to
tunes eSpOUBINE
Christlanity, he has set
tranda, caused confusion

end aparked conlroversy. -

Adulation and dispar
Agement heve come In
equal measure t0 a mAn
who clalma he has never
been fully understood.

Influenced
Bach period of “Dylan
Is Washed Up” headlines
haa been followed hy re-
viewn af the “"Dylan Back

At Hip Best' variety.
Ax he tours Britaln
again, his atar i cusrrently
ahining quite brightly. By

ihe time he goes home,
who Knows, iLeould be on
the wane again.

For yenrs though, Dylan
could do no wrong. He
was born — Into a Jewish
family — Robert Alien
Zimmerman oand raised
quigtly in a hieak mining
town in Minnesota.

Svengali

At college, where he was
Influenced by the Beat
Gerneratlon poets  and
rock 'n' rollem ke Little
Richerd, he adonted the
new persona. Singing In
small coffee houses, he
dropped the "Zlmmer-
man" for "Dyign", appar-
ently I ttbniteto wnother
poet, Dylan Thomas.

He then travelled to
New York to visil one
mere of his haroes, the
folk singer Woody Guih-
rie, who wus dylng in
hoapital,

He dectded to stay on In
the Big Apple and &y to
make a go of it a1 a foik
ainger himself

I waa Colutnbla Re-
corda  svengali  John
Hammond who spotted
Dylan when he was back-

Ing another slnger at a
recording sesstan.

Hammond, the man
who  discovered |uzz
singer Biltle Hollday and
whe would later set Bruce
Bpringsteen on the path
Lo superstardom,  Ar-
ranged for Dylan to cut a
record,

His flrst album, called
simply Bob Diylan, was re-
lenged in 1941, followed Ln
the next few years by
Freewheelin® Bob Dylan
and The Times They Are
A-Changing.

The mumic was folky .

with rock touches, and
with goclal consclence
songs ke Chimes Of
Freedom and Desolation

Row, Dylan was guickiys - Hik... .. conversion
¥l qu b gl

establinhed as an lmpox-
rant new mudlelan,

Hla career from there
underwent regular chan-
£es. Subsequent albuyns
showed more of a rock
influence, eapeclally the

critiealty-aeclalmed |

Blonde On Blonde.
The single Like A Rol-

llng 8tone was A major hit |

in 1985, songy ke MY
Tambourine Man (The
Byrds) provided success.
for cther artista.

‘I don’t think I'm gonna be

valrg

really understood until

maybe 100 years from now’

BLOWIN' IN: Bob Dylan who is cu-
rrently touring Britain.

Into the Seventies and

he expertmented with
many different musical
stylen and wrote songs
taking up a varlety of
cRUBes. AL heart though,
he remalned a rocker.
Fotlowing a perind out
of favour, he won his way
back into the erlties'
 henrts In the middle of the
decade with aibums llke
Before 'The Flood (re-
corgded with The Band)
and Destre, and with the
Rolling Thunder Revue, a
tour In which he returhed
to playing amall venues.
to
enlty was ann-
ounced with 1978's Blow
Traln Coming and was
less than rapturcusiy re-
celved by fana and critics
., Allke,
.. & perlod of patchy ro-
iy lensea  followed an
- album with the Grateful
. Dead was regarded ag the
worat thing he had done
— but he confounded ob-
.\ seTvers once more with a
. spectacular return to form

“'in the late Eightles.

" Mueh has been written
sbout him but even the
‘girifriends he has had
‘since splitting with his
wife Sara in 1977 say he
remains a mystery.

He once said: “I don't
- think I'm gonna be really
understood until maybe
100 years from now. When
I'm dead and gone ..
people will figure it out.”
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ROB_ERT SAN DALL wonders
why the unpredictable old

folkie is back on the road again

or the third time in less than three

vears, that most inscrutable rock

legend Bob Dylan is back on tour in

the UK. and thinking caps are

firmty in place, The Dylan enigma
still remains intact — 25 years of cat-and-
mouse games with interviewers, multiple
changes in musical direction. and several
abrupt spiritual U-turns have seen to that.
But the grounds for puzzlement have shified.
The question of what Dylan might be trying
to say has been superseded by speculation
about why and how he is saying it. Where we
used to mull over his words. the mystery now
surrounds his work rate.

For the past five years, it has been pro-
digious. As well as a deservedly unremem-
bered starring role in the film Hearts of Fire,
there have been seven new albums — four
solo studio efforts, two collaborations with
the Traveling Wilburys and one live set
fcaturing Dylan in concert with the Grateful
Dead. He has toured exhaustively: from the
middle of 1988 until the summer of last year
Dylan and a three-piece band embarked on a
non-stop world tour, only pausing while their
leader knocked out a couple of albums. After
swiftly dispatching last autumn's Under the
Red Sky, Dylan was temporarily forced off
the road by the departure of his saddle-sore
guitarist, G E Smith. Now, with new band
behind him, he is back with 16 dates in
Europe. then five months of solid gigging
around the States. And so it goes on.

He can't be doing this for the money. As his
approach to recording albums has become
progressively more casval — Dylan never at-
tempis more than one “take" of any song
nowadays — so sales of his work have, under-
standabiy, declined. Among the glul of recent
albums, only 1989's critically esteemed Oh
Mercy passed the 100,000 mark over here;
and in the US, Dvlan has been dying a death
in the stores for vears, He scored his first tm-
seller in 1976 with Desire, peaked again thres
years later with Slow Train Coming, and
hasa’t achieved gny significant commercial
success al home since 19873's Infidels.

Far from boosting the bottom line, Dylan’s
commitment fo saturation touring has prob-
ably been counter-productive. Keeping your-
sell out uf sight for strategic periods is the

first law of rock box-office. and it is thanks to® -
his repeated conviction that “my songs are (o ik

be done live” that Dylan can oo longer fill

areras in the U5, And with the notable excep-g
tion of Britain — where he 3 still sufficiently |
revered to attract 25,000 customers 10 his g
current late-night residency at the Hammer- &

smith Odeon, a third more than he pulled last

year — Europe seems to be losing tnieresti

altogether. Only two of the 16 dates on this

current “European” tour have been played |

on the Continent.

4

Times a-change: Dylan at Wembley in 1987 and on TV in 1965

The most important rcason, though, for
the dwindling popularity of Dylan's concerts
must be their bafflingly erratic quality. | have
seen the man play four times during his
recent offensive. The first of these shows, in
1987, was so awful — particularly whenever
Dylan opened his mouth to croak — that |
almost vowed never to return. Two years
later he was stunning, his voice and phrasing
unrecogniseably controlled, the band fiery
and cohesive. Last February he seemed
merely middling again, throwing away his
best melody lines and plodding through a lot
of country numbers. Reports last weekend
from Glasgow of the first British shows this
tour were nearly all bad, describing a ragged
and unrehearsed new band with a
disorganised singer.

But that was then. Last Wednesday night at
the Dundonald Ice Bowl near Belfast | saw
another side of Bob Dylan. Perhaps it was the
fact of returning to a city he hadn't played for
25 years. Maybe the band had been practis-
ing. But after an uncertain start dominated by
rather tentative wham-bam guitar heroics,
Dylan hit his stride during the acoustic inter-
lude. After delivering A Hard Rain and The
Lonesome Death ot Hattie Carroll, with chill-
ing authority, he seemed to relax, and that
extraordinary adenoidal caw began to find
employment as a singing voice rather than a
mumbling one. Smiling, and occasionally
raising his cream straw hat to the crowd, he
introduced local hero Van Momson for a
duet on Tupelo Honey, then concluded a
representative sample of 35 albums’ worth of
material with a brisk reading of that famous
anthem to downward mobility, Like a Roli-
ing Stone.

This week at Hammersmith, of course.
anything could happen. Dylan's problem
now is temperamental. Like another way-
ward, ageing “great”, Miles Davis, he seems
to have lost or abandoned his self-editing
faculty. He does what he does. and some-
times — but only sometimes — it works. And
doing such a huge amount of it may vet be
Dylan’s best way out of a blind alley. O

Deen Hogan
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Bob Dylan

ODEON HAMMERSMITH

Anyone slipping into .ne
Odeon .Hammersmith this
week - not easy, because
Dylan still seils out — wouid
quickly reaiise that they had
invaded the-rites of a particn-
larly arcane mystery. This is
music? This is show biz?

For much of the time the

darkness was aimost total, one
spodight haif a
hunched  {igure,. heavily

curied, dressed in many wrap-
pings of black - like an illus-
tration from an obscure Gothic
novei. Occasionaily Dylan
raised. his fist in salute, and
murmured a word -of thanks,
The stmosphere was hexvy
with. smeils, particulariy-the
rich, suifocating, sweet, hoady

BOB DYLAN

smeil of hippie squats of the
.19608. The audience stood in
quiet awe, sometmes strring
In anticipation as it thought it
recognised one of the classic
songs of the century only to
freeze in uncertainty.

" For Bob Dylan is quite the
most perverse performer, mak-
ing Nina Simone and Van Mor-
rison seem as reiiable as Clff
Richard. He tours comstantly,
playing the smaller. halls
rather than the giant venues,
which shows he has somse sen-
sitivity to. the feelings of his
fans. But what happens on
stage at each concert is known
only to Dylan, his particuiar
God of the moment, and per-
haps his band, although the

LONDON HAMMERSMITH CDEON

rather makeshift. supporting
musicians he has hired for this
visit seemed so cowed by his
perverse personailty that:they
hardly attracted any attemtion.
Being kitted out like Mafla hit
men compiete with black hats
dld not heip their visibillty.

1 caught him genial but
recondite, sometimes choosing
the same key as the band,
sometimes playing the same
melody, but not always align-
ing it to any known recorded
version of the songs. Occasion-
ally he sang with great. pas-
sion and precision. especially
on “Desolation Row" but.even
songs made for venom, such as
“Like a rolling stone” were
allowed to float away from

any sense or relevance.

And yet, and yet. He is not
totally resting on a deserved
reputation as one of the three
or four creators of pop music.
There is something compeiling
about the man. You realise he
i3 destined to-play and to plav
rock. music. He needs the
‘gnored audience as much as it
1eeds to keep the faith. And
what if he does distort and
twist and mock and parody the
sungs — they are so much his
creation that he has that privi-
lege. But for any non-believer
it wounid seem iike a the cete-
bration of a perverted ritual.

Antony Thorncroft

But with the onset of a purely acoustic section came the first signs of
daybreak: ‘One Too Many Mornings’' was — shock. horror - performed, a
wizened melancholy informing the old road rat lament. What came next

HUNCHED AND hollow-eyed, greying, dead hatr crowned by improbable
headgear, pathetically depenaent on a wheezy old mouth organ to evoke
memories of a dim ana distant past — but that's enough about the audience.
what of Bob Dylan?

He's had a hard ttme ot it recently. The last LP ‘Under The Red Sky was
wigely drubbed as witless, the 'never-ending’ tour looking more and more
like @ monstrous merry-go-round scattering players to the wind with every
circuit of aniggreasingly uncanng globe.

Sothe last ntes were being rehearsed for his second run ot Hammersmith
shows in 12 monins, what with his guitar roadie installed as a replacement
for the departed GE Smith and a seemingly makeweight second guitarist
added as ballast. And it certainiy started depressingly enough | Oylan
dumping the increasingly tilanous mix of exotic wig-warmers and King s
Road rocker gear for a delightiul tartan fux pressed trews and patent leather
boots - Audy Vallea meets Danny De Vito) hunched over the mic spewing out
‘Mosi Likely You Go Your Way And 'l Go Mine wilh all the attention 10
melody and scansion we've lately come to expect.

‘Lay Lady Lay' - despite some spinted guitar and harmonica interplay —
followed suit until ‘All Along The Watchtower became the first bruised anrt
bleeding casuaity of the night, abandoned after three or four minuies of
Dylan's geriatnc wandenngs about the drum niser for another tune. Which?
Tenyears ago the game amongst Dylanologists was to spot minue
alterations to lyrics in Oyian's ive interpretations. Nowadays it's challenge
enough just to work out what song he s playing

simply stunned: 'Mr Tambourine Man’ — with stand up bass and brushes ~
was spectacular: dynamics. melody. the works. Performed with aimost
mariachi precision, truly Dylan cannot have performed these two songs ary
betterinthe last, ooh, 15 years.

It was remarkable. A performance rebom. 'Oh Mercy' matenal shook with
confidence and vigour, ‘Shooting Star’ taken with Dylan caught 'twixt seat
and ill-positioned mic at the piano. And ioving it.

The set quickly shot to a climax that shimmered with real interpiay ana
genuine surpnse; 'Like A Rolling Stone', surely his hoanestlive moment for
decades, spinning away lithe and quick witted at last.

Inthese dying numbers —and an encore that reprised acoustics galore for
‘The Times They Are A Changing' followed by a bitchin’, shde-dnven
‘Highway 61' - Dylan was gnnning wildly, all schlock rock moves and bold
melodic teints, as full-voiced as he's been in over a decade.

While the Stones cheerfully celebrate their larger-than-life legacy. the
grant inflalaples. the silly-money sets and soap sfyle bustups a
good-natured swap for their less-than-the-sum-of-its-parts perlormance.
Dylan has oeen hard at work whittling away still further at tis Mystery Tramp
persona— backing himself with virtual flyweighits, performing in ever-
shrinking concen hails — untit he seemad content to let even fus taleni wiher
and dre isee the last LPY No maiter. On (hisevering's showing, if he wail
never again genuinely inspire, he's only just bequn to charm.

Bobby Surf

CALL IT hopeless nostalgia, if
you like, but I wanted to hear
what the spokesman for my gen-
eration had to say about the war. |
feit like finding out if, now that
the chips are down, the author of
“A Hard Rain’s A-Gonna Fall”
would be prepared to speak again
with the voice that made us think
and made him famous.

Then I remembered what one
of his cronies from the folk-club
days had said, when Dylan had
become a pop star and while the
American military were still strug-
gling to “liberate” Vietnam: “I'd
forgive him everything,” the
friend said, “if he’d just write one
good new song against the war.”

BOB DYLAN, Hammersmith Odeon

He didn’t, of course, and on Fri-
day night, in the first of eight con-
certs at Hammersmith Odeon. he
acknowledged the unfolding of
contemporary history only in the
choice of his third song, “Masters
of War”, a 1963 tirade against
arms-dealers which now received
a treatment no more expressive
than the deadpan interpretations
of “Lay Lady Lay” and “*‘Memphis
Blues Again” on either side of it.
At such moments, you can sense 2
battle going on inside him. Maybe
he’s been refusing to give himself
away for so long that he’s simply

lost the ability to make a straight-
forward connection.

We had arrived, wrapped
against the February snow, like
figures on an early Bob Dylan al-
bum cover. He’s a North Country
boy, of course, and always seemed
most at ease in a warm jacket, a
scarf and thick motorcycle boots
— clothes to keep out a Minneso-
ta winter. or a cold snap in Green-
wich Viilage. Instead, his bright
green checked jacket seemed un-
seasonal, and too often the music
sounded similarly devoid of con-
text or meaning.

He looked marginally less
twitchy than on his last couple of
visits, but he and his competent
four-piece band rose above a gen-
eral flaccidity only in a lucid ver-
sion of “Bob Dylan’s Dream”, a
twangy-guitar arrangement of the
recent “Everything is Broken”,
and a goodish “Desolation Row”,
its fast shuffle rhythm lightly driv-
en by string bass and wire brushes.
Worst was the idiotic new “Wig-
gle Wiggle”, run close by perhaps
the most perfunctory version of
“Like a Rolling Stone” he’s ever
played and a closing “Maggie’s
Farm” which simply underscored
the conclusion that he no longer
listens to the news.

Richard Williams
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POLLY TOYMNBEE
profiles the singer
who renamed himseif
after his hero,

Dylan Thomas.

HOSE OF us of b
yeneration mav ook
4t Wy rumpied fuee
ang shudder u hittle,
£an that be the eibin
10V the prophet. the nne who
struck such awe with his gnomic
ongs. clouded looks, and mystt-
lying aura?
sSnatched by photographers
.KHINBL hiy will eurlier Lthis month —
i5 1l the camera nuiht steal his souls
Aere he 1s tn his rumpled sweat shirt
.nd 14d jesther-jacket his haod not
;ulte covering  the  wnnkled,
‘roubled expression
it is Bob Dvlan on one of his in-
requent coneert tours of Britmn for
.even nights e Billy Graham of
118 eru
Is there unyune around now who
«uas snocked when he laughed at
ack de Manio on the Todavy pro-
dramme in 19657 It was a laugh that
truck aIRht to the hearts of the re-
Lethious Briush vyoung of the day.)
The dime might have been right —
reminlcences ol Vietnam, perhaps

oul curiously the time s out of
‘oint - The Times They Are A'chang-
s The Gulf Is not Vietnam. It does
not bnng back the atmosphere of
those days, thunk God.

Oylan does not sing W the soul of a
lisatfected youth culture. Mmghtened
4na hormied in thelr innocence at
Ahat the grown-ups are doing with
Uileir bombs His audiences are the
niddle-aged now — not & New young
Lalowing.

NASAL MONOTONE

A Jewlsh boy trom & dismal indus-
trial town n Minnesow, Hobert
Zlmmermuan renamed himseif Dylan
ifter his hero. the poet Dylan Tho-
mas

He 15 laken seriously In some
quartert as a poet — Phillp Larkin
praised him, and some U8 universi-
*ies otfer courses In his work The
~orid divides about his abiiity to
sing - Lhe (ascinaton ol his nasal
nonotone self-absorbed and (nward
1s incomprehehsible o many, but
uthers worshipped at the shnne

e 1dolised Woodle Quthnie, the
wenuine lolk hobo of the “Thirties
1nd. S04 wilh all hw mlbons vt dol-
0%, ¢lings to the onage of 8 wandar-
IR bust aukd. Jn [oal hls wahdennes:
ke him froen o funtasuosl Calt-
arnnde el Ok o his manie
pecifications, =
A und n
ok aparuent

) dreenwich Village @ DLy nulurs

s New

e st ot

Dylan: the wrinkled
| ' rebel with a cause

lusz aliat Chr

the escabltatinient. bloal of hin songs
Wr INLELYETLED SeekINK (OF SEANLULE

WY - R TeqURDUY SeLLMELY. SRS
which nns ullen lead 10 extiemen of  Lhings sa harv (or himssll a8 I can.
the incomprohensible, and frankly

WITHIN Atmagif RIS nor

which
1uUnnea ais roek iflowem N asemed

us ha stopped oul onto Lhe atege and

L him and tha extend ol his talent Sul
He doean‘t like Uings axyy. L faed.  Do-one calls him a charlstan or u

augite, where he atarted oldt MRRY
atd BINWINR hia ROFMONICR 1 Lhe
dlvs [rom the age of 19

Phe fulk revival waa airesdy Iy it
ney-duy. and he wis sined up carly
iy ths affolr with Joan LBaez set
Nem vn a dudl throne, the Music ot
ine war

Hut 21z hns diways liked W ahock
(118 fans — caating the old saide ang
iinding new worshippera pa Ne goes.
e ubendoned hoik for rock = and
‘he  beerds und  sendals  were
mpnlied.

n T8 he converted o oxtreme

dreudiui

W (U in the
U8 Live Md voncert with my
vhiliren, Lhey were totally nom-
plussed. Who was this freak whao
toulgn’'t  aing,  cowldn't erform.
mumbied ond guumbied. Wiey aaken?

He was plwnly u has-

, he 18
aMCIPOY.

In the mudat of his grentest peniod,

by privaoy
Ax witdy
it breeta {untizublew] fu-

"

for Inaisnce, he

Litn of some kind — but of whet
kind? What vn eusth eoukd he ever
Nave been, they wantsa Lo anow?
The mtary twme outl wter Lhal he'd
spent two Uuys fetearung B pos-
formunce with Keith Richard snd
Ron Wood, but that blaaree aelf-
desiuctive urge gradbed him aymin

disappesred from vision for a long
time. It wos snid there wag ho cruah,
or ot M seMous une, and he was In
laolL lakisig m cuce for drugs. Who

Thare's hardly & wid alory told
that hasn't attached el to hix
enigmAac

[ osenort »rreLirg

His reputation has yo-yoed now for
LSANE & 80N unrehsansesd wnich ned- o ¥ERIY HUs Gine are aull there, Lhowghicd
W pIRGE QBT $uOUeaLy GG WHe sioe ofy -, bhar of tie ot two had aaer beasd ©  ETYET Prople sUlt arque notly showt « AL e, Uie ind of fare — Dyiana

.- posns. 9

His introspeation and navet gazming
dSome say he 1 mad. or Ut least maag \rritates some — but no-gne doubity
in ports. As reclusive ns Howard  that he s an skonised soul, Lying o
find solutions, ang mewngs, never
Howerd  glving up the search.

In that sense, he remains young,
though he'll be 50 this year, He atill
When he had v maotor-cycls drush belleves there are solutions. He |8
atill angry and obsessed, and he la
not corrupted.

Where peopie divide 18 on whether
his ull L Hls

ay FpL
© o vo gt il W
54 T
L T

Well. now he has children with
bands of their own. He still has a dif-

are 8

admirers ses him still a8 a roflection
of America, a voice from its payche
that |18 more than mere ‘Sixties noa-
talgla

a
Y

W ¥ himself and

BOB

el DYLAN has

always liked
to shock his
fans —
casting
aside and
finding new
worshippers
as he goes..
Most of his
songs are
introverted,
seeking for
meaning
within

his own life.

ferent girl In every town. he sull
trayela. he's sull « myatery And e

| ometa »— whao Uve s bresthe his
whale 1ie for hum. .

Mayne he's tha kind of hero whu
thoud “have- died
Junia Jopling und other dead young
heros mught have beeome f they't
had Lo Uve tirough the cyeies of sue
cf" and fallure, consigned to obll-
vion

— what

and What-Ever-Became-Of

tour, and

only to be picked up and dusted
down for yet another rediscovery
come-back
whose wrinkles and grey hair
frighten them like looking in the mmur-
ror.

But Dylan keeps bouncing back
with something new, something dif-
ferent, and it's not gimmicks, but

audiences

something dredged up (rom deep

within him. S8ometimes he still co-
mes up trumps.
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ALL TOGGED UP:,

b

Bob Dylan gets carried away
PICTURE: ALAN LEWIS

SPENCER
BRIGHT

IN the twilight zone of Bob Dylan’s mind, a
performance is an exercise in perversity. So
instead of the search for exceilence, he pre-
fers to ignore rehearsal and specialises in
mockery, sometimes of himself, often of the
audience and frequently of his own vener

ated material.

He could have the finest
of bands, but instead
chooses a hotchpotch of
newcomers and codgers,
currently on view at the
Hammersmith Odeon (un-
til February 17).

Dylan dlscards his fav-
oured leather gear for a8
somewhat kitsch blue
plaid tuxedo. Of course, he
still looks & scruff. His
togs match the sound —
all over the place.

The classics bear little
resemblance to their origi-
nal versions. Nothing
wrong here if there is an
engaging re-interpretation.
But on Lay Lady Lay we
got mumbling Bob over &
band that distinguished
Itself Dby not knowing
what tempo or which
chords it was heading for.
Not their fault: they have
to lve with Bob's notori-
ous capriclousness.

Stuck Inside Of Mobile
With The Memphis Blues
Again had more of the
same, but with Bob's voice
sounding lke a gazoo —
though there was some
pleasant rolling rock.

The strange, banal Wig-
gle Wiggle, from his new
album Under The Red
Bky, came over far more
Dleasmugv Uve. Blnce it
was harder to get annoyed
by the iyrics due to Bob's
incoherence, it was poasi-
ble to bounce along with
the pop riifs.

Occasionally, Bob would
surprise himself and get
carried away by the enjoy-
ment his music can en-
gender. It happened on
the queintly-titled Bob
Dylan's 115th Dream,
where there was ecareful
phrasing and some lmpas-
stoned meomenta.

Elsewhers there were oc-
casional sparks, a welcome
intensity on Like A Roll-
ing Stone, but several mo-
ments of confusion, too.
There was rarely that feel-
ing that the venerable
poet had locked into gear
and carried us away with
him agan.

yeals 9y,

Ad

|

Joker wild

EVER ONE to use two words
where 10 will do, Bob Dylan intro-
duced himself at Hammersmich
with a cheery Most Likely You
Go Your Way And I'll Go Mine. A
thermal glow settled on the Odeon.

[t’s been a while since any but the most
hardened Dylan-watchers came to see him
for spiritual nourishment and that seems to
suit him just dandy. These days he treats a
well-worn back catalogue like a stand-up co-
median relies on favourite joKes. Everyone
}{uows the punchlines; it's the way he tells
em,

Dylan’s recent ally G £ Smith has been re-
placed by two guitarists— Joha Jackson and
Cesar Diaz. They busked willingly while the
writer tampered with the script. omiting
verses altogether on Lonesome Death of Hat-
tie Carroll.

The ramshackle under-rchearsal only
worked by accutent. Muetmphis Blues Again
and a coherent Lay Lady lay were built to
hamdle the sloppy approach; Ly i'he Garden
nevded more siructire,

BOB DYLAN
Hanimersmith Odeon

For Desolation Row and It Ain't Me Babe,
Dylan strapped on a 12-string and tinkeved
with electric piano before thinking better of
it. Sometimes he was hysterically loose, his
hatmonica frame becoming tangled up in the
velvet lapels of a jacket made for a sinaller
man.

When the bits fell into place on Wiggle Wig-
gle it was clear that cranky Bob was enjoying
taking liberties. He introduced the nuinber
as “a song for the man in me, for the man in
everybody” and sirked like a cartoon chip-
munk. » )

The tamiliar tinale—Like A Rolling Stone,
Blowin’ In The Wind and Maggie’s Eart"n
(surely this should be retitled Major’s

Smaltholding) —lacked the ornery critter’s re-

calcitrant touch.

But you never know with Dylan. Sumetimes
he lays on a surprise feast and then insults
the puests. On Friday he was practically gra-

cious and torgot the vegetubles.

J[UINUIL OS JOAD

ST UB

Max Bell
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Watch those

HE early reviews of

Bob Dylan's current

concert tour didn't

look too good.
Rumour had it he was hit-
ting the bottle. Fact had it
his band were awful. “Not so
much under rehearsed, more
like (ompiete stangers to
edch other and ylan's
music in paiticular,” claimed
Melody Maker.

The trequency with which
he has been returning to
these shores has by now
lessened the sense of excite-
ment fans once felt.

In his fiftieth year we may
suspect that his best days as
4 live performer are behind
him, but we still make the
annuai pilgrimage in the
rarely disappointed hope
that he’ll stil ge capable of a
few surprises.

There's even the realiza-
tion creeping in that he’s not
going to live for ever. The
rock'n'roll road with its side-
walks of excess and danger-
ous crossroads have taken
the best. Dylan’s been hard
travellin’ it for 30 years.

ToNYy KENWRIGHT

A Pock

0ONRC000000

One of the things that has
helped him survive the
relentless pressure of being
Bob Dylan is that he's never
tried to please anyone but
himself.

He’s released great
albums, good albums, even
the occasional awful album
but he's never felt the need
to explain himself,

His records reflect where
he was at, spiritually and
emotionally, at the time.

He doesn’'t call them List-
en Without Prejudice or do
nterviews detaling the pain
at thewr (reation. He just
leaves it to people to tind
him - nut the other way
around,

Similarly, in concert the
pressure to please an sudi-
ence doesn’'t occur. .{ he'd
have tried to pander ro fickle
tastes he would have either
burnt out or ‘v playing
Vegas by now.

As he 1llustraies from the
lyrics (o Trust tourself, the
rule of the r.ad for Dylan
has alwavs .cen "to thine
own seit be rrue’.

So there we were, back at
the ttammersmith Odeon not
expectin« too much, but still
hopetui. Discussing the great
gigs. like last year's.
Bemodning the disasters, a

pigs fly

short list always topped bK
his 1987 appearances wit
Tom Petty in Birmingham.

“Maybe he'll make a real
effort,” says sne of the party
and we all have a good
laugh. The day Dylan kicks
aside his loose, almost sham-
bolic approach and actuaily
tries pigs will fly.

WENTY minutes inta
his set the heavens
were filled with

winged porkers. This
was Dylan as we hadn’t seen
him betore. Walking on
stage without a guitar. Play-
ing a harmomica with one
hand and hitting chords on
an electric piarno with the
other, he wasn't simply re-
visiing his back catalogue
he was re-tnventing it.

For all that's been said
about Dylan’s phrasing and
delivery there has been, of
late, little evidence of any
real inspiration in that
department. Since 13984 his
style has been one of almost

self-parody with little in the
way of new ideas. Now sud-
denly the songs were under-
oing a remarkable trans-
ormation.

Times They Are A’ Chang-
ing, one of the fans' least
favourite songs, suddenly
burst to life with the lyrics
being spat out in staccato
bursts like machine-gun fire,
to accompanying applause at
the end of almost every line.

Like a Rolling Stone was
reduced to a cryptic short-
hand with lines compressed
beyond comgreheqsxon yet
crackling with vitality.

You waited for him to
blow it, but remarkably he
never did. Even the band.
who must have had some
ractice since Glasgow, rare-

misplaced a note.

This wasn’t an old hippies
benefit night, this was
young, vital rock. Vengeful
and violent. Proof again that
Bob Dylan is out on his own
and remaining Forever
Young.
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HAMMERSMITH ODEON
Bob Dylan

WHO'S going to stop the war? Not
Bob Dylan for a start. He probably
doesn’t even know it’s going on.
Shambling onto the Hammersmith
Odeon stage, with an anonymous
four-piece backing band, he kick start-
ed Tangled Up In Blue as a prelude to
a 90-minute set which was, in turns,
sublime and infuriating.

Dylan is 50 this year and certainly
looks his age, but, at imes during the
show, showed a youthful edge that
turned back the clock by 20 years.
He’s still more Zimmerman than
Zimmer frame and his capacity to sur-
prise may be somewhat diminished,
but it’s always a danger to write him
off.

Oh Mercy (1988) was the first clas-
sic Dylan album since the seventies’
Blood On The Tracks and raised
hopes of a resurrection, but {ast year’s
Under A Blood Red Sky found him
floundering once again, despite a
strong supporting cast. Significantly,
the only track he played from this
most recent of efforts was the totally
inane Wiggle Wiggle: “Wiggle wiggle
wiggle like a bowl of soup,” T ask youl

Dylan, you see, is stiil a rocker at
heart. The most unsatisfactory parts of
the evening were when he gave his
band free reign to ‘rock out.’ All Along
The Watchtower, Stuck Inside Of
Mobile and a turkey from Empire
Burlesque were simply thrown away.

with Dylan’s voice an unintelligible
drawl. But he did seem to be having
fun, smiling at times and striking gui-
tar hero poses. He has a lovely knack
of pretending to play the solo while the
actual guitarist is hiding at the back of
the stage.

Desolation Row was one surprise
choice but, again, it was squandecred
with Dylan mumbling the words and
playing havoc with the melody.
Thankfully it was curtailed after the
first few verses.

The magic was turned on in the
middle of the show in the now cus-
tomary acoustic section. In the early
sixties Dylan wrote some of the most
inportant songs in the history of pop-
ular music which helped define the
cra. At Hammersmith he exhumed a
fair few of them. Bob Dylan’s Dream,
It’s Alright Ma, The Times They Are
A Changin’ and, the stand-out of the
evening, Tomorrow Is A Long Time
were dusted down and performed
with a freshness which must have sur-
prised even the most devout Bobcat.
Whether this was a political gesture or
a nostalgic trip down memory lane is
open to debate as, typically, Dylan
only said two words on stage: “Hello
everybody.”

Simple Twist Of Fate, from Blood
On The Tracks, was performed with
double bass accompaniment and
piano from Dylan. It was a heart-stop-
ping moment and pure magic, The
more Dylan relaxed, the berter his
singing became, Bven the stnop he

affected for the early part of the show
seemed to improve. =

‘The finai gallop began with a great
version of Like A Rolling Stone. It’s
amazing how he can sdl] instil enthu-
siasm into this song which he must
have now performed thousands of
times. For once the band played with
him rather than competed amongst
themselves and some simple syncopa-
tion added yet another twist to the
song.

Dylan’s songs are organic beasts,
often changing, being reinterpreted to
give them a new emphasis. Witness
the Live At Budokan set from 1975.
As the show wound up with another
plank spanking sesh on Highway 61,
the audience - a curious cross-section
of young and old, middle and working
class - were convinced. If only he’d
mentioned the war.

ANDREW COWEN

hanks for coming. Bobby.”
Tread the 18-foot-long ban-
ner held aloft in the fromt
row of the stalls at Hammersmith
Odeon on Friday night. Unfortu-
nately. the notoriouslv myopic
Bob Dylan did not seem to nouce
this extensive piece of gratitude.
Neither did he see the big bou-
yuets of rases cast at his teet, nor
was he aware that. more often
than not. his guitar refused to ac-
commodate itself to the same key
adopted by the rest of his band.
Nothing unusual here, iowever,
for regular Dylan wutchers, who
have fong iearned 1o aceept all
manner of onstage chaos. A Dylan
show is, thev will tell vou. not as
other shows. Rather. it's a particu-
larly wobbly tight-rope walk which
owes a good number of its thrills
to the manner in which it courts
disaster. ) . .
If it's the unpredictability of it
all that gives the cognoscenn their
kicks. Fridav’s more casual at-
tenders were well satisfied with a
generous gleaning of greatest hits.
“Blowin™ in the Wind". “Like a
Rolling Stone”, “Lay Lady Lay™
“Masters of War™ and “It Ain't
Me Babe™, for example. were all
competently executed. while regu-
lars seemed especiallv o enjoy
“The Man in Me™. “Seeing the
Real You at Last” and me rarely
heard “Bob Dylan's Dream’.

They took further delight in the
unexpected provision of an elec-
tric kevboard. which Dyvlan gamely
tried to play twice ~ on “What
Good Am 17" and later on "God
Rnows”. Both eftonts. alas, were
unsuccessful, first because the mi-,
crophone mounted over the kev-
bourd insisted on poking him
squarely between the eyes, and
secondly because. having sat down
10 play. he found himself, to gen-
eral audience hilarity, wrestling
with his guitar and ever-recaici-
trant harmonica-holder, both still
hanging inconveniently around his
neck.

It could be argued that all this
occasionally amusing palaver is
not so much admirably risqué as
woefully unprofessional, more
shambles than show. Certainly the
sharp, GE Smith-led trio with
which Dylan set out on his Never-

* Ending Tour back in 1988 are now

nothing more than a memory.
Standing in their shoes is a bunch
of recently hired hands. in the pro-
cess of re-inventing themselves as
Bob's band ~ drummer fan Wal-
lace. a veteran of the 1978 tour, is
reliably metronomic. Tony “Inter-
esting” Gamier plays bass, and
John Jackson and Cesar Diaz are
the guitarists,

Homer, the slut

Jackson, upon whom much will
depend in coming months, grins
madly throughout, even at the
most lyrically sombre moments.
He is fluent enough but still lacks
the kind of confidence that is only
gained with experience. Diaz, a
lesser talent, is competent but
workaday. Nevertheless, there is
enough energy and initiative
about the band to suggest that
they are likely to get very much
berter as a unit vary quickly.

Dylan is approaching his 50th
birthday now, and why he doesn’t
choose to sit comfortably on his
considerable laurels, back in
Malibu instead of chasing around
on the gig-circuit, remains, from
the outside, a baffiing question.
Yel his vocal meanderings still en-
gender extraordinary exhilaration
in an audience, and perhaps we
should be grateful that he seems
resolute on going his own way,
while Lhere's this much to delight
in. As Jefl Lynne, who partners
Dylan in The Traveling Wilbusys,
once said, with infinite wisdom:
"“ng is Bob and that's why he’s

h "

John Bauldie
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Slow train comes after all

Bob Dylan
Hammersmith Odeon

BOB Dylan cuts a lonely figure in
1991. A few months shy of his
fiftieth birthday he seems more
desperate than ever to clamber
down from the pedestal on which
he has been placed. To this end he
dashes off albums like Under the
Red Sky with undistinguished riffs
and kindergarten rhymes. He
tours incessantly, admirably fa-
vouring theatres over arenas and
playing ‘“‘secondary circuit” cities
in America, yet giving the im-
pression that he could not care less
about maintaining his performing
standards, let alone how many
tickets or records he sells.

He gives virtuaily no interviews
and forbids photographers to at-
tend his shows, yet he is still the
subject of a steady stream of books
and profiles. An increasingly ram-
shackle man of mystery, he is an
institution at odds with the mod-
ern world. A place is still reserved
for him at the top table, but he
only seems able to function in
splendid limbo on the sidelines of
rock.

On this tour he has been
breaking in a new backing group.
The musicians who took the stage
at Hammersmith were Tony Gar-
nier (bass), Cesar Diaz (rhythm
guitar), John Jackson (lead guitar)
and lan Wallace (drums), a band
of no discernible pedigree, unless
you count Wallace’s stint with
progressive rockers King Crimson
in the early Seventies.

Dylan wore a semi-acoustic
guitar, and a buttoned tartan
jacket which gave the impression
that he was carrying conceaied
weight around the midriff. His
posture was crouched and his
movements doddery, especiaily
when wrestling with his harmon-
ica cage. His hair was cut back to
Freewheelin’ length and every so
often he ran one or two hands
through it as if working up a
shampoo lather.

They began with “You Go Your
Way and I'll Go Mine”, which was
clearly the first chance the en-
gineer on the mixing desk had
been given to sort out the volume
levels. As with most of the
material, it was reworked into a
kind of garage-band rock-swing
style.

Dylan’s voice had a harsher
timbre than of yore, and his
delivery of “Lay Lady Lay” was
pure seif-parody as he mumbled
the words in an impossibly
oblique drawl with no obvious
heed for the metre of the verse or
the melody of the song. A clumsily
rocked-up arrangement of “Mas-
ters of War” was a barely-
recognisable travesty of the
original, the searing venom of the
words lost in the mélée of approxi-
mate chord changes and un-
structured guitar solos.

But after this unpromising start
the show gradually began to gell.
The turning point came when
Gadrnier installed himself with an
upright bass, Wallace picked up a
pair of brushes and the band
embarked on a peculiarly affecting
version of *Desolation Row".
This was followed by a jazzy
rearrangement of “It Ain't Me
Babe” and then “Everything is
Broken”, a slinky little blues
which at last allowed some of
Dylan's wit to shine through.

Bob Dylan: an institation at odds with the modern world

"
]

Jackson gradually revealed him-
self to be a handy picker, and a
sparky camaraderie developed
both within the band and between
the band and Dylan himself.

Despite abandoning a botched
attempt at playing the piano,
Dylan was clearly enjoying him-
self by the time he led the troupe
into a finale of “In the Garden”,
“Like a Rolling Stone”, “Blowin’
in the Wind” and ‘Maggie’s
Farm”. lan has become a
master at pécasting these old songs
in different frameworks, often
disguising their original melodies
on the way. What a wonder it
would be if he could write some
new ones that were able to stand
the test of live performance.

DAVID SINCLAIR
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OB DYLAN'S
records don't sell
very well these
days. Tracey Jones
from South Wales,
on the other hiand, has done
wonders for red.rose sales.

Every day of Dylan's stay in
L.ondon, she has sent one up to
his hotel room, while she shiv-
ers on the steps outside.

“Senl up two on Valentine's
Day, though they were a bit
dearer than usual,” said the 23
ear old, who travelled up
rom Barry last Wednesday
and went home yesterday.

“l just wanl! an auto-
grt:j)h. I've sent up noles
and a picture for him to

sign.”

But 50-year-old Dylan has
obviously forgotten what it's
like to be blowin’in a Minus
Five wind with nothing but a
passion to keep you warm.

Wriling complicated lyrics
like ‘Wiggle, wiggle, wigple,
like a gypsy queen, wig-,
glewiggle, wiggle, all dressed
in green' has left him loo
exhausted to write his name.

Those of us, rather older
lhan Tracey, who remember
playing earfy Dylan on big sis-
ter's Dansefie. when a really
practised ear could just about
make out whal the great pro-
test balladeer was protesting
about, would rather like to
bung up his mouth organ with
the f{rlcs to Blonde on Blonde
and keep our memories.

AY back in the

Seventies, Bob

Dylan changed

back into Robert

Zimmerman — i
icsi ieader. But no one told
him. He still thinks he's Homer
in denim, smiting his bloomin’
lyre long afier his strings have
gone.

Stitl, there we were, me and
"Tracey the barmaid, on the
loak-out for the great man en
the steps of the Royal Garden
Hotel in Kensington. There are
Nashier places to stay, but
Cylac: oot thai sort.

He dresses down, collar
turned up, hat or hood pulled
down. He's one of the richest
men of rock, bul he certainly
wouldn't get a job as doorman
at the'Royal Garden.

There were comings uand
éoings. His minder, big Jim

allaghan, paid to protect the
popsters from the paparazzi,
came in.

The band, costumes in hand,
came out and set off for the
Hammersmith Odeon in a
coach. No sign of .Mr Tambou-
rine Man himself.

Tracey, who had forked out
£20 each night to walch her
hero four times, probably in
the hope of finully cutching the
words, has his picture all over
her bedroom wall. “I've got to

Same songs,

BY JILL
PARKIN

but the fans

are a-changin

&
.I

b

LIRS -

PAY LADY PAY ... Tracey Jones dishes out for Bob

meet him, | spend all my
money on D&llan things. I'm
not interested in any blokes
who don't look like him,” she
says.

Lord knows how many there
are in Barry, but around Ken-
sington that day there scemed
to he quite a few. We nearly
took rit.'lures of several excep-
tionally scruffy passers-by.

As darkness fell, a man

. sat behind a candelabra at

. the piano in the foyer to
play Moon River.*

We checked him out.
Couldn't be Dylan — he was
smiling. Big Jim and his
charge had given us the slip,
At gloomy Hummersmith
Odeon, the sensilive songster
had banned cameras, so we
smuggled one in, in pieces and
in pockets. Ah, yes, there he
was. There was a time when he
looked as if Dusty Springhield
had lent him her make-up box,
but these days Dylan doesn't
bother wilh 1he eyeliner; he
{‘usl orders the lighting men (o

eep his face in shadow.,

E began with Lay
Lady Lay, u song so
wonderful  you
ronlgd plrmoee -
give the hed orepy
mur, and cayhow, ball e
audience had gone to school
since grummar was dropped.

_The oldies were there, car-
ried back across the years 1o
long players, long reelers and
long hair, bul the maiority
were today's students who
wouldn’t know a campus sit-in
if they came across il in their
personal organisers. The nice
Firls and boys of the Nineties
wve poached our protester.
Dylan sounds as though he
were gmgling te music. He
always did, but now he sounds
as though his false teeth are
dawn there too.

He was a couple of minutes
into Like A oIIing Stone,
before I recognised it. It was
clearer on the Dansette.

Rather like & Frank Sinatru
audience, Dylan devotces
know they've come 1o see the
mun who used to be greul
rather thun to hear him at his
best. Some had brought binoc-
ulars and one group had a tele-
scope. But lots of the crowd
lelt distinclly fobbed off. "Let's
hear it, Bob," they yelled impa-
Imnllr. The response ol Lhe
middle-aged man in the while
jackel was to take the mickey
out of his own sangs,

Oh, horror, even out of his
sacred Sixties canon! He put
on a Donald Duck voice for Mr
Tambourine Man.

TILL, some didn't
mind and loved it all,
Laoking round, you
could see that 1the big
thing about legends
and their concerts is 1hai they
enable young men to do in
public whal they would nar-
atily o privately sintheir bed-
rikLinE WO NEVT KiW S0
meny playiog an imaginary
guiiar. Lveiyone was standing
up and Dylan, occasionally
throwing out an arm in wild
abandon, hegan 1o look as if he
might enjoy this legend stuff.
But time was nearly up,
He put on a straw hat for a
slow song. The oldies sighed,
and remembered Jove and lust
in the days of flared jeans.

After one more number,
Dylan raised a forefinger in
farewell. He gives no encores.

The best Dylan encores are
on 12-inch plastic. If he passed
Tracey on his way inlo the
hotel, let's hope he dropped
her u few words.

How about “It din't me
yoti‘re lookin' for, babe"?

Homer, the slut
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Dicture: MIKOS

CHILLY: Dylan’s feeling really blue — with the "goid

|*Dy|un, 49, was

AMERICANS have never quite got lthe
. hang of the British weather. Even fre-
quent visitors llke Bob Dylan.

1 . On a freezing night In London he arrived

back at his hotel from a Hammersmith
Odeon concerl with his coat on back to front. But
then shy Bob was more concerned about shleld-
Ing himself trom the camera than the cold.

His fellow rock superslars Bill Wyman

and Erlc Ciapion warded off the chlll with
trua Brit grlt. BII sported hls chunklest cricket
swoalar, 3mar! Erlc protected his two greatest
susels - his soutlul voice and his gullar-ptucking
fingsrs. And showed Bob IU's posslble to slay
warm and keep your cool.

LOOKS like

singar Bob Dylon.
kos become o wrap
star — os he covers up
:in a blonket to beat
-London's icy winds.

arriving at his
Mayfair hotel after g
tell-out concert at the
Hommersmith Odeon.
~4~ Thousands rocked
S as Bob put new
usto into his old
ovourites — which
includa Blowing In The
Wind and Shelter
From The Storm!

Hey, Mr

Gaberdine Man!

WHO'S that buried undpr the pixie hood and ankle-
lenglh gaberdine coat, being bustied inte his London
hotel early yesterday by an economy-sized minder?
It's the King of Protes), Bob Dylan, after one of his
string of concerts atl the Hammersmith Odeon. Per-
haps the 49-year-old American singer was contem-

plating 8 new protesy — about the weather.

Dylan did his worst

¢ THE areat Bob g ya7e gaTTERSEY|

to make a dramatic
entrance.
ﬁe”“ wore a rather tatty
N-ltength cape with
.hood attached which
blew around him untidily
in the wind.
And his ageing face
was wrinkled agalnst
the cold as he walked

Nn a coar to tha main

door of his hotel in Lon-
don’s Mayfalr.

Onlookers were not
impressed. One
said: “He looks Just like
a garden gnome.” But

Dylan
dresses
down
and out

HE quelook like a
tramp ‘being shown
the hotel door.

But Bob Dylan was on
the way In %o the
Mayfalr Hotel in

Dylan of the 60s

London when this
plcture was taken
yesterday.

The multi-milifonalre
slnger songwriter, 49, —
sleying In the caplta)
as bart of 8 Furopesn
tour — obviousty
belleves in dressing
down for the oceasion.

Asked about the
hooded jacket and old
coat, an glde said: ‘Just
because he's very rich
it deesn't menn he has
0 wear designer gear.
He doesn't 35 like
this to Qisgulse himselt
from hlg fans — this is
how Bob Dyian
drezses,”

Hobo Bob blows in

HOW many roads must a man walk down before he can find
a luxury hotel room? Not many if the man is veteran rocker
Bob Dylan who, despite his hobo appearance, will never be
a resident of cardboard city.

Wearing a grubby hooded sweatshirt. tatty old jeans and
battcred trainers, he checks into his £1.000-a-night suite at
London’s May Fair Hotel after a concert at Hammersmith.

The singer, who is 50 in three months. can’t resist acting
like a down and out, despite his multi-million-pound for-

those who . count don't ' {une.He certainly makes a change from the hotel's usual
care — and they packed i clientele, which includes Michael Jackson and Madonna. -

his lateat London cen-
cer to prove it

Homer, the slut
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BOB DYLAN
HAMMERSMITH ODEON, LONDON
THE trouble with yer fiving legends is that
when you achually see them in real life, when
you're ctually, for the first time, within
shouting/photographing /bottle-throwing
range of the physical manifestation of their
presence, they kend toward the anti-
climactic. Stonechenge, The Coliseum,
Pompeii, you name ‘em, you get there, and
you think “Bugger me, looks just like the
pictures. For this | endure the toe-curling oh-
my-gaoard-ing of these I***ing Americon
four groups. Hasumph. Bring back the rope.”
M’ﬁj‘l is by way of observing that despite -
infact, because of - his inestimcble stafure
andinfluence, Bob Dylanis on ¢ hiding to
nothing every time he wonders onto a stage
and commences wrestling with his neck-
broce harmonica, Just imugi}:\e trying to live
upto bein n. Be enough to drive you
o Yook el

It would certainly be wrong to suggest
that tonight's nce wasn't ripe wil
the faint but discemible aroma of fruikcake,
but it veould be doing Dylan a greater
disservice to perpetuate the myth thot the old
chapis inretrievably out to lunch. This was
madness asmethod, eccenfricillas ene@.
(Similar qualities, though in slightly dilu
form, were ko be seen earlierinan
encouragingly irascible support slot by
GfuhomP:ﬁ(er.]

You couldadvance several convincing
arguments that Dylan’s ever-troubled muse
is, these days, irmly of the opinion thatif's
teapol, butitcerteinty remains infact, alive
onﬁr’ckiﬂ . He was great, preity much.
“Stuck lnsige Of Mobile With The Memphis
Blues Again” was a borely recognisable,
rambling but nonetheless engaging
shambles, Dvlan alternaling between his
tradifianal bitter drone and fits of the giggles:
“Wiggle Wiggh:" was hilarious; “Desolation
Row” (this was a bit of a night for the semi-
famous lunes, see, the anes thatonly
chonged some of the world), on guitar and
wpright bass, was beautifully bleck; and
"MmLGoogAm 17" was delivered with
wrenching, hurfing sincerity. So many
fans, so many op?gions, cmfﬁ he still can’t.
work autwho he is. Honly more
songwiiters would have the decency to be
this regically fascinating in their dotage.

Dylan himself cuts o figure verging on
the: comical - short, big shoulders, thin legs,
helpless hair - he looks like a ragdollina
tartan jucket from Game Show Hell. He
wears Lis legend like a dull qunt's
Christmas fie, confused, confemptuous and
uncomfortoble. He wanders about the
stage atwill and ot random, plays
ke rd a bitand then doesn’t, and
bewilders the f***ing hell out of his poor
bloody band {two le?iovers from the crowd

scene of a film with a Scalt Joplin
soundfrack ond one gee-whizz guitar
geek. Ohyech, and a drummier], He s#ilf
cannot play mouth organ for toftee, but thi
lifelong deticiency has now assumed the
mantle of unifying in-joke, the faughs,
cheers and nudges that greet the first
appearance of the horpiuolder kind of o
membership ficket, a Masonic handshake
for lapsed hippies. Dylan thinks it's pretty
funny too.

Still, fo avoid giving the impression that
Dylan ‘91 is only o juggler ond a ropeze
oway from being a three-ring circus [but
fire-breather? Tightrope? Ha"s got ‘em), it
should be stressed very heavily indced the
anyone wha chooses ko deliver his most
hackneyed standards {"Like A Rolling
Stone”, “Blowing In The Wind”, the
encores} with minimal regard for the key,
tempo or tune that everyone knows to
avoid the cringe-worthy, embarrassing
spectacle of a singalong - to provoke som
reaction other than the expected, anywaoy
~is some sort of minor deity. At the very
least,

We should all be soincorrigible in our
old age. The old buzzard ﬂiesiigh.
ANDREW MUELLER

ROCK

The sad truth about Dylan

James Delingpole on the short-lived thrill of seeing a ‘living legend’

AMONG the many myths that
have built up around the ''leg-
endary” Bob Dylan is the one
about his live performances.
He plays two sorts of gigs, so
the story goes: very good ones
and very bad ones. But as Dy-
ian demonstrated when he
played the Hammersmith
Odeon, it is not as simple as
that..

For the true aficionado,
there can be no such thing as a
poor Dylan concert, for Dylan
can do no wrong. But for the
uninitiated who roll up expect-
ing to judge a Dylan event in
much the way they would treat
any other rock concert, a truly
second-rate evening lies
ahead.

The sad truth is that Dylan
has accumulated so many
adoring fans in his long career

that he does not have to try any
more. He simply stands on
stage hunched like a vulture on
a telephone wire, twangs his
guitar and mumbles his way
through his extensive reper-
toire with all the clarity of a
bad Marlon Brando imper-
sonation.

Occasionally, when he can be
bothered to make an impres-
sian, he Raunts his versatility
by tinkling almost experimen-
tally on an electric piano or —
that old crowd-pleasing chest-
nut — blows sweetly on his
trusty harmonica.

None of this would make any
impression on an audience
with any reasonable critical
faculties, were it not for the
fact that it provides a nostalgic
frisson for those who have seen
him doing it before on historic

Sixties television footage. It i«
the thrill of seeing a “living
legend™'.

This thrill. unfortunately, i~
short-lived Soon it becomes
simply irritating to > s
rounded by an avdience ve'ling
and waving their aims
with all the giazed rapiure
of a charismatic Evangclical
service when the object
of their adoration is giving
such a commonplace perfor
mance,

The lighting effects, deliber
ately one imsgines, were mini-
mal. The ag-ing backing band
was competent but poundingly
monotonous. And Dylan’s
justly praised 'yrics — sung, in
the traditional manner.
through the nose — were, of
course, completely unintel
ligible.
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Blowm 0ut therr

THE Times may have changed
for sixties icon Bob c[\Elllzm, -but
with his S0th birthday only
two months away the man bas
fost none of his power to
enthrall an audience. X

And though ‘the old road is
rapidly fading’, Mr Zimmerman
is unprediclable as ever and an
enigma in the true sense of the
word - as his audiences at
Glasgow’s SECC found out last
weekend.

Saturday wnighi sew & sullea
Dylan teke {ne stage with a
muddled and lack-lustre ‘Most
Likely You Go Your Way and
'l Go Mine.’

Unhappy with guitars, fidd-
ling with diffecent harmonicas
and generally looking irritable,
it appeared that W was
the lace he wanted to be.

As s new band looked like
disintegrating _ entirely  they
somehow managed to struggle
through ‘All slong the Waltch-
tower,” 'l Shall Released'
which became The Man in
Me'. after two instrumental
verses, and a truly awful ‘Stuck
Inside of Mobile’

Disinterest became almost
mutual as sudience applause

Then & third of the way into
performance either Bobb¥ took
an e¢xtra ‘shot’ of something
good or simply woke-up, and
produced & nerve-tngli
acoustic set.

The ‘rarely pedormed’ Bob
CIfylans Dream' grabbed hold

the evening air, a beautiful
‘It ein't me Babe' and ‘Mr
Tambounne Man® put everyone
back on the right tracks.

The sccond hall was nothing
Siwné o7 sieganlads,. Witi B
derk "Guw' Serve Somel«xly
- wheo at Jesst hell the audience
ihougit they hesrd the line
‘you may live in Ragdhad’ - a
terrific * Knows' - from the
new album - and a gut-twisting
‘In the Gardeg®. -

The band was in full-throttle
and smiles actually started to
appear on the two young
gmtansts faces, even if the
‘man’ didn’t allow himself that
luxury.

But all good things must
come to the end, and a dire
two-verse ‘Like a Rolling Stone’
reminded us of where we all
came in.’

Some may have doubted the
wisdom of buying a ticket for
the Sunday night as well,

-

others may have doubted their

sanity in co! atall

But it’s amazing the difference
24 hours can make,

Once more donning a bad-
taste tartan jacket, the man

who has become a ‘legend in’

his own lunchtime’ strode on
stage with a sense of purpose -
which I have not seen in bim
befere.

A tight instrumcental - that
sounded vacapnily like ‘Flover
of Scotland® - blasted rto a
pulsating and re-phrased “Sub-
terrancan Homesick - Plues,
delivered with such purpose
and passion that at least the
first nine rows were going
‘bananas’ a minute before its
close.

Just what the rcpcrtouc was
after that is anyone's guess -
3,500 people were entranced
and soon sense of which
number followed which,
‘Um&ckedSky’y m

a
“Just vl.:]‘;c a2 Woman', a ‘whc:vt
impro bK)d%’!dﬂblﬁ
Was it You Wanted?” and a

a:mcmon of ‘Gotta Serve
So, y' - outshining the
previous  night's

renditon -

were but mere highlights of a
performance the calibre of
which Dylan hasnt produced
for many years.

The acoustic set once more
gave the ‘master’ & chance to
pallowt any .more lights he
may have been keeping under
bushels, and ‘Hollis Brown’
brought tears to many eyes.

Tl Be Your Baby Tonight'
showed Robert Palmer et al
bow the song should really be
sung belore the baad crashed
through aumber afier numbes
to a finale of 'Released’ and
‘Rolling Stone’.

Bananaritis had really set-in
and Dylan didn't cven leave
the stage before the audience
emotionally pulled him into a
strange bul beautiful ‘Blowin’
in the Wind’ and a demonic
‘All aloag the Watchtower’.

Pure enjoyment are words
not stroog cnough to describe
90 minules of ecsiasy.

But perbaps Mr Dylan’s
beawing smile, doffed hax and
strangled cry of ‘Long live
Scotland,’ said it all.

Nic Outterside
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Report and picture from

MICHAEL McGOVERN

in New York

E LOOKS like a New
York panhandler in his
filthy hooded sweat-
shirt and clumsy
gloves. He could be a
tramp. In fact he’s a rock star.

His costume is not for a new video or
the latest pop fashion, it is the outfit of
a recluse,

Bob Dylan shuffles through the mean
streets of his beloved Greenwich Village just
as Greta Garbo did before him on
Manhattan’s Upper East Side.

In three months the world’s most famous
protest singer will be 50. It has been a long,
strange trip since he started singing his anti-
war songs in 1961 in the Pindar of Wakefield
pub in King's Cross, when nobody knew him
or wanted to take his photograph.

This week — 30 years on and with an
ocean of experiences behind him — he is
playing a larger London venue, the Hammer-
smith Odeon. Now everybody knows him and
nobody is allowed to take his photograph.

Mystery

Dylan watchers claim he has become an
eccentric, mercurial character shunning pub-
licity, hiding behind his non-image. The man
who sang Blowin’ In The Wind and was a
spokesman for the flower-power generation
rarely speaks to his public now.

But evasiveness is the best part of Dylan's
act. Robert Zimmerman, as he was born in
Hibbing, Minnesota, likes to make himself a
mystery.

In fact he's neither a mystery nor an enigma.
just a very clever pop star.

He has many of the trappings and sccout-
rements of the rock wearld. Like many stars
he likes a plethora of pretty women. A former
bodyguard and close friend said last week:
‘He has women everywhere he goes. In Bel-
fast. he knows a colleen or two. He loves

© women, every cday. white, black, brown or

round. He never has to worry about women,
like we do.’

Cne of his best-known loves is the sexually-
hip. smart, brassy blonde, Sally Kirkland,
who traded the social life of a Philadelphia
debutante for an acting career and later ex-
changed drugs for yoga.

Bhe i& known for lines like: ‘I'm into
health . .. I don't wear underwear, it's not
healthy for a woman.'

Kirkland, who became a celebrity in the
Sixties for appearing nude on Broadway in
the play Sweet Business, claims: ‘Bob is the
Howard Hughes of his day.’

Wealthy

Certainly, like Hughes, he surrounds him-
self with the best bodyguards in America
including superagent Elliott Mintz, former
minder to sorue of Hollywood's hostest ialent.

And Tike Hughes, Dylan s immensely
wealthy. He likes to give the impression of an
impoverished beatnik. He claims: 'Money
changes the quality of the work that's being
done. When I started I had nothing.’

That is why he retains the fantasy of a
street cred musician. But now he has every-
thing. The apartment in New York, a ranch
in California, an estate in Minnesota and a
yacht in the Caribbean.

He aiso has much of the arrogance and in-

sensitivity that comes with fame.

o Hiding money and adulation.

Dylan was offered & million dol-

behind !ars w do a book on humour. He

contacted a struggling ghost

an image writer and shook hands on the

~ deal. Two months later, the writer
Of am eventually managed to contact
Dylan to ask about his contract.

eccentric Dylan replied: ‘Forget that for

now. Let’'s wait until we need the

recluse’ money.” On another occasion last
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year he sat, barefoot and shirt-
less, in a $4,200-a-day hotel room
on a stifling afternoon. Dylan’s
guests  were swellering. When
asked why there was no air con-
ditioning, he replied: 'I don't be-
lieve in it End of conversalion.

There is no denying Bob Dylan
is a brilliant songwriter, but he
was so idolised in the late Sixties
that it is difficult to put his work
into proper perspective,

He has gained pseudo-
respectability with the intelligent-
sin — jnetuding dons like Christo-
pher Ricks of Cambridge, who
said: ‘Not all his works are per-
fect. He's only as good as Shake-
speare.’ Dylan Studies are offered
in U8B colleges. The Guardian
called him a ‘Homer in denim'.
Ageing hippies still quote him.
Keith Floyd peppers his TV cook-
ery recipes with Dylan-speak.

Yet when asked about his lyrics
there is often a perfectly simple
explanation. Asked to explain the
couplet from The Long Black
Coat, ‘People don't live or
die/People just float,' Dylan said:
‘I just needed something o
rhyme with coat.’

It is often the singer's minders
who help to deepen Dylan's mys-
tery. A reporter from @ magazine
who had made eight allempts in
two wreks to speak to the great
man was given some pointers.

Don't treat it like an interview,
he was told. 'Bob will ¢iam up or
wander off if you fire a volley of
questions at him. Try not, in
fact, to ask any guestions.'

Damage

He was certainly not to be
asked about his motorcycle smash
in 1966, generally thought to be a
cover to give him time to recover
from drug dependency.

He has admitted to Robert
Shelton, his biographer, that he
exaggerated the physical damage
because he wanted to get off the
road after some hard touring.

In fact Bob Dylan has manipu-
lated public interest for the past
30 years with more skill than
Elvis Presley, -whose image as the
mean, swivel-hipped sex symbol of
rock grew ever more incongruous
as he slid into middle-aged, over-
weight alcoholism.

Dylan has deliberately kept the
people guessing, skipping from
protest songwriter to country and
western, rock 'n’ roll and back to
protest. He has confounded his
ardent fans by switching from
Judaism to Born Again Christian,
LSD and back to Judaism. Now
he’s into physical fitness, with his
own personal trainer, and mysti-
cism.

He currently sees himself as the
King of the Gypsies and says:
‘You know what happens to a
gypsy king when he gets old, all
his wives slowly start dropping
away, his children too, till one
day & gypsy king finds himself all
alone, on the beach.’

In other words washed up — like
any other ageing rock star.

Alittle

o

g i I
ki el
B

light on

b o TN

T

-in one of his lighter moods

Bob Dylan at
Hammersmith Odeon

WHEN all’'s said and
done, it helps to be a
legend. Dylan may not
sell many records now,
but he remains fatally
attractive to those pop
fans who consider them-
selves possessed of
brains.

They hummed with antici-
pation. Which sort of Dylan
would they get tonight?
What would the world’s
favourite trick cyclist get up
to?

The first clve that he was

came with his appearance in
a blue-checked dinner jack-
et. Profundity was obviously
out for tonight. Dylan ad-
dressed not one word to the
faithful. What he did do was
cheerfully slavghter his
back catalogue with every
means at his disposal.

Approach

These means included a
four-piece backing band
who seemed convinced that
there was nothing wrong
with the world that a little
pub rock wouldn‘t put right.

Renditions of Masters Of
War and Blowin’ In The
wind showed that Uylan was
abreast of world events, if
not musical ones.

His approach to his trade-
mark harmonica was pure
Tommy Cooper — inept, hi-
farious and not much magic.

There was no encore.

Pete Clark
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By DAVID HINCXLEY
S N ST Wy

ob Dylan stole the
Grammy show Wednes-
day night at Radio City.

Sure. Quincy Jones won six
Grammys. But were music
fans discussing Quincy Jones
over the water cooler Thurs-
day morning? No. They were
discussing Dylan

It wazx a discussion that
went |ike this: "Did you see
that?” Or “What was that all
about?”

Peopie who (ollow popuiar
music for a living had the
same reaction In the press
room at Radio City, writers
clustered around TV moni-
tors looking for answers.
What's that song? Who s that
band? What did he say?

This much we know: Jack
Nicholson was presenting
Dylan with the National
Academy of Recording Arts
and Sciences' Lifetime
Achjevement Award. Jack
spoke. a montage of Dylan
performances was shown. the
curtain parted and Dylan
piayed a song with a four-
man band.

They were all weanng hats.
The music was sharp. The
words were not Someone 1n
the press room asked if he
were singing in Hebrew

After the song, Nicholson
produced the plaque for '"Un-
cle Bobby,” who responded to
the applause by leading a
round for Nichoison

As Jack talked. Bob stood
beside him and started to
sway back and forth. He
wasnt too weil shaven and
his face wasnt as lean as it
sometimes has been. His eyes
seemed either shrouded or
rolling. To be {rank, this guy
could have scared an unsus-
pecting kid. He took the
plaque and did a silent ''aw.
shucks”™ routine. He turnmed

away But he was trapped. He
would have to speak

My Daddy was a very sim-
ple man.” he began. He
paused. He said his Daddy
had this goofy son. He paused
again. He paused a lot He
started to talk about some of
the things his Daddy had
said. He paused again.

"He said so many things.”

He paused again. Finally
he grabbed his hat, as if it

Wednesday
night was no
aberration.

were in imminent danger of
soaring up into the prosceni-
um of the Great Stage, and
muttered that perhaps the
most important thing his
Daddy said was that "you
have an abiiity to mend your
own wavs."

He Jeft He left a sea of

right? It atso makes sense

And yeah mavbe it was in=t
on some folks because his be-
havior and demeanor were so
bizarre But this 1snt a guy
who is used to addressing au-
diences, and if it all comes
out weird, what's wrong with
that? Music can use It. in an
age when most of what passes
for weirdness 1s planned and
choreographed like a Vanilia
iee video.

Here's a guy who has gone
whole shows without saving a
word. A guy who followed
Led Zeppelin at Live Aid
with three acoustic numbers.
Wednesday was no aberra-
tion. [t was Dylan.

Bruce Springsteen told the
audience during his Novem-
ber concerts in Lce Angeles
that he read an interview In
which Dylan said a movie di-
rector had told him, ‘Just be
yoursell.” And Dylan said he
replied, '‘Which one?”

He never lets us get lazy.

open mouths is what he feft

Top that. anybody.

But if you think this was all
an exercise to explore the
outer himits of wetrdness on
national TV, think again.

A call to Dylans record
company Thursday con-
firmed that the song was
‘Masters Of War." Okay. it
didn't sound like '‘Masters of
War,' but Dylan 1s like that
He rearranges.

So step back and consider
what he did on the Grammy
show. He sang "Masters of
War.” a straight-ahead anti-
war statement on a night
when most folks were just
sending best wishes to the
troops. Then he offered the
simple folk wisdom that we
cant blame anybody eise for
what we re doing. [t's our be-
havior and we have to fix it.

A prettv powerful message,

From (VOR KEY in New York

INGER Mariah Carey., who

{ound

fame alter handing a

record boss a tape of her act at
a party, yesterday won a
Grammy award lor best new
artist. And the 20-year-old New Yorker
ex-wailress was also voted top femaile
pop vocalist for her soaring hit Vision

of Love.

But it was Quincy Jones who thrilled the
black-tie crowd of 6,200 at New York’s Radio
City Music Hall by winning six ot the seven
categories in which he was nominated.

His awards ncluded

; pro-
ducer ol the vear, album of

Another popular winner was

the vear and best rap pertur-
mance by a group. He won the
latter tor performing with
artists including his son
Quiney Jones [ on the hit,
Back on the Block.

Legend
Brilish pop star IPhil Collins,
who had cight nominations,
won only one award — record
of the vear for Another Day
in Paradise.

rock legend fob Dyian, who
shared a4 joke with Jach
Nicholson alter the uclor pres-
emted him with a Lifetime
Achievement award,

Evergreen Eric Clapton won
the prize for best rock vocal
with his Bad Love. And rebel
Irish singer Sinead O'Connor.
who boycotted the ceremony.
also won a Grammy.

Now there's a lifetime
achievement
BY
DAVID
BlANCULLI
ARRY Shandling, who's
made and in-

sincerity hix*twin’ ¢omedy
trademnarks, was two-thirds
of the way through hosting
last night's Grammy show
when he said, in all sincerity,
;‘Thin is. & great show, isn't
t?" Gl t e . .

Not really, Garry.

Later, as the CBS Grammy
telccast was shifting into
overtime af 11 pm., Shan-
dling prefaced a perfor-
mance by Wilson Phillips by
saying, “In case there's any-
one left in the world who
doesn't know it, Wilsoa Phil-
lips is a he, not a they ... Did
I say that right?”

Not really, Garry.

Tracy Chapman’s micro-
phone went dead during the
final verse of her rendition
of “Imagine,” and the songs
excerpted in the Grammy
salute - notably excluded
“Glve Peace a Chance” —
possibly because of the cur-
rent political climate re-
garding the Gulf war.

That didn't stop Bob Dylan,
another Lifetime Achieve-
ment honoree, from being de-
flantly true to his own be-
liefs, as well as to his own
musical past. After a ram-
bling but affectionate and lit-
erate introduction by Jack
Nicholson, Dylan launched
{nto a-song of his own choos-
ing, slurring and scowling
the words so that they were
virtually indecipherable.

The delivery, as well as
the song selection, may

have been deliberate, be-
cause Dylan was perform-
ing a high-caliber version
of his 1963 song “Masters of
War.” How many of his
peers, much less the view-
ers at home, knew that Dy-
lan was singing such caus-
tic verses as: “You fasten
the triggers for the others
to fire / Then you set back
and watch when the death
count gets higher / You
hide in your mansion as
young people's blood / flows
out of their bodies and is
buried in the mud”?
Regardless, Dylan re-
ceived an appreciably warm
reception, and even made ev-
erybody laugh with his well-
timed comic pauses. On this
night as in decades past, Dy-
lan stood above the rest.
Otherwise, I was more en-
tertained by CBS's “Family
Dog" promos, and by Ray
Charles’ Diet Pepsi com-
mercials, than by most of
the Grammy telecast they
interrupted. That's not to
say that there weren't some
nice acceptance speeches
(Quincy Jones, “From a
Distance” songwriter Julie

Gold) and intriguing
strange-bedfellow  perfor-
mances: Any show that

makes room for The Judds
and Aerosmith, for Placido
Domingo and Billy Idol, and
for Tony Bennett and Living
Colour is worth watching.

Well, make that worth
hearing, As TV, last night's
Grammy telecast was a half
hour iate and a lot of quality
short.
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‘My cosmic love
for Bob Dylan
lasted across

e
Queen: Miss Fire

A DANCER ‘obsessed’ with
Bob Dylan has told how
they had a passionate
two-week affair during his
1986 Australian tour.

Gypsy Fire, 44, told a court
she believed she had known
the Sixties singing star several
times in previous lives.

Describing their meeting at a
Dylan concert, she said she
danced near the stage and he
sang two songs — one called I
Need a Shot of Love — while

the centuries’

looking at her. Their affair,
which she called ‘beautiful,
cosmice, spiritual and

passionate’ began the next day.

Miss Fire admitted being
obsessed with Dylan and

believed they had been a king

and queen in ancient Egypt
and had met again about the
time of Christ, the Supreme
Court in Sydney heard.

She knew they would meet in

real life because she sent ‘so
much love' to him.

Miss Fire, whose real name is

King: Bob Dylan

Emelia Caruana, is suing
Truth Newspapers, claiming
she was defamed in an article
headed: ‘I was Dylan's sex
slave.’

Bhe claims the magazine
turned ‘beauty into sleaze,
smut, filth and ugliness’,
destroying her reputation and
career. Her family did not
speak to her for eight months,
she lost all her self-confidence
and gave up dancing.

The case is expected to last
two weeks.

”ﬂdod lips””

| danced

naked for
Bob Dylan

t the 33rd Annual Grammy
Awards ceremony to be held
on February 20in Los Angeles,
oresugious Lifetme
Acrievernent Grammys will be
presented to John Lennon (posthumously)
and Bob Dylan. Before then, Dylan, whose
30-year recording career 1s also to be marked
by the forthcoming 4-CD “rare and
unreleased” box set. The Bootleg Series
Volumes 1-4. brings nis Never Ending Tour
back to London on Fepbruary 8 for eight sold-
out shows at the Hammersmith Odeon, Bob
pals Van Mornson. Enc Clapton, George
Harnson and Ron Wood are no doubt already
preparing themselves in case they'll be
needed for "surprise” end-of-show guest
appearances, while The Troggs' Reg ‘Wild
Thing” Prestey may well also be waiting for
the much wished-for "Bob wants to know if

you're ready” call.

Unlikely as 1t may seem, Reg Presiey 1s
one of lhe few people “in rock” that Bob
Dylan has begged to be introduced to. The
tale takes us back to 1986, when Dylanwas

M that the very same

in London filming the ili-starred Hearts Of Fire,

One afternoon. Ron
Wood played Bob
the infamous Troggs
Tape, which
apparently provoked
uncontroliabie fits of
gigghng. When, a few
days later, Wooay
excitedly discovered

Reg Presley was

recording in the next i
studio. a delighted
Dylan demanded to
be mntroguced to the
arstwnile Trogg, who

was (0 be found piucking irustratedly at a

bass guitar when Bob woobled in to meet
him. "How long you bin playin’ bass ?" asked
Dylan. snigmatically, “All fuckin' arter-noon,
mate!” Reg replied. sounding exactly ike a
tape-recording of himself. Needless to say.

Dylan dissolved.

The dirt on Dylan

AM pleased to note that Mr Albert
Goldman, (or my money Lhe finest
pop biegrapher in the world, has at
fast found a subject worthy of his
talents and has (inally decided to allow
his team of frightemngly protessional
researchers Lo get (ully to grips wilh
the penpheral elements surroundmg
Hob Uylan, Wilbin thati.oaghly, lile, L

should imagine, lien a matsive hornets®

nest and | for one can hardly wait to
get stuck into it. One thing is certain,
there are still meny ageing Dylanolo-
gists in this world who will be more
than willing to leap into a state of vio-
lent indignation the moment this book
surisces, Mobody likes to ses Lhe myth
of their particular hero decimated and
Iaid bare. Lifelong fana of Dylan, no
doubt, will be termifled of feeling (ool-
ish, as the object of their adoration —
50 perfect in their eyes — finally begins
to show gaping flawa. This is why Gold-
man 13 so fascinating. Although much of
his work is based on interpretation of
the tacts (and purallel books, based on
exactly the same evidence, could tell it
in completely differing ways, he dosa
have the curtous knack of dismantling
an artist's charisma.

The effect he has on die-hard fans is
nothing short of glorious. Speaking os
somebody who dislikes any kind of
hero worahip. | see Goldman as a cham-
pion of good sense and honeaty. Blind
adoraton is, at best, dangerous, and, at
worst, positively moronic. Just look at
the (rore caused by Goldman's last
work, The Lives of John Lennon.
Wasn't it wonderful to see bearded.

» balding, Beatles fanatica by the score

comphetaly miks the point of the book
— wiuch was not to denounce the tal-

«ant of Lennon, just weaken the legend

- and go unintelligently an the
defensive,

Dylan is a far more intereating sub-
jecL There was a time when he really
was just about the most tnlented man
on the planet. and, of course, when The
Heatles were singing “And with a luv
like that. . .¥'kpow you should be
glaasd,” Dylan was arousing the global
conseiousnesa of western youth.

ACTRESS 5 Flre
danced mkeJa t}z’)r
Dylan wearing only

the star's HAT, a court
heard yesterday.
Miss Fire, 44, said she

had & two-week fling
with the singer during
his 1986 Australia tour.

She went to  Dylan’s

S dney concert and

imbed on o nfter

he appeared to lick his
lips at her. A

But security staff

dragged her off by her
Ty ¥ F e i

Hauled ' .~

When she met her idol
later in his hotel she
complained: ''How'd
you like to be hauled
off atage by our
b**¢e?" "He replied:
“It's been done to me
before.’

Miss Fire told Sydney’
Supreme - Court s e
later danced naked for
him in his-bedroom.

She is Australia's
Weekend th' news~
ﬁaper over an article

eadlined: ‘I was
Dylan’'s Sex Shvu.";;
The case continues.'’

As far as legends are concerned, Dy-
lan is at 8 disadvantage. For a start, he
isn't dead. Indeed, he is noticeably
woubled by the ageing process. His
music has soflened into insignificance
and, far from attaining a look of all
wige maturity, he merely looks chubby,
depressed and unenigmatic.

Recent stories: in the tabloids have
porteayed hirn as some kind of grumpy
down and out and, artiaticatly, that
inage ssemd quile correct. Great food
for a Goliman hatchet job, lan't it?
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Grammys ‘Turn Into Quincy Jones Show

By JON PARELES

The 33d annual Grammy Awards
beionged to Quincy Jones. His album
“Back on the Block,'' an ambitious
attempt to bring together black musi-
cal atyles from jazz to sou) to funk to
rap, was named Album of the Year,
and it brought awards to nearly ev-
eryone who worked on it, a muiti

enerational- roster of mmusicians
rom Ray Charies to the rapper ice-T.

Mr. Jones was named ponclassical
producer of the year and songs from
the album won (n rap, rhythm-eand-
blues, jazz tusion and two instrumen-
tal arranging categories; ‘“‘Back on
the Block’* was also named best-engi-
neered album. With 19 previous
awards and 68 under his own name
from “Back on the Block,'* Mr. Jones
became the musician with the sec-
ond-highest number of Grammys, be-
hind Sir Georg Solti, whoc won 28,

Phil Collins’s ‘' Another Day in Par-
adise,’” a despairing song about
homeless, wa® named record of the
year. The ballad ''"From a Distance,"
most  receally recorded by Beue
Midler. was named Song of Lhe Year,
the sscond year In a row that Ms.
Midler had recorded the winping
song.

The Songed &-Lilete. .0

“From a Distance.' & soay the (s
five ywars old, has also deen recorded
by Nanei Griftith and by the Byrda It
is mn sleginc song al

bouiaseial prod-
leama and giobal tenon, and Lavely i

has hecome asmoctared ‘with public
sentiment nbout the wag tn the Per-
sian Gulf, *1 llved through the Viet.
nam War gnd the ¢ivil nghis move-
ment, and 1 fesi Lt 0 ore way or
another |'ve been writing that sosw
my whola life," Ma Gold said back-
Btage.

Sinesd O'Connor boyretted (he

on WA ape

'53"" A st of the winnurs, page C17%:%5 5

it

miulion copies, won the Best New A~
ist award and the Female Pop Vecal
award. another New York band, Liv-

awards last night, because she main- Ing Colour, won in the Hard Rock

tained they honored commerciality
rather than arusuc achievemenL
'She worries too much,'” said Garry
Shandling, the host, in his open
monologue. But even if she didn’t
want it, she received an award for ‘{
Do Not Want What | Haven't Got” a
A new calegory, aliarmntive musee
“if they send, it to her, she'll send it
back,” said Mlss &' Conngr's lpoku-
woman, Elaine Schock,
, The Orammy Awards cmmy
was neld pesterday at Radio Cly
Music Hall, in New York for the first
time since 1588, Yirtuaily everyone in
the majar leagues of the recorded-
musit busmess — per{Qrmers, exncl-
tives, lechmiClans, hangers-on — de-
scended on the hal yesterdny. 8y ang
count, there wke & 3,000-person walt-
ing lList for tickeis to the o 000-meat
hall.

‘‘It’s harder to get tickets to the
Grammys than to get nominated,"
said Ms. Gold. The war with lreq
went nearly unremarked; a few per-
tormers meptioned “peace.” or sk
they wers sending out pmﬁeu o U
soldiers in the Persian Gu

The awardi cerefnonkes, (Socast
on CBE TV, have usyaily been

Mcﬂu “the T
neal cimpier and the hoadgquarters of
the 8,000-member Natlonal Acsderoy
ol Recording Arts and’ Schamoos
Bachstage, New York Mayor David
N. Dinkins said he would o “eay=
thing { have 0" 1o bring the awardp
CAramanty Dack ta New York in the
fulure. The ceremaony Was broadcast
JAo mom then 60 countries, (nchading,
for the fHret Ume. Sawh Arabia, Po-
land and Czechoslovakia.

Meiinh Carey, uwzo-year-olclnna-

gr and smpgwriter from New York
vn-n dajust, nlbum hes sndd thres

an’all.”

‘Been given ta

catsgory. Alannah Myles, Anita Bak-
or apd Kathy Mattea won female
vocal awards in rock, rhythm-and-
blues and country categories, re?r.-
tively. Blues awards went (o B. B.
King and to the Vaughan Brothers,
who aiso won in the rock instrumen-
tal calegory; Slevie Ray Veughan
died in a helicopter accklemnc . las

v

PEPFPPURL L1 PETTR T —— i

Record industry’s ;
honors go both to -
the present and tt:n i
the unapprematwe.

r "What a year It’'s been,’’ said
brnther Jimmie Vaughan, accept-
ing the award.

Many awards were posthumous.
Leonard Bernstein dominated the

o+ +elassical category; his performance

of Charies Ives's Second 5 1
a8 named besl ciassical &
rpm.mun“'cr‘m

‘thon ‘‘Arias and ‘Barcareles®: waa!

pamed best cONLOMpPOTary composi:!
“thon. The pianist Viadimir Honowits:
‘was given his 215t award; Roy Orbis!
son won the male pop vocal sward. .
Dylan Was, of Course, Dylan
Through the 1980's, the Grammys
have been striving for both respect-
ability and hipness. In recenmt vears,
Lifetime Achievement Awards have
s who were
gveriookted in their prime; this year
Bob Dylan, who recetved no awards
whiie he was revolutionizing popular
mustcmlbelm't.muvennhb

;t‘lmo award.

Mr. Dylan made a characteristi
cally enlgmnuc appearance. He sang
an unfamiliar song and then, after
being handed an award by Jack Nich-
olson, Mr. Dylan said his father had
toid him: "“It's possible to be so de-
filed in this world that even your
mother and father won't know you.
But God will always believe in your
own ability to mend your own ways."'

~ @ 1.,‘%

W, ‘g"' m! \7 !I'.'“f““' ; J"’\"’“‘“‘ﬂ‘”lrh {4031 ‘\
Snapped herw at the Grammy swsrds; iha
JACHK NICHOLSOM and BOB Mp crlipn"how
titter conceming Bawb'e scmewinit Wmhlpm
Planet Earth onstage esriier thag e

Guftsws Bab: “Gee, Jack, ' soiry MIdn‘thmembumy
namae, upc-ohllyu you‘d bmmnmhhmwmm

RepllotJuk-“That’l()Kbuddv tuuirugwmm make
GEDRQE BEST look saber.” T

"
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Wilburys

lraveling i!i[f)lzlwx;l ol 3
AVilbur

HEY SAY YOUR PERSPECTIVE.

changes when vou've

got a kid, and since lit-

tle Mikey hit the one-

vear mark at our house,
F've been listening to music
[or a whole new batch of rea-
sons. Every morning at eight,
Mikey goes nuts when he
hears the opening theme of
“Sesame Street,” shich, as a
music-lovin’ dad, makes me
happy as a clam. His grand-
mother just bought him one of
those kiddie cassette players
for his birthday, so now I'm
starting to make him tapes. |
just played him an advance of
the new Raffi. which is all
about the environment, and
I'm not sure he liked it that

much—too hard to understand and all.

But I know he’s going to love the
Wilburys.

“Look out your window.” Dylan sings,
“The grass ain't green/It's kind of yellow/
See what I mean?/Look up your chimney/
The sky ain't blue/It’s kind of yellow/You
know it's true.” Then the rest of the guys
come in for the chorus: “It's so hard to fig-
ure what it's all about/When vour outside’s
in (inside out)/And your downside’s up
(upside down)/Yeah. your upside’s right
(right-side-up)/Yeah. don’t it make you
want to twist and shout when you’re inside
out?”

Sure, I'll lell Mikey that “ain’t™ ain't in the
dictionary and all that. but vou think he’s
not going to have a ball danecing around the
house pointing up and down. dealing with
enfors and things that are hard to figure out?
le's gning to dig it! When it's exercise time,
we'll fast forward to the *Wilbury Thwist.”
That's where Tom Petty starts things off
with that dance instruction line, “Put your
hand on yvour head/Put your foot in the
air/Then you hop around the room/In your
underwear.” You know Mikey's going to be
in stitches!

Plus, it’s pretty hard for kids o remember
names sometimes. That's one reason they
like “Sesame Street”: Who can forget Big
Bird, Elmo and Cookie Monster? So | bet
Mike'll especially like the Wilburys’ names—
Muddy, Boo. Clayton and Spike are a heck of
alot easier to keep track of than Tom, Bob,
Jeff and George. But I'll have to be careful

when | play him the first Wilburys
record—it’ll be a royal bummer explaining
how Charlie T. Jnr., Otis. Nelson and Lucky
Wilbury went away and may come back, but
Lefty never will.

[ think Mikey’s going to like the second
Wilburys album a lot more than the first
one. though. It's more fun, and pretty easy
to understand. Like on “Where Were You
Last Night,” the guys start out singing,
“Where were you last night,” then, next
verse, “Where were you last week,” and
finally, “Where were you last year.” I fig-
ure if Mikey’s a stickler for detail—and
you should see how he stacks up CDs
around the house!—he’ll probably want to
know why they didn’t ask, “Where were
you last month,” and I'll just ask him to
give me a word that rhymes with “month”
to shut him up. But he’ll like that sequen-
tial thing.

Maybe one day Mikey’ll ask me what |
think of the record, and heck, I'll just tell
him I think Muddy, Boo, Clayton and Spike
singing together these days is a heck of a lot
more fun than Tom, Bob, Jeff and George
singing apart; that Boo's “If You Belonged to
Me” is better than anything on his Under the
Red Sky album, even “Wiggle Wiggle”; and
that “[ guess by now you've got the gist/
Everybody’s crazy about the Wilbury Twist”
is one of the coolest rhymes in rock 'n’ roll.
Then we'll go outside, play a little basketball
and put on the storm windows or some-
thing.—Dave DiMartino

VOL.3
The Traveling Wilburys
Imagine it's next January. late on Super
Bowl Sunday. You're walking near the
same site when vou see a few players from
the Raiders and the Giants. who hours be-
fore had been competing for high stakes.
rolling on the ground, laughing as they play
aloosey-goosey gamce of touch football.
That's the kind of slaphappy plavliulness
evident here. You know the bovs are having
fun trom the gooly lvrics C*She can drive a
truck/ She can dnve a trains She can even
drive an airplane/ She's so good to look at
i the rion™ ) rightdown to the album jacket,
forwhich thev pose in mock homage to one
ol rock’s best-known covers, the Jeflerson
Awplance s Suerealistic Pillow

Fhe jokes pop up evervwhere. For Vol 3,
the group’s second  LP. thevive cven
switched their noms de Wilbury. George
Harrison is gow Spike. Tom Peity is Mud-
dyv. Jelt Lyone is Clavton and Bob Dyvlan is
Boo. Despite the loss of Roy Orbison. the
music is tighter. less whifly. less country
fwith the exeeptron of “Poori louse, " acute
Ozark pick ‘0 grin). (it fact, Vol 7 is like
sampler of reconstituled  vintage  rock
styles. 11 even has a solid Top 40 candidate
it “*She’s My Buabv," a chugging rocker,

The boys sull pass the vocal duties
around like a ar of moenshine. Dytan. who
sings the lion’s share. sounds particularly

sharp and aggressive. A number of these
songs (*'The Devil's Been Busy.” **7 Deadly
Sins,” “Cool Dry Place™ are sloppy throw-
aways, but the instrumentation is so strong
and Lynne's unmistzkable production
touch (he co-produced with Harrisons so
unerring that even the disposables sound
better than they are.

The album’s intensity level falls just short
of nonchalant. Yet there's a mild but unde-
niable pleasure in listening to this quartet
floal up a lazy river without a you know
what. (Warner Bros.)—David Hiltbrand
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WAS): PRQO-

DOUCERS TO
THE STARS

T here are two ways
to approach Bob
Dylan: One is to con-
tact his manager, the
other is to record a
new version of
“Maggie's Farm" with
Bert Parks on vocals,
mail it off to Bob, and
wait for the phone to
ring.

For faux brothers
Don and David Was,
the latter approach
made sense, aspe-
cially since they were
already playing
Bert's backing band
in the upcoming film
The Freshman. En-
chanted by the heart-
felt tribute (and
perhaps slightly influ-
enced by Don's pro-
duction of Bonnie
‘Raitt's Grammy-win-
ning Nick of Time),
Dylan is now happily
ensconced in the stu-
dio with the Brothers
Was, laying down a
new album's worth of
tracks and enduring
David's off-the-wali
advice. (The Was lyri-
cist was particularly
dismayed when, ona
song called “Handy
Andy,” Dylan didn't
go for the obvious
rhyme: Moe Bandy).

The Was brothers
have been working
hard to create a
relaxed, informal
studio atmosphere
where Dylan would
feel comfortable
“spilling his guts.”
But, between ses-
sions, Don has no
problem rhapsodizing
about the legend:
"He's the real thing,
man, and he blows
everybody away. He
deservegto be Dylan.

1t's not some flukey
thing, it's not the great
man theory, it's not
nostalgia for the
Sixties. The guy is a
pure and amazing
artist.”

Still, the sessions
almost got started on
the wrong foot. “When
he sang his first
vocal,” says Don, “|
thought, ‘Aw, man, he
sounds real nasal and
itdoesn't have that full
rich tone that | was
hoping for.' Fortu-
nately, before asking
him to sing it again, |
tried stripping the
track down to the
rhythm guitar and his
vocal. And, voila! It
sounded like the
same voice that was
singing on Another
Side of Bob Dylan. It
wasn't that he hadn't
sung well, it was that
the snare drum and

the guitar were play-
ing in the same tonal
range where the
warmth in his voice
was. | thought: That's
what's been going on
in these records.”
Wanting to keep
the sessions sponta-
neous and unpre-
dictable, the Was
Brothers brought in a
different group of
musicians every
day—from Stevie
Ray Vaughan to
Sweet Pea Atkinson
to Al Kooper to David
Lindley to Bruce
Hornsby to NRBQ. “it
wasn't like a highly
prepared album,*

says Don. “l worked
for six months with
Bonnie Raitt—she
came ovaer at least
once a week and we
went through songs
and demoed them.
But with Dylan, |
could teill it was
gonna be on the fly.
And | figured, if
you're gonna be
spontaneous, you
shouldn't be 60 per-
cent spontaneous.
So we booked bands
and didn't tell him
who was coming in
every day. And then
when he finally
insisted on knowing,
we changed the
dates around. So
he'd walk through the
door and have no
idea what was gonna
hit him."

While Don kept
Dylan in the dark, his
own datebook pro-
ceaded to fill up for
the next 12 months.
Having already pro-
duced the B-52's and
lggy Pop, he's now
scheduled for upcom-
ing projects with Elton
John, Bob Seger,
Bonnie Raitt and the
Knack. in each case,
he says, the goal is to
create a record that's
true to the artist: “it's
the same kind of
approach we were
talking about with
Dylan and Bonnie. |
don't want some
album where it
sounds like someone
cut a Depeche Mode
track and then stuck
lggy Pop's voice on
top of it. The first
Stooges aibum had
no echo on it at
all—you just had this
guy right in your
face—and hopefully
this is more of the
same."

And the same
goes for Dylan. °I
mean, what's impor-
tant here?” asks Don.

“People aren't buying |
a Bob Dylan record
to hear good guitar
licks or a good organ
sound or a great
snare drum. They're
buying it because
they want some inti-
macy with this guy.
And that's our goal: if
you're riding in the
car and playing the
cassette, to put him
in the passenger seat
with you. He's your
pal on the freeway.”

—B.F.

ROBERT CHRISTGAU

Although Neil Young will never havethe
iconic clout of Bob Dylan, some citizens
will tell you he has made better music, and
except for the flannel faithful who consid-
er Heart of Gold a pinnacle of American
culture, most of them are mad for rock
and roll. Both singer-songwriters began as
folkies strumming acoustics in politically
correct cafés. For Dylan, the road from
folk to rock led to that vast kingdom called
pop music. But once Young learned to play
electric guitar, other mortal pursuits
moved to the back of the bus.

Since Young’s hardest-rocking moments
have come with the galumphing, other-
wise barely working Crazy Horse, his mad-
der fans consider the new Crazy Horse col-
laboration, Ragged Glory (Reprise), even
bigger news than Freedom, which in 1989
was the first Young album in ten years to
achieve general renown. It certainly has
more guitar on it—four of its ten cuts solo
for seven, eight, ten minutes, and all are
keyed to riffs that grab and hold. Rock and
rolll Really. But the lyrics are barely there,
and on a disc that's more than an hour
long, Young's and Crazy Horse's endear-
ingly foursquare sense of rhythm gets
pretty—I believe boring is the term.

Over in the kingdom of pop, mean-
while, Bob Dylan has emitted his latest.
Since the coproducer is Don Was, the man
behind commercial comebacks by Bonnie
Raitt and the B-52's, Under the Red Sky (Co-
lumbia}) is said to be fit for an icon, a claim
we've heard frequently over 15 years of du-
bious product. Thing is, Was may have
brought it off—Dylan's music sounds re-
laxed but not lazy, which is always the trick.
And not since Planet Waves have his lyrics
embraced such simplicity—a simplicity
more beguiling because most of these
laments for a dying world aren't love songs,
except in a cosmic sense that's rarely any-
thing but pretentious in the land of pop.

Homer, the slut

Issue Three



BITS N’ BOBS

Page 32

Dylan down the decades

NIULY at 1962 the young Bob

Dylan. whose {irst album had

sold a mere 5000 copies, signed

up with the Witmark publishing
company. It was unheard of for a
“folk-singer”" to be taken on by such
a prestigious firm, but Albert Gross-
man, Dylan’s manager, perhaps
more convinced of his client’s writ-
ing talents than of his vocal gifts. was
determined to sell the kid as a com-
poser ol material for other singers.
By the time the contract ended three
years later, Witmark had published
237 Dylan compositions.

That’s more than half-a-dozen
songs 2 month. The quality hardly
matters — though the list includes
many lyrics which continue to aston-
ish — but the fecundity. the sense of
4 boy ble~n in from nowhere with
~omething <o pressing on his mind
that he cou! - hardly keep pace with
himself..is emblematic.

Thirty scars 2go Robert Allen
Zimmerman, Lier metamorphosed
into Bob Dylan. was making his first
appearances in the folk clubs of
Greenwich  Villape, Next month,
probably as much to his own amaze-
ment as o our:, e will be 50. Over
those three deciades he has defined a
generution. sometimes against its
will. and rewritten the rules of popu-
lar music, ihe 237 Witmark songs
were a mere preface to the work
which fotlowzd. the first shots in a
creative barrage which blew away
every assumption about what popu-
lar music was lor and what it could
be,

I you set out to write about Bob
Dylan there’s no point in expecting
Bob Dylan to help. His character is a
chimera. it contrivance so deliberate
that its mainlenance amounts to a
<pecial sort of honesty. It isn’t just
the rare and famously evasive inter-
views -— Wl what do you want me
o sar?” - but also a deep ambiva-
lence towards those who admire him
most. Dylan has had the unreason-
able expectations of millions heaped
on him since his early twenties, Ev-
ery attempt to explain that he is jusr
A writer, jusr a singer, or just, as he
once insisted. “a song and dance
man'’, has been met with injured in-
comprehension (rom those desperate
for the visionary or the counter-cul-
rure guerrifla hero.

It is o mark. however strange, of
how important Dylan has been and
continues to be to many people. But
tor a writer who has moved so many
merely by exploring his own psyche,
such attention has :ten been scary.
Long before Johi Lemnon was
sunned down by u dedicated admir-
¢r, Dylan was trying to work in an
environment in v hich obsessive adu-
Lition was only mches awny from
jult-blown, devouring, all-American
mania.

Who clse. for example. could have
attracted the attentions of
\. J. Weherman. Dylanologist and
Minister of Delense of the Dylan
L.iberation Front, a character whose
conviction that his hero had sold out
led him to camp on Dylan’s doorstep
ind spend his time hunting through
the singer’s dusthins in search of

“clues™ 1U's said that Dylan first
tried to Lalk Weberman out of his
fixation but ended up, not unreason-
ably. punching his head in.

e ot a neth o myself,” Dylan
siid 20 sears ago. But to many he
approaches that condition; a myth of
peculiar potency which persuades
prolessors of literature to play hunt-
the-symbol, or politicians to turn his
verses into cliches. or admirers to
spend yvears assembling illicit collec-
tions of every cough and bum note
he has ever committed to tape.

The reasons can be sketched: an
intelligence so receptive that Dylan
often seems more like the canvas
than the artist; an ability to invade
the imaginative landscape of every
popular musical form save juzz: a
verbal dexterity verging on genius;
an instinctive sense ol song struc-
ture: 4 monstrous wit; and a
determination to go his own way no
matter what.

Some people will tell vou. of
course, that Dylan can’t sing. can’t
play and can’t write a song that is
any better than monotonous. The
only help you can offer — other than
surgery — is to ask what they think
the last 30 years of popular culture
would have been like without him.
It's like asking what painting would
have been like without Picasso.

Dylan was born on May 24, 1941,
in Duluth. Minnesota. When he was
six his parents. Abraham and Be-
atrice, moved lo nearby Hibbing
where his lather ran a hardware
store. Photographs show the classic
American main street decked out in
Texuco and B. F. Goodrich signs
with Buicks and Oldsmobiles cruis-
ing the blacktop. Locked away in the
“north country™ atop the Mesabi
Iron Range. it wasn't the most excit-
ing spot on the conunent. But its
advantage. if so it could be de-
scribed, was that it was no difTerent
from any other small town: the in-
centive to get oul was built in with
the bricks.

By (he time he was 10. Robert
Zimmerman had taught himseil a
little functional piano and harmoni-
ca. With money earned “working on
my daddy's truck™ he bought him-
self a Silvertone guitar from Sears
and Roebuck. A little later he was a
juvenile greaser listening to a DJ
called Gatemouth Page broadcast-
ing Howlin" Woll and Chuck Berry
out of Little Rock. Arkansas. Be-
neath his picture in his high school
yearbook he described his ambition
succinctly: “To join Little Richard.”

In the meantime he was also pick-
ing up on country music: Hank
Snow. Hank Williams. Pee Wee
King and His Golden West Play-
boys, Jimmy Rogers and the rest.
But he was. it scems, picking up on
something else Loo: the standing in-
vitation America ollers its young to
reinvent themselves at will. One un-
satisfuctory semester at the

University of Minnesatn turned him
into a lolk-ringer. & tollower of the
Beats. and a characler called Bob
Dylan. "It isn't that incredible,” he
said in the late seventies, "Many peo-

ple do it. People chanee their town,
change their countrv. New appear-
ance. new mannerisms,

What was a little incredible was
that Dylan — I didn't create Bob
Dvylan. Bob Dvian has alwavs been
here .. " — made a habit of those
transiormations. Not having a
trademark became his trademark.
Change. he once said gnomically. is
the only unchangeable thing.

By January of 1961 he was hitch-
ing from Wisconsin to New York: by
1963 his song Blowing in the Wind
wits an international number one: by
1965 he had alienated most of his
original following by blasting them
at the Newport folk festival with a
Fender electric and surrealist songs
which didn't seem to ‘“protest”
against anything much: later that
year he transformed rock and roll
with Like a Rolling Stone. the first
six-minute pop song; in 1966 he
forced his few peers to raise their
game with Blonde on Blonde, an
unprecedented double-album with
one entire side devoted to a single
song. He had just turned 25.

Recordings from that period have
never been replicated. by Dylan or
anyone else. The unreleased concert
album taped at the Royal Albert
Hall gives a flavour of the time.
Dylan. plainly stoned, sounds like a
dog baying at the moon while the
audience velps its disappointment.
*Judas!"" shouts one who obviously
believed he had bought shares in the
singer. Like a Rolling Stone, one of
the great revenge songs Dylan was
composing at the time, comes crash-
ing back as a riposte.

The pressure was telling. however.
The crowds wanted the hits, the
songs they were comlortable with,
and lovable Bobby in his cute denim
cap. What they got was a sound
born. it seemed. of every piece of
music ever to act on the writer's
imagination. “‘« wild mercury

sound’’, and an approach to lyrics

which owed more to Andre Breton
than Golfin and King. But the com-
bination of creative, personal and
professional strains was killing.
Depending on which theory you
believe. Dylan ducked out, dried out
or tried to kill himself. Officially. he
sulfered concussion, facial cuts and
several broken vertebrae when the
back wheel of his Triumph 500 mo-
torbike locked on a road in
Woodstock, New York State. in
July, 1966. Such mundane horror
wasn't enough for those who wanted
to love him to death: he was various-
ly reported deceased, paralysed,
cryogenically frozen and/or retired.
In reality he was with the Band in
a basement studio. working on a
series of magnificent songs. includ-
ing | Shall Be Released, which he
chose not to release for nine years.
Just to confuse the faithful further,
and just as the Beatles and the Stones
were trying their hands at rock-as-
art with Sgt Pepper's and Satanic
Majesties. Dylan put out a low-key
Nashville ailbum — “about fear of
the Devil”' -— entitled John Wesley
Harding. He followed it up with a

full-blown country set, Nashville
Skyline, and the betrayal was com-
plete: Dylan had become a redneck.

**As far as the sixties go," he said a
couple of years ago, it wasn't any
big deal.” In the seventies Dylan's
output swung between the sublime
and near-ridiculous. In 1977 his mar-
riage finally collapsed. leaving a
brood of children and an emotional
mess which. typically, he turned into
his best record of the decade, Blood
on the Tracks.

His recent work has been, to put it
milnte, aaiche 0% Merey, pelased
in |9¥Y. was his lase record of any
reai worth but these days he secms to
knock out tracks in the midst of
incessant leuring. The aptiy-named
Never-ending Tour began in 1988
and is still going, Drylan seems now
to live on Lhe road. like a hi-tech
version of his “first and last hero"
Woody Guthrie, not because he
needs the money but because that's
the way he likes it.

The recent refease of The Bagtieg
Series. Volumes |-3. cortaining 58
tracks from all parts of his carcer.
was i typical act of ingenious perver-
sity. Here, for Lhe [irst time, are
decent copies of songs which some of’
ux once spent small fortunes acquir’
ing from the bootleggers. Parily it's
thrownway stufT, but partly — Bling
Wiltie McTell is the obvious example
— il's a group of songs as good as
unything Dylan has ever done. Yet
he chose — couldn’t be bothered? —
not to release them at the time of
recording. It bespeaks a creative
confidence. an attitude to his own
talent, no different from that of the
amazing boy with the Witmark
contract.

Dylan occupies an area of Ameri-
can culture which he has made his
own. His work is comprehensible in
any tradilion you care to name.
Blues, rock and roil, folk, country —
it makes sense in each genre. Having
absorbed every aspect of popular
music — with a little help from his
oid friends Rimbaud, Blake, Kerou-
ac, Robert Johnson, Guthrie, Dante
and the authors of the Scriptures —
he has turned sources into a well-
spring.

Don't talk of him in terms of liter-
ature. His “poems” aren't poems
and his novel, Tarantula, would nev-
er have been published under the
name Zimmerman (the follow-up,
Ho Chi Minh in Harlem, never did
appear.) His achievement is of a dif-
ferent order. It has never been a
matter of literature, or politics, or
messages. In reinventing himself
over and over again — “If I'd paid
attention {a what others were tavim,

the heart inside me wowid have died’
runs the best song not on Blood on

the Tracks — he reinvented
America.
IAN BELL
ey
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Feeling good and feeling funky

A LOT of music-critickin’ types seem to be getting
Jolly steamed up over Bob Dyl’s new compilation LP,
The Bootleg Series Volumes 1-3 (Columbia).
“Seminal!” they cry. “Better than Shakespeare and
James Joyce! Torch the parking meters! To live
outside the law you must be better looking and more
enigmatic than Maurice Gibb, honest! And dig the
searing fretwork on lead axe, plus those driving bass
excursions!”

Us kick-sss vock dudes see it differently, of course.

\We’'re waiting for the definitive collection of work by
a historical force who is still directly relevant to the
here and now, Next month we will be rewarded with a
compilation entitled Startime, on Polydor.

Four CDs or four cassettes. Covering nigh on 40
years of feeling good and feeling funky, and getting up
and getting on down and getting on the good foot, and
saying pleasepleaseplease. and coming out ln a' cold
sweat in hot pants, and making like & sex machine.
James, Brown versus Bob Dylan: no contest, Unh!
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DAVID BELCHER

“BOB DYL: he should've died
in that motorhike smash he had
in 1966. That way, the dude
would've lived a lot longer.” So
opines reader Rameses V. Suc-
cotash (presumably a
pseudonym). And who am I to
argue?

The gnomic Mr Succotash
kindly wrote in to support me in
mmy recent assertton that rock-
critickin® folk are currently
overstating Dylan’s case. Me
amd him are n agreement that
yup. His Bobness's new official
bootleg album has some nice
stulf on it. but nope. the old goat
is no longer at the cutting edege.
Sure. he introduced allegory to
pop. but a moment’s reflection
and a few plavs of The Original
Singles Collechon will prove
that Hank Williams was more
lastinely innovative.

Moreover, Hank Williams
had the will and foresight not to
hang around till his muse had
gone runny. It's thus my conten-
tion that the godfather of
American dirty realism remains
more relevant now, 40 vears on,
than Bob Dvlan. inybody out
there want to make something of
it? There's o prize if you do.

One copy of the aforemen-
tioned definitive Williams com-
pilation will be awarded to the
writer ol the best 20-word argu-
ment in support ol Hank's
enduring ascendancy. Dyl-lovers
can of course attempt to make a
20-word case for their hero, but
even if thev sway me, the prize
will remain the same.

Entries, on postcards only. to
David Belcher's Leopardskin
Pillbox Stetson, 195 Albion
Street. Glasgow, Gl IQP, by
April 30 (NB any entry which
quotes Dylan lyrics will auto-
matically be disqualified).

Not Dyl

Aprnl 17,

Sir.— 1| am writing for two pur-
poses: one of praise and one of
condemnation.

First, | am delighted that the Herald
has become so readily available in
London. It makes exile somewhat eas-
fer to bear.

Secondly, though, 1 am becoming
increasingly irritated by David
Belcher's repeated reference to Bob
Dylan as “Dyl". I thought it was
cheap the lirst tume | read it (19897
and lind the repeated use of it
most objectionable. One would have
thought that Mr Beicher, ot'all people.
would be senmsitive to shortened
surnames.

Andrew Muir,

24 Inglethorpe Street,
Fulham,

London.

DANG. but this Bob Dytan stutf
is getting out ol hand. Anony-
mous loons quoting bits of
Masters Of War at me over the
nhone and then comparing
Dylan 10 Shakespeare. T. S. El-
wot, and James Joyce. Badly
written missives trom Fife telling
Mme to “wise up and stop messing
with the big boys.”

And a letter to the Herald's
editor. published in this paper on
Saturday. from some bloated tax-
oxile in Fulham — Third-division
F'utham! Pah! — saying I’ve got to
stop shortening ol’ Bob’s mon-
icker to Dyl otherwise the same
thing'll happen to me. Crivvens,
is there anything so very wrong
with being called David Bel?

But the big question is this: in
the current post-house era who
needs to listen to Dyl singing
thout ““wiggling™ *'it” when we
-an laud and analyse. as well as
Jdance the alienation waltz to, a
musico-literary giant of our own?

Step forward, Mark E. Smith.
smith’s band, the Fall, have a
new album out on Cog Sinister,
called Shift-Work. Like the last
Fall LP, Extricate. it’s an essen-
ual purchase.
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DYLAN fens en
route to the Ilce

Bowi to see the
‘‘grizzied bard'’
aimoat caused = pile
up outside a Dun-
donaid pub.

Tratfic was brought
to s standestil st the
kunctlon of the

ewtownards Road
and Comber Rosd by
sharp-eyed Bob-
spotters.

For there at the
roadside were two
huge stretch
I imousines e
compiete with New
Jersey number plates
and darkened
windows.

Sureiy, thought con-
cert-goers, that must
be their hero’s entou-
rage quaffing a few
quick brews before
taking the stage.

indeed severai Dylan
lovers even got out of
their cars and nipped

iIn to the Elk Inn to

check it out for
themseives.

They were disap-
pointed.

For there was no
sign of “His Bobness'’ as
he is known.

In fact the huge US
cars had been driven
to the pub by severai
sona of ‘ocal book-
maker Barney East-

wood.

The brothers had de-
cided to get into the
spirit of thingt for
Dylan’s first Belfast

concert in more than
28 yeare.

Elk |lnn manager
Mark Russeil says the
stunt certainly turmed
a few heads on Wed-
nesday night.

‘The limos caused a
bit of a traffic jam as
many people jumped
to the conctusion that
Dyisn had dropped in
for a pint,”’ says Mark.

""We’ve had our fair
share of celabrities
here in our time, but
so far Dylan has not
darkened our doors.”’

THE TUNES, THEY ARE A-GHANGIN

ob Dylan is popping up in the
most unlikely places. First he
coauthors “The Rest Aint Im-
portant” with pop songwriter
Glenn Ballard, slated to be cut
by Was (Not Was) vocalists Sweet

Pea Atkinson and Sir
Harry Bowens. Then
Dylan’s most recent pro-
ducers, who happen to be
David and Don Was,
write a new song with
Dylan. “Shirley Tempie
Doesn’t Live Here Any-
more,” intended for Paula
Abdul. (Abdul ended up
passing on it.) Dylan then
lends his pipes to Brian
Wilson's upcoming album,
joining a backup chorus

DYLAN: Bob on the tracks

that includes Abdul, Belinda Carlisle,
and Glen Campbell. Are you still with
us? Well, Dylan has also just collaborat-
ed with Michael Bolton on a tune for
* the follow-up to Bolton's 1988 multi-
platinum Soul Provider. Written in two

days at Dylan's California
home, “Steel Bars” will
appear on Bolton's new
LP Time, Love & Tender-
ness. Bolton reports that
the pop bard, who called
him out of the blue, was an
enthusiastic partner. “He

* just kept coming up with

all these great lines.” he
says. Still to come: Dylan
teaming with Madonna
for “Just Like a Virgin.”
—Fred Goodman

Raise your
hats to the
remarkable
Bob Dylan

'ALLOW me to do this special song for you," growled
Bob Dylan, an hour into his show at Dundonald Ice Bow
last night.

The choice was ''Tupeto Honey'' and, without any
dramatic build up, the song s composer, Van Mormison,
quietly joined Dylan.

The appearance of Van the Man on Dylan's stage,
repeating a teaming up of the two singers ot the Slane
festival in the mid-80s, had been hinted ot

When it actually happened, it was a remarkable
moment 1n what was, for the most port, quite o
remarkable concert

Around 3,500 were at Dundonald to witness Dylan’s
first visit here since 1966 and were rewarded with a i 00-
rminute show which was a far traveiled excursion through
his long career

It was always going to be impossible to choose a set
pleasing all the 20, 30 and 40-somethings there.
(Concert-goers at the foot of the stage constantly
shouted out what they wanted to hear, though it's
doubtful it “The Sash’’ was ever among Oylan's
repertorre!). But the batance between old and new
seermed just right

Following an acoustic set by Graham Parker, Dylan,
wearng his distinctive bottered cream hat, kicked oft
with three standards in arow — "‘Lay Lody Lay”’, "All
Along The Watchtower'’ {in an almost U2 fashion) and
“"Memphis Blues Again”’

After furtive gestunng between one of the guitarists
and back stage staff, initial sound difficulties were sorted
out early,

With an exaggerated removal of his electric guitar,
Dylan returned to his acoustic roots with a four-song
digression ‘A Hard Rain’s A Gonna Fall”’ was the best
ot the bunch (twice Dylan tipped his hat in recognition of
the oudience’s appreciation), though this section became
slightly indulgent.

It was bock to the electric set with a vengeance with
the sharp-edged "'Everything Is Broken'’, ot the {989
album “Oh Mercy”’

The singer's tight four-piece band, though consistently
stronq, were at their best here, lending a dynamic and
gutsy R&B feel to the music.

The set, on the whote, was upbeat Even folksy classics
like "‘Blowin’ in The Wind'’ were strident and punchy
and, typicatly, oll the standards, including ''Like A
Rolling Stone'’, were reworked.

Dylan took his leave with an excellent “"Maggie's
Farm'” Taoking oft his harmonica, it was obvious he
wasn't going to return tor an encore.

Gwyneth Jones

Homer. (he slut

Issue Three



BITS N' BOBS Page 35

HERE IS A BLUEPRINT FOR A REVIEW OF ANY
Bob Dylan album: If vou want to be fa-
vorable, say it's the best thing he's done

since 1975's Blood on the Iracks. I

vou're trving to be negative. sav it's the
worst thing he's dene sinee his motoreyele
accident or sitiv.: he started religion-hop-
ping in the late ~cventies and lost his way.

In the economy of genius. an artist has
only so much Lreative energy 1o spend
over a lifetime. Dyvlan decided 1o
blow all his pesos carly vn. and he

<hould be given some credit fer that.
[hisis not o cay that D lan deserves
alree ride  his trashiis as v as it
vets - but critios have dwelled fong

enough on his slorious pastin these
uninspired imes

This time voand, with { nder the
Red Sky tColumbianr. one ol Dylan’s
producers is Don Was, who deliv-
cred  Bonnie Raitt’s breakthrough
Nick of Tinae, Rar fetlow Was (Not
Was) memaer Devid Was and lack
Frost share prosivetion credits. and
the album sutfers from having too
many chiefs und too many Indians:
The guest artists range from the late
Stevie Ray Vaughan to George Har-
rison, from Slash to Bruce
Hornsby—and anv time too many
notable names st in, an album ends
up all over the place. The tile
sounds like something U2 would do.
The rest is hopelessly cute. Should
Dylan be writing or singing songs
called *Wiggle Wiggle™ and *Handy
Dandy’*? Should this album be dedi-
cated 10 Gabby Goo Guo?

The title track has a slight rhythm-
and-blues ring to it that would sound
good with anything but Dylan's nasal
voice. Another problem with ““Under the
Red Sky' is that its lyrics read like a naive
and treacly fable. ""Unbelievable’ is
straightforward but sloppily written, and
Dylan falls back on rhymes like *“They
said it was the land of milk and honey/
Now they say it’s the land of money."

Even the worst Dylan albums—and Un-
der the Red Sky is up there—have one per-
fect, beautiful song to connect with. Here,
the closest Dylan gets is ‘2 x 2." which
benefits from David Crosby's harmonies.
Mavbe Under the Red Sky will start to
make sense in a few vears. Last vear’s Oh
Mercy stands as a reminder that Bob Dy-

lan is still capable of coming out with de-

cent albums, but Under the Red Sky is not
one of them.

Here’s a bootleg tape
worthy of Wilburys

OME NICE TOUCHES OF INTRIGUE LURK ON
s the Traveling Wilburys bootleg tape that has been

circulating alongside the official “'Vol. III" (actual-
ly, their second album), which didn’t match Vol. I, but
also didn't deserve to disappear as fast as it did.

The bootleg primarily features ro igher versions of the
album tracks, meaning Jeff Lynne’s production sheen
hasn’t been applied. Generally, that helps; the songs
have a more acoustic feel and the lyrics, a Wilbury forte,
are better emphasized.

The boot also includes “Runaway,” issued as a B-side
in England and faithful to the original by Del Shannon —
who, before he died, had been discussed as a possible
replacement Wilbury after Roy Orbison’s death and be-
fore his own. Lynne sings and the famous melotron
bridge sounds less like whistling.

And then there are two unreleased tracks, a Bob Dylan
and a George Harrison. Dylan has written better, but
this one still has the nice lines the Wilburys seem to

e bring out of
e ’t “1 him: “Stand-

ing on the
White Cliffs of
Dover / look-
ing out into
space / Have a
channel to
cross over/
another
dream to
chase.”
Harrison’s
catchy, infec-
tious ‘‘Max-
ine,” on the
other hand,
should have
made the rec-
ord. George's
melodic,
jangly guitar
tunes (‘“‘Han-
dle With
Care'’’) pro-
vided the per-

WE'LL MISS HIM: The late Bill Haléywon't [cct Dalance

make the reunion tour. D ey

are precisely what is missing from the second, which
makes the omission of ““‘Maxine” a real puzzle.

The sound quality on the boot is awful, but it comes
with a romantic story: that the Wilburys deliberately
leaked it. Well, well.

|..'_:,-... i3y
. o o
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What Becomes Of The Broken Hearted?
A 1989 Review Of OH MERCY By I. G. Roberts

What next? That was the question we used to ask ourselves during the sixties. Could
Dylan, like The Beatles, continuc to raise standards: not just by making better records
but by actually extending the boundaries and expectations of popular song?
Unfalteringly, he did, at the same time almost creating the impression that "He was
never known to make a foolish move."

In the seventics, with The Beatles gone and the long, swinging summer fading fast into
a bleak midwinter of discontent, time passcd slowly up there in the mountains while
Country Bob watched the river flow. What next? We asked, in the hope that there
would be at least something, but also with resignation to the feeling that Dylan’s best
days were probably behind him. Then, half-way through the decade, it started to
happen again and between 1974 - 1978 four outstanding albums were delivered. Of
these, Blood On The Tracks was widely considered - even by listeners who weren't
Dylan fans - to be an unqualified masterpicce. What next? was again a question to
which Dylan provided exciting and unpredictable answers.

However, in the ensuing ten years 1979-89, the answers at {irst scemed bizarre and, to
some, unacceptable. If Dylan’s answer was fundamentalist Christianity, then many
listeners were not cven prepared to ask the question. Although many clues had been
signalled down the linc, few of c¢ven the most devoted Dylan loyalists found it easy to
reconcile themselves to that holy-rolling slow train.

What next? They asked, with a growing sensc of drecad as to how they might justify
Dylan’s next alarming point of departure. But between 1983-85 things started to look
up with the relcase of genuincely strong albums which were relatively unfettered from
the religiose brand of cvangelism. Guarded optimism started to inform that question
What next? Subsequently, though, there was only the most desultory output from
Dylan; giving rise to the sigh of disappointment and the shake of the head: What nex?

To make matters worse, many of Dylan’s aging contemporaries - people like Neil
Young, Robbie Robertson, Lou Reed, The Stoncs, George Harrison, Paul McCartney,
Uncle Len Cohen, even Brian Wilson and all - were coming back, or were rumoured to
be, with pretty powerful, critically acclaimed works; whilst the likes of Randy
Newman, Bruce Springstcen and Elvis Costcllo continued to maintain impressively
consistent track records. Not to mention the appcarance of Tracy Chapman. Whither

Dylan?

Well, he was still out "on the road/Hcadin’ for another joint", playing more concerts
than all of the above (¢xcept Young) put together. The cxcellent Mr. Bauldic can tell
us the exact and extraordinary number. But Dylan’s growing compulsion to tour wasn't
always matched by an increased sense of what, for want of a better term, could be
called ‘professionalism’. Audicnces who have braved dogmatic, Elmer Gantry-style
revivalist concerts have also suffered truncated scts characterized by rushed, cursory
renditions of classic songs performed by a distant, irascible Dylan glimpsed through
the gloom of darkcnced stages. Why was he bothcring? A million faces at his feet and

all he's sceing arce dark cycs....

For mc, this culminated at the N.E.C., Birmingham in 1987, with onc of thc worst live
performances I've scen by any musician, certainly the most disappointing I've ever
witncssed by an artist of Dylan's staturc. Aftcr Petty and McGuinn had sct the stage
for a great night, a grim faced Dylan shambled on and off, having, in just about an
hour, vandaliscd his back cataloguc in what sccmed to me to be a contemptible,
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unforgivable manner (and yes, I have read good reviews of this particular date and
spoken to people who apparently enjoyed it; but to these ecars, only Tomorrow Is A Long
Time escaped the ransacking). That night on the journey home, my friends and I
wondered about those people at Birmingham who'd never seen Dylan before: what
must they have gone away thinking?

‘Unforgivable’, I said, but the combination of a steady flow of good, sometimes great
bootleg material, The Wilburys and the Manchester convention in ’88 boosted morale.
The video footage from Toronto 79 and the Letterman Show '84 made us recall the
genius kicking his way through the wreckage of Birmingham ’87. But it was still with
a sense of trepidation that we returned to the N.E.C. in '89. Judging by John Bauldie’s
Telegraph diary of the latter stages of this tour, we were lucky.

The first half of the set was good, very good. The primal rock & roll attack of the
band recalled the Letterman Show and G.E. Smith - all golden locks and blazing chords
- added a welcome energy and charisma to the show. Then, a couple of verses into Mr
Tambourine Man, Dylan appeared to slip into neutral.

At one point, as he wandered to the back of the stage, I thought he might just
disappear into the wings, or even collapse. Smith then approached him and seemed to
vap something into his ear. Dylan dredged himself through the gears and into
overdrive. He played an effective guitar lead part followed by one of the most
haunting harmonica solos I've heard from him (very reminiscent of the soaring flurry
n{ notes on th¢ same song way back in '66, Manchester). From that point on, it became
2 great concerf. The songs were pretty much the usual canon, but recharged. Like A
Rolling Stone, in particular, came back into focus, after so many grudging renditions,
53 a terrific, vital live number.

Like I say, we were lucky this time. According to Bauldie, the Dylan persona on too
many subsequent gigs this year, has been dogged by indifference, unpredictability,
secentricity and downright paranoia. What next? It can seem to open up an eerie
perspective. In his article Bob Dylan & Death in Telegraph 31, Paul Williams quotes
Dylan’s '88 reqding of his old Man Of Constant Sorrow:

I'm bound to ride that open highway

I hgve no friend to help me now.
'Vhat drives Dylan on? Surely not the money or {ame. Perhaps now just a kind of
empty restlessness tp keep on the move to who knows where.

And so to the new album. After a clutch of fine new songs on the hugely enjoyable
Traveling Wilburys project, Oh Mercy comes out of the blue - or should we say, out of
the blues - a profoundly downbeat record in sharp contrast to the high-octane charge
nf the best gigs on the tour. Its songs look back from a fractured, dislocated present
yver an increasingly spectral past, and towards a foreboding future approached more
with manifesto than hope. It is regaled by uniformly ecstatic reviews, most of them
promoting this new album as Dylan’s best for many years, his best since Blood On The

Let'’s see,then, what we're comparing Oh Mercy to - in terms of Dylan’s last ten years
and beyond. "Best album since Blood On The Tracks"? For a start, we have to consider
the rich melodies, filmic narratives and cohesive musical texture of Desire. Then there
is the tremendous poetic edifice represented by Street Legal, the bridge between
Lyylan’s divorce and his deep Christian baptism. (An album all awash with a "wild
mercury sound" and, to my mind, much closer to Blonde On Blonde than Dylan’s own
inzccrutable comparison, the lamentable Shot Of Love.) There’s Infidels, featuring the
great Jokerman, a collection feinforced by a powerful, if rather unadventurous, rock
sensibility. Then there is Slow Train Coming, a strong album by any standard, albeit
cenfused by its uncompromisingly direct ‘biblical message’. And then there is Saved,
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the most villificd of all Dylan’s records, but as far as I'm concerned a great gospel
album, in the samc way that Nashville Skyline is a great country album, and dignilicd
by onc of Dylan's best-ever recorded performances (Pressing On).

But most significantly, in terms of thc cightics, perhaps, there’s Empire Burlesque
which, despite its rather glossy production, is a strong, soulful album fcaturing the
sharpest Dylan vocals of the last five ycars. Shot through with lyrical ambiguity, this
collection finds Dylan torn between moving on, regretfully Iecaving someone or
something behind, or staying in limbo of faith-in-crisis. There are tantalising, and, - as
it turned out - unfulfilled hints of him getting his act together:

Look out across the fields, see me returning....
(When The Night Comes Falling From The Sky)
From now on I'll be busy..I'm tired of this bag of tricks

(Seeing The Real You At Last)

At times, as in What Was It You Wanted and Shooting Star from the latest album, Dylan
seems to be engaged in soliloquics, or rather broken, hidden dialogues with his God (a
God which somctimes coalesces with his Goddess figure as on Street Legal). Just who is
talking to whom, for instance, in Something's Burning Baby? And what js burning?

Onec thing is for surc: Dylan still recognises chaos and the questions it hurls at him; he
can still feel it in the wind and it's upside-down. But the gencral tonc of Empire
Burlesque is ‘up’ and active, whercas Oh Mercy is dragged down by its all pervasive
entropic world-weariness.

At this point I think we neced to step to one side and test our sense of perspective by
fooking not only at what is being called a new Dylan ‘classic, but at his less succesful
output over the last decdade.

As I've tried to show above, I believe Dylan has recorded much of real value since
Blood On The Tracks, but even those of us who would be happy to hear him singing the
alphabet must surcly attempt to maintain some critical objectivity. We are aware of the
tendency in passing Dylan observers to dismiss his eighties’ work as a fatal mixture of
shallow rcligiosity and played out ‘shadow of his former self’ twaddle. We should also
be aware of the countervailing tendency of the faithful, who are often capable of
constructing doublc-think apologias to justify what many regard as Dylan’s dullest
dccade.

To my mind, Dylan’s output sincc Empire Burlesque - two studio albums and two live
scts (onc workmanlike, the other a lacklustre collaboration with The Grateful Dead) is
an indifferent effort by any rulc of thumb; but particularly nondescript in in the
contcxt of an artist who, in his time, has dclivered at lcast half a dozen cast-iron
classics. I regard Shot Of Love from 1981 as no better. However, the more zcalous of
the faithful have bent over backwards in past issucs of The Telegraph to invest these
albums with a significance befitting Dylan's supposcdly supcrhuman status.

It happens with Shakespearc too, of coursc. Even the sillicst comedics, most turgid
historics and morc forgcttable sonncts have their dichard defenders who really can’t
scem to sce the woods for the trees. Cannot we accept that Shakespeare was a
monumecntally great artist who noncthcless had his of [ days? For him to bc this great,
do wc¢ have to say that all thirty-ninc plays arc mastcrpicces as well as all onc hundred
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and fifty-odd sonnets? In agreeing that Hamlet is probably the greatest play ever
written, do we also have to say that all of it is great: does it not contain great slabs of
entangled abstruse digression that most directors judiciously edit out?

So yes, Knocked Out Loaded and Down In The Groove are quite pleasant collections in
the same way that Self Portrait and Dylan are plcasant. Especially after a few years
have elapsed and increased the distance between how we listen to these albums npow
and how we were let down in our original expectations of them. They deserve to be
damned with faint praise.

And, yes, Brownsville Girl, js a big song; an attractively elliptical, broken, narrative of
Dylan on-the-road. A tale of romance and betrayal, laced with flashes of wit and
teasing references to films he’s seen, dreamt, actually made or starred in. Joey is a big
(i.e. long) song too: but does that mean, ipso facto, that we have to mention them in the
same breath with the vastly superior epics like Desolation Row and Sad Eyed Lady Of
The Lowlands?

And yes, Every Grain Of Sand does have a finely honed lyric and statcly harmonica
breaks. But does its over sentimental melody, diluted by its tinkling guitar arpeggio
and soulless synthesiser, enhance or damage its potential to stand as a great song?

And Lenny Bruce? Frankly, it amazes me how so many afficiendoes can rate the
plodding, maudlin inanities of this hamfisted eulogy so highly ("never cut off any
babies’ heads...the brother you never had" Come on, now!)

We should be able to handle the fact of poor Dylan songs and weak Dylan albums
safely in the knowledge that there are so few of them.

Oh Mercy is certainly not a weak album. I don’t know yet whether it is a great one. It
probably would be if it included the acoustic version of Blind Willie Mctell, the spirit
of which seems to hang over the sad, sultry, almost claustrophobic atmosphere of these
songs, most notably in Man In The Long Black Coat.

(Incidentally, just how Dylan can release inconsequential fillers like Maybe Someday
and Had A Dream About You Baby and yet leave one of his greatest ever songs on the
studio shelf is beyond me. But then, this is the man who has strewn the cutting room
floor with the likes of Lay Down Your Weary Tune, She’s Your Lover Now, Abandoned
Love, Up To Me and Caribbean Wind - to name but five....)

The euphoric reception of Oh Mercy tended to make me suspicious: remember the
‘we’ve got Dylan back’ hyperbole that greeted New Morning all those years ago?
Nevertheless, with so much smoke one has to assume there is a fire. Oh Mercy, though,
is no brilliant blaze. Rather, it glows and smoulders like the dying embers of some
great bonfire....

The first thing to strike me was that I couldn’t recall ever hearing such a sad album.
Some of Dylan’s singing on tracks like Ring Them Bells and What Was It You Wanted?
has about it a pathos even beyond that of Blood On The Tracks. He'’s said that he can’t
really understand how people can enjoy that album. But Blood has its moments of: joy,
wit and soaring vocals to leaven its pain and spite. How does one ‘enjoy’ this latest
record? The reviewers, it seemed to me, missed the broken-hearted vacuum at the
centre....‘just in time for the nineties.....belated classic.....Daniel Lanois this..the Neville

Several pcople have said to me that Oh Mercy sounds like Dire Straits (which is ironic,
as Knoplfler isn’t actually involved this time). Therc may be somcthing in that but we
should remember that Dire Straits wouldn't sound like Dire Straits but for Bob Dylan.
Someone else, listening to Ring Them Bells, asked if Dylan had been taking singing
lessons from Keith Richards.....
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The vocal range employed by Dyian - mercifully declining the reinforcement of The
Gospel Girls - is decidedly low register. Perhaps his range is more limited these days.
However, the low-key songs and the subtic production might not have lent themselves
to much more than Dylan’s basecment growl (so "bang the drums slowly and play the
fife lowly").

The forward propulsion of guitars and percussion generated by the opening track
Political World and picked up by the R&B cnergy of the third, Everything Is Broken, is
not sustained. In terms of tempo. the album is lop-sided: the only two upbeat songs left
behind halfway through side one.

Even the verve of these is belied by their subject matter: both are litanies of a world
grinding into cntropic decline. The Oxford Dictionary defines entropy as ‘the
irreversible tendency of a system, including the universe, towards increasing disorder
and inertness; also, the final state predictable from this tendency.” Recognition of this
process looms large in twentieth century American literature, and I feel it is evident in
much of Dylan’s work too, never morc so than in the exposed, raw heart of Oh Mercy.
Even its sweetest (and weakest) song, the countrified Where Teardrops Fall, runs out of
steam. resorting to that most hackneved of cliches: "Roses are red, violets are blue"
betore ending significantly with "The time is beginning to crawl",

The hymnal Ring Them Bells - for my moncy one of Dylan’s simplest and most
beautiful songs in a very long time - has been compared to Chimes Of Freedom, but it
is also closely related to Father Of Night and When He Returns.

Struggling to reconcile the elemcnts of humanism, a love of God and the dogma
variousiy present in those three songs, Ring Them Bells is a poignant testament to a
world {or which religion may not necessarily be the ultimate consolation.

Dvlan still seems to believe in "the few who will judge the many" but there is a lot less
conviction and righteousness when he sings that line here. The song is doubly eloquent
as a result. Rather than using actual bells, Lanois, here as elsewhere, allows Dyvlan’s
piano and the deceptively simple plaving and instrumentation to set up its own
rcsonances.

On Man In The Long Black Coat, Lanois compliments a Dylan harmonica of yore with
an incandescent atmosphere conjurcd by 6 & 12 string acoustic guitars, dobro, cellos
and keyboard. Complete with the sound of crickets and Dylan’s best deep south drawl,
an indeterminate tropical heat haze forms the backdrop for one of Dylan’s most
disillusioned, bewildered laments for the woman who left him "without even a note".
Dvylan himself, of course, has oftcn sported a long black coat, and the troubled
ambiguity of this symbolism takes up the previous songs’ concern with a world
"breaking down the distance between right and wrong". The preacher in Long Black
Coat warns that:

Every Man's conscience is vile and depraved

You cannot depend on it to be your guide

When it's you who has to keep it salisfied
This dreadful dilemma that Dylan sees as part of the human condition is a recurrent
spectre in his work, sometimes atmost bordering on misanthropy:

Temptation's not an easy thing
Adam given the devil reign
Because he sinned. [ got no choice
It run in my vein

(Pressing On)

Power and greed and corruptible seed
seem to be all that there is

(Blind Willie McTell)

= e —— i =
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And so side one ends with Dylan gazing at a world in which "People don’t live or
die/Pcople just float". It’s a disturbing image, which the next song, with its slow
penumbral swirl of electronics, echoes musically. In Most Of The Time, Dylan drags
himself back up to the sticking post, chanting a mantra of self-belief:

[ can survive and I can endure

And I don't even think about her

..... Vost Of The Time.......
That inexorabie qualification at the end of each verse invests the song with a
transcendent integrity, without which it would mercly be a weird, rather magnificent
gem. Instead it’s the third successive track on the album to merit tentative application
of the term ‘great’.

Electric guitars clanging like chains in some black attic give way to What Good Am [?
and acoustic guitars reminiscent of Blood On The Tracks. Superficially, however, this
song wouid have more in common with Saved but for a more existentialist examination
by Dvlan of his responsibilities. Framed by steady organ chords cleverly
counterpointing his meandering piano, the lyric verges on the self-immolatory but is
opened out by a genuine, profoundly troublied sense of doubt:

[f mv hands are tied

Must [ not wonder within

Who tied them and why

And where must I have been?
The self absorption of these first two tracks on side two leads Dvian to brake slightly
and look out of the window at the "whole lot of pcople suffering tonight from the
disease of conceit". ‘Suffering’ is the kev word herc - and nort one usually associated
with conceited people. Despite this intcresting juxtaposition. the lvric isn't quite as
concise or pointed as most of the others and. although the music has a brooding
resonance, Disease Of Conceit is one of the two least ¢t'fective songs on the coilection.
(The other is Where Teardrops Fall))

What was It You Wanted has at its core an emptiness that makes me wonder if Dylan
will ever record again. The world-weariness is almost overwhelming as the man who
has been asked more questions in his time than anyone should have to answer, turns it
all back on journalists, traitors, God maybe, and perhaps Sara. So many years after, the
divorce still cuts him deep. This is my interpretation and I {eel intrusive using the
name and mentioning the split, but several of these songs - as well as the Wiiburys’
Congratulations - seem to ache like old scars. The pain hurts hard, although on Most Of
The Time Dylan is ready to accept his part of the blame:

-.Most of the time...

I can’t even be sure

If she was ever really with me

Or I was really with her
He also reasserts his ‘acceptance of chaos’ in Most Of The Time, stating that he "ain’t
afraid of confusion no matter how thick”. However, on What Was It You Wanted? there’s
a tragic bewilderment underlying the mordant humour: listen to how he sings "Why do
you want it?/Who are you anyway? Brilliant, razor-sharp harmonica, a renegade from
John Wesley Harding, slices through the oppressive pall of encrvation and convinces me
that this another great track.

The closer is a lovely tune with Dylan’s voice almost ‘up’. The deceptively optimistic
roll of Shooting Star seems to save the album from its entropic destiny of ‘inertness’.
Until, that is, lines about a “last firetruck from he!l" and a "last sermon on the mount"
and a "last radio playing" start to register. As with Empire Burlesque, there’s an
ambiguity here as to whether the shooting star may be God or Dylan himself. This is
no arrogant or blasphemous delusion of grandeur: we are talking of the shooting star
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as God’s presence in the world, in mankind and in Dylan; and we are talking of the
present condition of Dylan’s faith in that concept. If this is a signpost-song then it is not
easy to see where it is pointing - forwards, backwards, to a crossroads or a dead-end.
Other signpost-songs like /t Ain’t Me Babe, It’s All Over Now, Baby Blue, I'll Be Your
Baby Tonight and Where Are You Tonight? offered comparatively clear directions. But
Dark Eyes for instance, did not signal a return to acoustic guitar and harmonica - let
alone a rebirth of creative life. It merely pointed to a long road of uninspired recordings
and erratic concerts...

Presumably Dylan embarked on his latest tour after finishing Ok Mercy, and by now will
probably have seen a million more faces at his feet, their dark eyes straining at his
darkened stages. If the rumours of booze and drugs are true, then it can seem as if he’s
almost hellbent on driving ninety miles an hour down a dead end street.

Someone else’s misery, especially if it seems to incorporate a death-wish, can provide a
morbid, but glamorously vicarious, thrill to those of us inhabiting our more localised,
prosaic struggles through life.

Bob Dylan is now forty eight years old. He’s been world-famous for at least half that
time. Fame itself is cheap, but Dylan’s troubles - and his joys - have not merely been a
matter of celebrity. His hundreds of songs have not simply specified his own experience
but have universalised our understanding of the human condition. That is what makes
for a great artist.

Dylan has lived a unique life, discharging his peculiar artistic responsibilities with more
integrity and regularity than most. But Oh Mercy does sound like the work of one who
has seen it all and probably doesn’t want to see it again.

What next? Who knows? What does become of the broken-hearted?
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OH MERCY, BEST EVER ALBUM ?
By Mark Carter

Interesting to see you pick up on me calling Oh Mercy Dylan’s best album. Well, it’s been over
a year now, and I still haven’t changed my opinion.

Why should I consider it his best album? Difficult to explain, really. Certainly there have
been better albums lyrically (everything from 1974-78 for a start), but the lyrics on Oh Mercy
seem so perfect. Not excessive, but tight and packed with so much imagery. It seems to me
that Dylan has condensed each song down from a much longer blueprint, until what we have
left is the true essence, where every line has meaning and nothing is superfluous.

Now, whether you consider a line like "roses are red, violets are blue" to be a cop-out or not
depends on how you view the album as a whole. Because, looking beyond the lyrics, each song
conveys it’s own set of images, partly due to the album’s whole production, but mainly
through the atmosphere of each song. So, for instance, in What Good am I?, 1 see Dylan alone,
brooding, sitting in some desolate place with the black sky (or, maybe red) threatening
thunder and/or apocalypse. Also, listen to that dull beat behind the music of that particular
track - that’s Dylan’s heart beating, for sure. And why shouldn’t we hear it? On this song, of
all songs, Dylan stands exposed, with all defences down, allowing us to see just a little bit of
what makes his heart beat,

Remember the *77 Playboy interview when Dylan, bogged down with editing Renaldo And
Clara, refers to some footsteps on the soundtrack as Renaldo’s heart beating, and goes on to
mention Poe’s The Tell-Tale Heart? Well, there you go. Twelve years later, his heart is still
telling tales on him.

With Man In The Long Black Coat, 1 see a whole movie going on there, not just in the images
Dylan. gives us within the lyrics but also what’s going on between the verses. The images that
Dylan only hints at. The man in the black coat is probably Death, or a servant of Death, at
the least. He isn't mentioned as having a white horse, as is Death in the Book Of Revelations,
But I'll bet he has. As does Clint Eastwood’s murdered Preacher in Pale Rider, who comes
back upon a white horse as Death incarnate to take revenge....wearing a long black coat. Don’t
laugh, not all Clint Eastwood’s western movies were of the spaghetti type. In fact, his 1976
movie The Outlaw Josie Wales is considered by many, myself included, to be one of the best
Westerns of all time.l

While it’s difficult to fault the production on the album (particularly on Long Black Coat,
What Good Am I?, Disease Of Conceit and Ring Them Bells - another terrific song), the other
truly great thing about Oh Mercy, and possibly the one factor that tips the scales in favour of
this being my all time classic Dylan album, is Dylan’s voice. He’s at last lost that whiney
quality that has dogged most of his albums since Empire Burlesgue, and now sounds exactly
how a 49 years old guy who’s been everywhere, done everything, taken everything and played
several thousand live dates in his life so far should sound. He hinted at this voice on certain
cuts on Down In The Groove, most notably Shenandoah, but it was Oh Mercy that really caught
his stage voice, as Dylan himself has commented.

It's the same voice that I find somewhat missing on Under The Red Sky, except for certain
tracks, and I wish certain producers wouldn’t constantly strive to capture that infamous
Dylan "nasal whine" all the time, because he doesn't really sing like that at all. Failing that, I
wish Dylan would have the guts to stand up to those so-called experts, and stick out for what
he wants. \

So, there we have it, then. Maybe I've come some way in trying to explain why I consider QA
Mercy to be his greatest album (for me), or maybe I haven’t. Maybe I just like it so much
because Knocked Out Loaded, the Hearts Of Fire soundtrack and Down In The Groove all hinted
that Dylan’s genius had left him, and Ok Mercy proved that it most certainly hadn't. Maybe,
but I doubt it’s that simple.

I doubt he’ll ever produce anything better, but I'm always hopeful.

1 1 wouldn't laugh, Mark. Remember I wrote of Pale Rider in Issue One; in addition 1 Like The Outlaw Josie Wales
very much. (Mind you, I like the spaghetti ones too I)
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MORE MERCY! - An Overlooked Review

ROCK/POP RECORDINGS

IF NOT FOR YOU

Oh Mercy: gob Bylan

Columbla CK-45281, CD; ADD; 39:00.
Sound: B+ Performance: B +

It's hard to tell: Are the words “Oh
Mercy” a world-weary sigh or a plea
for forgiveness? | have to lean toward
the former, since this is Dylan's dark-
est, starkest album since back in the
days of mono. Oh Mercy is so
stripped-down it makes Nebraska
sound like a Phil Spector production.
Yet there is indeed a cry for mercy
here too—not from his audience,
whom Dylan characteristically chides
in “What Was It You Wanted,"” but from
God (which I'm pretty sure Dylan spells
with a capital G). Oh Mercy by no
means harks back to Bobby's quasi-
Christian stage—there's no proselytiz-
ing here—but it clearly declares that

everything is pretty screwed up so we

probably shouldn't close off any op-
tions, no matter how abstract.

He sums up this latest stance in two
songs, “Political World" and “Every-
thing Is Broken." These are cyber-
punk-meets-the-blues, stark, Blade
Runner landscapes where the average
person is lruly helpless and global
power brokérs reign. “Political World,”
with its harsh drumbeats evoking an
urban jungle, addresses the endiess
reach of a world where no matter
where we go, we remain “under the
microscope” of, presumably, govern-
ments and their informal enforcers—
banks, the media, credit bureaus.
"“Everything Is Broken," with its litany of
cracked and crushed people and
household items (“broken bodies, bro-
ken bones, broken voices on broken
phones™), heightens this sense of help-

lessness and (kinda smugly) points out

that no matter how slick the power bro-
kers are, they (rip over their own {eel as
much as anyone

Elsewhere. Dylan invokes gospel
music and gospel literature in the love-
ly “Ring Them Bells,™ a haunling recila-
tive on acouslic piano, highlighled by a
sad, sepulchral organ: He checks
back inlg his old school of cinematic
ballads a la "Mozambiqgue™ and "Joey”
with "Man in the Long Black -Coat a
minor-key film noir. almost a ghost sto-
ry. aboul a woman who takes up with
an eerie stranger who could he a
preacher, the Devil, or Clint Easlwood
in A Fistful of Dollars. Turning vaguely
autobiographical in "Most of (he Time”
("l don't compromise/But | don't pre-
tend”) and in the gently musing "What
Good Am 7?7 Dylan unfortunately
goes overboard on “Disease of Con-
ceil.” an exceedingly. twee, silly
song-—a pot culely calling itzelf
black---that paints out the wvirlues of
erasable casseties. (Now that we're on
formals. the CD pressing is certainly
an improvement over the pop-nddled
LP. but the latter is inexplicably fullei-
sounding. Ma.be the lube-heads are
right, afler all

On each of the songs. skeletal ip-
strumenlation accenluates the lyrics. in
some cases nroducing a nearly rap
effect that echoes. 30* years on, Ihe
beat’ movemer! s marriage of pootiy
and music /ot ol the crodit must go
to producer Daniel Lanois, whao |
guess, helpec ecruil Cyril Neville and
Mason Ruffne for the proceedings.
The guest guns seem held in check by
the deliberale'y understaled charts,
but as in a good pointiltist painting, the
dabs of color that are there satisty.

Spare as Oh Mercy is, its muted
Sturm und Crang has resulted in
Dylan's best studio album since
geez, has it been 13 years since De-
sire? It's a mocest album in the context
of Dylan's oev/re, bul al least it's lis-
tenable. Which has rarely been the
case for geez, 13 years?

Frank Lovece '

AUBIO/DECEMBER 1989
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By Craig McGregor The Sun Herald September 30th 1990

Turn your back, wash your hands

There'’s always someone who understands

It don’t matter no more what you got to say
It’s unbelievable it would go down this way......

In a mass mcdjalscd world, Marshall McLuhan said once, the only prophets are the
commumcators and in the protean, insatiable empire of pop music, which today
dominates Western culture, the most prophetic voice is that of Bob Dylan,

of coursc,iit’s a role he’s been denying all his career:
!

I'm n}‘ot trying to lead any causes for anyone else,

he said ba;ck in the sixties when pecople were trying to foist on him the mantle of
spokesman; for The Protest Generation.

When he found God in the 70s he was claimed by half a dozen sects: born again
Christian?: Born Again Jew? Committed Zionist?

In the 80s hc scemed to presage the spirituality of the New Agc: sccular sermons about
capitalism; love, worship, scif-denial and a chaotic universe ripped [ree of any guiding
principle pourcd from the muse of the most important songwriter the 20th Century has
known.

Dylan, master of masks, kept himscll naked of the guru’s robes through sheer
selfishness. He wrote only for himselfl, he said. What the hell did it matter what
religion hq was: he was a songwriter,

On his last visit to Sydney he adopted the most unconvincing mask of all - that of
happy rock ‘n’ roller, prancing around the Entertainment centre with Tom Petty and
pretending to be just another heartbreaker. When he invited Mark Knopfler up on
stage I thought it was a symbolic moment: the grand master of Serious Flash passing on
to another?ambitious, Jewish poor-boy-songsmith, who has himself been deeply
influcnccd‘ by Dylan, the task of kceping it all going.

But Knopfler secems to have been standing still (what’s he done in the last year or so?)
while Dylén, with all chat fecundity and stamina one associates with greatness, has
released squndtracks; live albums (with the Grateful Dead); the pop-genre hokum of
the Traveling Wilburys with Dylan, George Harrison, and Roy Orbison disguised as
Shakcspea{e’s merry minstrels: and his own cry from the heart, Oh Mercy.

Now, just a fcw months away from his 50th birthday, Robert Zimmerman, a
nice-but-nasty middle-class white boy from Hibbing, Minnesota, has put out a new
atbum, Under The Red Sky, which comes as a blast of prophecy in a post-modern
world where the fashionable modes of pastiche, bricolage, schizophrenia and
existential nihilism paper over the Death of Mcaning in the culture of the megalopolis.
It's a shock, like turning a corner in Darling 1t 1urts and being conflronted by a hairy
wild man, shouting lables:

The cat's in the well, the gentle lady is asleep

Cat’s in the well, the gentle lady is asleep

She ain’t hearin' a thing, the silence is a-sticking her deep.
The cat's in the well and grief is showing its face

The world's being slaughtered and it's such a bloody disgrace.
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In many ways it is a return to Dylan’s blues roots: he’s surrounded himself by
musicians such as the late Stevie Ray Vaughan, David Crosby, Elton John, Bruce
Hornsby, George Harrison, Al Kooper, Slash and others who give Dylan the
rock-drenched, luxuriant sound he’s lacked for years., and the album is produced by
Don Was and David Was of Was Not Was, the funk/rap duo whose remake of Papa Was
A Rolling Stone was a recent chart topper.

The tonc is optimistic, ligﬁt-heartcd, playful and brimful of the paradoxical joy and
energy which good blues can generate:

I play de blues to play de blues gway
said Mississippi Fred McDéwcll.

Ten lhousdnd women all sweepin’ my room
Ten thousand women all sweepin' my room
Spillin’ my buttermilk, sweepin’ it up with a broom...

But Dylan’s lyrics, here and in most of his recent work, are suffused with a scaring
biblical vision which endows his music with the sort of fundamentalist ferocity one
associates with the Old Testament and the lean, puritanical, mystical prophets, yes
prophets, who warned Infidels (the title of Dylan’s last major album) that only the
truly moral individual can achieve redemption in an cvil world.

God knows it'’s a struggle

God knows it's a crime

God knows: there's gonna be no more water
But fire next time....

In the video clip for his latest single, Unbelievable Dylan is cast as a black capped
chaufllcur driving a pig in the back of a limousine while his harsh ultra-gravelly voice
declaims: !

I's unbelieyable like a lead balloon
It's so impossible to even learn the tune
kill that beast and feed that swine.

And the songs! There are more parables, riddles, allegories and morality tales than
songs, suffused with quotc$, allusions and jokes:

Sometimes fyou gotta do like Elvis and shoot the damn thing out

and they embody a roll-call of the sources of American popular music: nursery rhymes,
ballads, blues, Appalachian love songs, Bible stories, lairy tales, country homilies - the
entire panoply of US culture which has given the 20th century its most potent
vernacular messages.

OK - but how relevant is this to the post-modern world which, whether we like it or
not, has transformed our existence? Isn’t it....old fashioned?

Yes. Prophecy is a discredited mode. If you want a vivid reflection of today’s culture
you would have to turn to forms like rap, hip hop, house, dance club, the cut-up
bricolage of cross-cut contemporaneity. In a mass-mediaised pluralist world, with
apologies to McLuhan, the prophets are liars. (How do you find the moral way in an
amoral universe? Turn lcft!at the gas station.)

{
But a truly contemporary art is never just a reflexion, a knee-jerk reaction: it also
offers a critique. Break the glass, smash the mirror.

|
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Bob Dylan, it seems to me, in his music continues to do just that. Once, faced with the
corruption of our inside-out environment, Dylan turned to politics and only an album
ago he was writing songs like Political World, these days he has turned to a spiritual
critique.

I do not accept his sermons, but I like them. The tension between what he is singing
and the shouting, joyful rhythm-and-blues context in which his songs are placed is a
fairly appropriate disjunction: it emphasises the continuance of the generative past in
the gencrating present:

Once there was a man who had no eyes
Every lady in the land told him lies
He stood beneath the silver skies

And his heart began to bleed....

I don't know if that is Bob Dylan himself; it sounds like it, down to the edge of self
pity. It’s about what you’d cxpect from a deeply flawed but deeply creative spinner of
myths, fables and metaphors about the everyday world.

Prophets don't foretell the future, they reassemble the past and present. They cven
remake themselves. It’s a truism that Dylan is the most important popular artist of the
last half-century. That he is still here among us, pumping out truths, half-truths and
lics disguised as pop songs, is little short of a (secular) miracle.

L

Crawfie on those '‘Dylan-is-a- tramp stories:

CHECK 17 ou? M. A Ti.. QUSERL T - NoW cdd Z Go 447 7/
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The Release, the reviews, Clinton Heylin in The Record Collector

The release of the box set was undoubtedly one of the biggest events in Dylan’s career. Even
dedicated collectors had something to look forward to, for once Dylan’s record company
seemed to have done the right thing. I was excited by the pre-release tape - thanks
Lambchop - and then excited all over again by the overwhelming clarity of the cds.

And the songs themselves, what wonders to behold. Brand new songs...House Carpenter,
Farewell Angelina, Golden Loom, Series Of Dreams etc....great new versions, or as near new
as dammit (When The Night Comes Falling) and Bauldie to do the liner notes. All this at a
(very) reasonable price.

The press coverage was phenomenal and I decided to produce this Bits & Baobs style cuttings
section, It makes this issue of Homer, the slut top heavy with cuttings, but I felt it would
be nice to get a lot of these together especially as Mark Carter chipped in with his 20
Pounds American cuttings.

Issue Four will have more on the box set, hopefully including: a few unusual items, more
reviews from further afield and individual analyses of some of the key songs.

The reviews are, on the whole, very positive, though, not surprisingly, not every reviewer
likes every phase of Bob that’s represented. I must say, however, that I find it somewhat
more than surprising that anyone - see page 16 - can find the final disc: spotty.

Most of the derogatory comments are born of ignorance or bad taste rather than reasoned
judgement or aesthetic criteria worthy of debate. Clinton Heylin, however, in the most
informed and in depth article I've yet seen, stirs up a hornet’s nest with a variety of
criticisms.1

As we're talking here of an acknowledged Dylan "authority" his criticisms are obviously
worthy of serious attention. On inspection most of his points seem perfectly valid to me:

A) The exclusion of the songs from the proposed 4 CD set have undoubtedly left us with an
imbalanced collection.

B) It does seem a bit odd to have one track from the Blood On The Tracks out-takes left
over to start the final disc.

C) The jump from '85 to ’89 and the exclusion of the NRBQ from Under The Red Sky is an
unfortunately shallow representation of the last six years.

But, but, but...
Clinton surely overstates his case with this condemnation:

Sadly, this release is the result of some of the most ludicrous and ill-considered thinking that can have been
brought to bear on a major artist’s work.

In addition there is an unmistakable feeling that he is a bit miffed not to be involved:
CBS have my permission to contact me and have the job done right [sic] next timel

However, the latter could well be a tongue-in-cheek ending as it is followed by a plug for
his biography, which I take it you've all got by now. It is also not without the bounds of
possibility that Mr Heylin quite enjoys stirring up the afore mentioned hornet’s nest amongst
fellow Dylan watchers who unanimously acclaimed the release! I just hope he didn't decide a
potential buyer that he’d be better advised spending his money elsewhere.

1 AT FIRST I WASN'T GOING TO REPRODUCE THIS ARTICLE DUE TO IT'S LENGTH AND THE FACT
THAT YOU SHOULD ALL HAVE IT ANYWAY. AS PIA POINTED OUT, THOUGH, IT WOULD BE ODD TO
OMIT THE MOST COMPREHENSIVE REVIEW. IN ADDITION, THE RECORD COLLECTOR MAY NOT BE TO
EASY TO GET ABROAD. IT 1S WELL WORTH TRACKING THIS MAGAZINE DOWN EVERY MONTH
ANYWAY AND, IF YOU DON'T HAVE THE ORIGINAL ARTICLE, I SUGGEST YOU GET YOUR HANDS ON
ONE FOR TWO MORE LOVELY ISLE OF WIGHT PHOTOGRAPHS.
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My quibble is that [ just don’t think Clinton gives enough credit to what we have actually
been given here, especially given the track record of CBS on Dylan releases. This seems -
coincidentally, perhaps - a marvellous new dawn under Sony. It is, when all is said and
done, a quite staggering treasure trove on public release for £25:00. Clinton anticipates this
objection in his article and dismisses it, but [ feel it has a lot of validity.

The really good thing about the review is that The Record Collector allows Clinton the space
to give a comment on every song. Of course we will all have our personal views and axes to

grind here but I find myself in nodding my way through his commentary. i imagine that
~early everyone would agree that Moonshiner is the highlight of the first disc and that

‘nlutely everyone would agree that:

9) Nobody 'Cept You is the long rumoured but previously uncirculated Planet Waves out-take, and proves
. e a disappointment after the intensity of the live 1974 versions. A July 1973 demo of this fine song might

uave been a superior choice.

2 final point, had anyone else thought of Seven Days as being anything other than a full

.iown live track?

Song Lyrics & A pitch for contributions & The Cuttings’ Sources

I've included song lyrics with my best guess at some of the less clear lines, if anyone is
confident of the full lyrics to Foot Of Pride please let me know a.s.a.p. - I'm still not 100%

on that last line.

Also, of course, anyone wishing to write a piece on a song from the Box Set for inclusion in
he next issue please put pen to paper! I'd also appreciate it if you could let me know in
ance which song(s) you’ll be focussing on.

Tage Source: Author ™ Date - ]

4&35 NME Gavin Martin 6/4/91

] Select Andrew Perry May 91
Owings Mill Times (Baltimore) Geoffrey Himes 21/2/91

7&8 Q Magazine David Hepworth May 91

23&10 |The Melody Maker Allan Jones 6/4/91

0 Sounds TU 6/4/91

| Rolling Stone Anthony DeCurtis 4/4/91

12 Musician Bill Flanagan Apr. 91

13 New York Times Jon Pareles 24/3/91

14 Time Out Andrew Bell 2?7/91
Entertainer’s. Weekly David Browne 77/91

15 |New York Post  |LeeJeske  |26/3/91

16 |Newsday ~|wayne Robins  |24/3/91 |

17 Daily News David Hinckley 24/3/91

18 Weekend Telegraph Charles Shaar Murray 6/4/91
The Daily Mirror A Hack 4/4/91

19ff |The Record Collector Clinton Heylin Apr. 91
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Like the lion tears the flesh off of a man

So can a woman who passes herself off as a male

They sang Darmr Boy at his funeral and the Lord’s Prayer

The preacher talking about Christ’s betrayal

It's like the earth just opened and swallowed him up

He reached too high and was thrown back to the ground

You know what they say about being nice to the right people on the way up
Sooner or later you're gonna meet them coming down

Yeah, there ain’t no going back
When your foot of pride come down
Ain’t no going back

Hear you got a brother named James, don’t forget faces and names
Sunken cheeks and his blood is mixed .

He looks straight into the sun and say Revenge is mine, hon

But he drinks, and drinks can be fixed .

Sing me one more song about your “love me to the morning, stranger’
And your “all-by-the-swerd~love-affalr'with Erroll Flynn

In these times of compassion when conformity’s in fashlion

Say one more stupid I?xing to me before the final nail is driven in

Well, there ain’t no going back
When the foot of pride come down
Ain’t no going bac

There’s a retired business man named Red

Cast down from heaven and he’s out of his head

He feeds off of cvcrryonc that he can touch

He said he onl{ deals in cash, would sell tickets to a plane crash 7?77
Not somebody that you play around with much

Miss Delilah is his, a Philistine is what she is

She’ll do wonders and works with your fate

Gives youn coconut bread, spiced buns In bed

If you don’t mind steeping with your head face down in a plate

There ain’t no going back
When the foot of pride come down
Ain’t no going bac

Well, let’s choose a man for you to meet tonight

You'll play the fool and learn how to walk through doors

How to enter into the Gates of Paradise? No!

How to carry a burden too heavy to be yours

There up on the stage they’ll be trying to get water out of rocks

A whore will pass the hat, collect a hundred grand and say Thanks
They like to take all this money from sin

Build big unlversities to study In

Sing Amazing Grace all the way to the Swiss banks

Well, there ain’t no going back
When the foot of pride come down
Ain’t no going bac

They got some beautiful peonle out there, man

They can be a terror to your mind and show you how to hold your tongue
They ﬁOt ‘mystery' written all over their forehead

They kill babies in the crib and say Only the good die young

They den’t believe ir mercy

Judgement on them is sowething that you'll never see

They can exalt you up or bring you down bankrupt

Furn you into anything that they want you to be

Well, there ain’t no going back
When the foot of pride come down
Ain’t no going bac

Yes, I guess | loved him too. I can still see him in my mind climbing that hill
Did lie make it to the top? Well, he probaly did and dropped

Struck down by the strength of the will

Ain’t nothin’ left here partner

Just Lhe dust of a ﬁ)lague that has lefe this stone [?] town afraid

From now on this'll be where you’re from

Let the dead bury the dead, your time will come

Bled [?] hot iron plow as you raise the shade

Yeah, there ain’t no going back
When your foot of pride come down
Ain’t no going back

Oh! Yeah Oh! Yeah!
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BOBDYLAN
The Bootleg Series Volumes 1-3 Rare And Unreleased
1961-1991 (Columbia/All Formats)

WHY BOB Dylan? Why should another generation be faced with
this ravaged icon, this rock monster, this ongoing freakshow? You
might have seen him shambolic at Live Aid or pictured in a tabloid,
acourt jester shielding himseilf from the limelight. You might have
heard his last recorded joke ‘Wiggle Wiggle Wiggle' orcaught one
of his appallingly erratic rather than impassioned live
performances and wondered . . . what the hell is the fuss about?
Why, of all rock legends, should Dylan remain pre-eminent?

The ‘Bootleg Series’ provides answers, answers that might
otherwise have gone unheard. Comprising 58 songs - completed
studio cuts, frontroom demos, band and solo concert
performances and early arrangements of what would become his

ILLUSTRATION RUN

mostcelebrated songs - thisis a grandstand look at the parts of
his 30-year career that never achieved posterity. Thirty-eight
songs here have never been officiaily released in any form. Some
of them are the equal of, if not better than, those on which his
reputationis based.

1t starts with a callow 20-year-old, acoustic strumming, eager to
learn, fresh down from Minneapolis making tentative steps
through ‘Hard Times (n New York’. it ends, after an exhaustive
melding of music, literature, religion, justice, love. life and death,
down in New Orleans. An explosive, inexplicably unreleased out
take from 'Oh Mercy’, ‘Series Of Dreams’ is all gailoping,
tormented musical fury. The rasping troubadour is nearing 50 now
and as the thunder peals he muses “/wasn’t making any great
connection/Wasn't following any intricate scheme/Nothing that
would pass inspection/l was just thinking of a series of dreams.”

Homer,
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Dylan’s dreams were founded in the shadow of an America that
was politically paranoid, in a cultural and emotional straitjacket.
Red scares, repression and racism were the order of the day. But
Dylan espied another America, buried perhaps, but waiting to be
reawakened, an America where democratic ideals, cultural
diversity and collisions would thrive.

From the folk ballads of early white settlers and blues of the
slaves, he set about giving rein to the voice of the underdog. He
was beginning to shape a new land, a dream world and a cuttural
revolutionin which he would remain adominantforce.

He had an ability to take voices from the past, bring them alive
and make them his own. Hear the hitherto unreleased gem ‘No
More Auction Block’ where he wrings both pain and dignity from a
slave’s reaction to emancipation or ‘Moonshiner' - a loveless
soaring moan, a chilling confession from beyond the grave.

He constructed his voice and raw edge mouth harp style from
American ghosts but they easily adapted to the present. Check
‘Talkin’ John Birch Paranoid Blues’, banned from The Ed Sullivan
Show, where he gleefully sets about a character’s bigotry and fear
of the new with a hysterical hick caricature.

Dylan’s acoustic material takes up over half this collection. The
strength and variety of these sides display his fevered
imagination, tireless work rate and complete absorption of
influences in a stark light. Even before his ‘Judas’ electric
transformation he was a rock ‘'n’ roll artist. Not just because he
was holding notes, bending lines and generally taking chances
that would soon outrage one audience and thrill another, but
because he realised rock 'n’ roll meant more than just the music
that came out of the Deep South in the mid ‘50s.

Dylan’s genius, and it’s a talent that has never
left him, is the ability to merge warring
opposites, often in one performance.

Dylan made a series of connections that set music spinning otf
its axis. To him blues lore, Biblical tales, the surreal humour of
Flann O’Brien, Bertolt Brecht’s morality plays, Bill Burroughs’ cut
up rants, Elvis’ pelvic intimations and anything else thatcame to
hand were all fuel on the new cultural fire.

From the bizarre Old Testament wrath of ‘When My Ship Comes
in’ (Dylan playing his seldom heard take on Jerry Lee Lewis’
Pentecostal Piano style) through the claustrophobic vision of
reform school life in ‘Walls Of Red Wing’ to ‘Let Me Die In My
Footsteps' a steely taunt at warmongers and the unadorned demo
for what would become the electric rap frenzy of ‘Subterranean
Homesick Blues’ Dylan’s universe grew in his one man sweatshop.

There were competitive times ahead, new sounds coming
across the Atlantic and an upsurge on the West Coast. Dylan
delighted init all, he was faster than anyone, gobbling up literary
conceits, new visions, songwriting concepts and spinning them
back out through his art.

One of the wildest, mostrocking things here doesn’t even have
acoustic accompaniment. ‘Last Thoughts On Woody’ recorded
live in 1963, is seven minutes of giddy, mind warping words, helter
skerter humour and high wire eniotion. In his detailed and
passionate sleeve notes in the coliection’s eccompanying booklet
John Bauldie notes thut itis perhaps the only recorded example of
Dylan as unaccompanied poet. The momentum and pacing is the
xey. The way he builds, transforms and even destroys whatis
delivered in one verse by a successive torrent indicates the way
his carees would go.

Dylan was to be the most endlessly reactive artist of his
generation. For many he reached his moiten peak with the
metallic care he mined in the mid-‘60s, still the most thrilling,
nerve jangling rock ‘n’ roll ever recorded. Future Columbia bootleg

-compilations will focus on this erain greater detail, especially the
legandary ‘Live At The Afbert Hall’ set. But the tracka here,
unrateased sides from ‘Highway 61° and ‘Blonde On Blonde’ are
nasty, sleek and delicicusly violant - words whipped into being by
incendiary music and vice versa.

The effortiess control, the ability to shake and drive bands to
new heights, came to him like second nature. The ultra cool
minefield of sneering poetry and rampaging imagery he created
was aimost too good, reaching a frightening peak on the
mesmeric ‘She’s Your Lover Now'.

R v

23

Thatsong - a hell or high water toxic putdown awash with
crazed surreal images — crashes before its conclusion. its writer
followed shortly after. Dylan’s story couid easily have ended here.
Living on a chemical knife edge he could have joined the ‘60s
casualty list along with Jimi Hendrix and Jim Morrison.

He came back, chastened, but with his powers stillintact. ‘{ Shall
Be Released’, sung here with The Band’s Richard Manuel, restated
both his empathy and ability to transform tradition (in this case
Gospel}with a song of hope and survival as he recuperated from a
scary drug habit and/or a motorcycle crash,

Perhaps his greatest triumphs, certainly his most sustained
mature work, were still to come. The story of Dylan’s career is as
muchin what he chose not to release asin what he made public.
The original versions of the songs on ‘Blood On The Tracks’ have
longbeen a Holy Grail and are here revealed as even more intimate
and sensitively structured than those he recorded for that
landmark album.

As with the collection’s earlier take on ‘Like A Rolling Stone’, the
poignant, regret-stained version of ‘Blood On The Tracks’’
epicentre, ‘Idiot Wind’, is very different to the howling, spite-filied
anthem it would become. It underlines the dual impulses that
have always inspired him - the need to antagonise and the desire
to pacify. His genius, and it’s a talant that has never left him, is the
ability to merge these and other warring opposites, oftenin one
performance.

It's part of the reason why his music has seldom stood still.
From the hotblooded, ramshackle Country slop of ‘Catfish’ (from
the ‘Desire’ sessions) through to the defiant but radio friendly FM
Gospel of ‘Ye Shall Be Changed’, he's as restless as ever.

Dylan's unyielding evangelical stance caused critical revuision
which probably mada him even happier. Not anly was he singing
better than ever and making peace with his maker, but he was still
able to wind people up, and show a vengeful, even cruel, streak.

And then, with the awesome William Blake style hymn ‘Every
Grain Of Sand’ {captured here on demo with accompaniment from
Jennifer Wames and 8 barking dog), he was inspired like never
before. The song was both a statement of spiritual faith and an
affirmation of the universality of the art he had been dreaming up
all along.

Dylan today may not be on the cutting (rap) edge of music.
Unreleased tracks from ‘Under The Biood Red Sky’ (notincluded
here) would show that he’s making steps in that direction. Butin
the fast ten years he hasn’'t just endured, he has actually grown in
stature. Untit now the full extent of his reach couldn’t be
measured but the phantasmagoria word painting thatis
‘Angelina’ (a seven-minute epic where he sounds like a cracked
siren and finds “ God in the body of 8 woman” ) and the penitent
'Blind Willie McTell’ are vital additions to his life’s work.

The latter, recorded in 1983 and setin the same purgatorial
wasteland as ‘Man in The Long Black Coat’, goes right back to the
acoustic roots and might be his greatest, strangest song. The
young Dylan would have revelled in his ability to recreate distant
times, tar off voices, but the older Dylan can only bemoan both the
legendary bluesman’s passing and his own unworthiness to take
his place. The performance is good enough to undermine the
latter sentiment, high!izhting cnce cgain the dualimpulser ot
work in his music.

It doesn’t let up. On ‘Night Comes Falling From The Sky” he fires
on ail eylinders using I Stireet Band members and Sly and Robbie
to out-Springsteen Mister Springsprong himsetf. Hare heis, a
middle-aged man, experienting once again the thrill of sexual
awakening, head over heels with both the prospect and the title
refrain - a new catchphrase to stand for a symbol of wild love.

And then atthe end ‘Series Of Dreams’. Only an album old, itis
the work of a wily alchemist (this time Carl Jung meets Phil
Spector Beyond Thundserdeme) and an eerily perceptive writer,
Thirty years on and Dylan won'tliedown. Oh sure, he loses the
plot, tosses out garbage, comes on like a sham and a parody and
often keeps the good wine under wraps. Butonform he’s still
creating his dream world in all its fantastic, tormented, savage
wonder. That's why another generation should hear him. That's
why 'The Bootleg Years' will prove arevelation, both for those
that know him and those thatdon’t. (10)

Gavin Martin
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HIGHWAY
'61-'91
REVISITED

BORB DYLAN ! “yr

The Bootleg Series Volumes 1-3 (Rare
And Unreleased 1961-1991)

COLUMBIA 46&086/Mc/c0

AS AN artist who has regularly
commiitted savage atrocities on his own
material onstage, and whose studio
work has been, politely put, lopsided
since the early '70s, Bob Dylan has been
one of the top five most bootlegged acts
in pepufar muslc - kis cast-offs often
duplicated many times over on illicit,
crackly, shittily recorded pressings.

Bob Is 50 on Alay 24, it's his 30th
anniversary In the biz and he's just been
bestowed with a Gramrny for his
‘Lifetime Achlievement'. A time for
celehration, then. ‘The Bootleg Series
Volumes 1-3' with its unreleased studio
out-takes, plano demos, afternate and
live versions of old faves Is the
Dylanologist's wet dream come true.

On five LPs or & triple CD or cassette,

there are 58 tracks spanning those three

variable decades, fram Bob's earliest
known recording, live at the Minnesota
Hotel in '61, to a reject from 1990's ‘Oh

Mercy'. With tip-top sound and a 72- ;.
page booklet, this package proves that .-

‘official booﬂegs are always the best
value. T

But if you reckon that Mr Zim only
got Interesting come '65 and his

The biggest Dyles nove & s 1D Dootleg Sernes’’
). Lhough. may be the an-
nouncemeat that Cotumnbis Re-

his week. as part of the cords will release **Bob Dylan of ““The Cornplew Recordings
1991 Grarrmy Awards The Booteg Senes. Vols. 1-3 of Robent Johnson. **
Show, Bod Dylan and ‘Rare & Unreleased) In the meaname, 1 marvelous

John Lennon are recerving Life-
ume Achrevement Awards from

1961-1991"" in late Masch, This
iong-amucipated box st will =

=

conversion to electdcity, you'll be |
bored stiff by the first one and a haif
volumes of acoustic out takes and
protest fare.

You may also ask why a mere fifth of
the material covers Dylan's second 15
years - of course, the choices made
were largely due to availability. At least
the prolific acoustic phasa brings some
awesomely vibrant, scathing lyrics.

Most remarkable are ‘Talkin' John
Birch Paranoid Blues', live in ‘63, never
recorded in the studio due to its fierce
anti-McCarthyite sentiments, and ‘Last
Thoughts On Woody Guthrie', a razor-
edged poem delivered in Mew York on
the death of Dylan's hero and friend.

The pivotal early slectric period
1965-'66 yields little, simply because
most numbers were released at the
time. There are intriguing, but sub-
standard, alternate takes, plus three
songs understandably discarded.

'Volume 3' hits a downward slide.
‘Series Of Dreams’, lald down with
Daniel Lanois for ‘Oh Mercy' in 1950,
would have seemed wretchedly weak in
-the context of that album, and even the
outtakes from 1983's superior
‘Infidels' LP barely stand up, save for

* the smouldering, bluesy ‘Blind Wlllh

McTell'. £und T S EOLA

All norrors are ltoned for, though,
by the four tracks culled from 1974's
‘Blood On The Tracks'. There's a chilling
take of ‘Idiot Wind', with a weary vocal
that captures all the song s essence of
existential futility. - gt

You might snap up ‘Volumes 1-3" on
_the strength of that one masterpiece.
«You'd then own mare dros: than you'd

:; want to Inflict on your hi-fi, as well as

.some previously unexposed moments

of a great artist at his best. - -

. In that sense, it's a fitting epitaph to

the first 30 years of Bob Dylan's career.
BREOQO ANDREW PERRY

prosmused (o be & landemnark event
on a par with last vear's release

guwde o Dylmn’'s parformances
official sad

unofficial — has instance.

nalvzes the succoesy Of thoee
periormances as total events,
At umes Williams (alls o
the Dvianoiogist trap of treanng
ihe songs as allegones rather
than stones. of clamung tha
‘Like a Rollng Swome.” for
actually  addresses

have influenced English-
language song move tham any

fearyre “*Senes of Dreams’* and
$7 other previousty unreleased
»ones.

Inctuded will be evervihing
from the legendasy 1961 Minne-
sou hotel upe through the 966
Brish tour with the Band: from
his  carly publisbhing demos
through the rest of the "'Base.
ment Tapes.

Anvone who has read through
Dvian s book of cotlected verse.
“Lynes,”’ knows that he has
wnnien some 60 songs never
relessed on any official albums.
Furthermore. his official albums
dont necessarily fearmre the
best performances of his soogs,

Just bees  published. *Per.
formung Arust The Music of
Bob Dylas — Volmne Onve.
1960-1973"  (Usderwood-Mil-
ler) wH wnten by Prul Wil
liarms, the proneenng rock cnte
who founded Crawdaddy Mage-
une. Willame iong beea
one of Dylen’s astne ob-
servers, and he has cut through
the 603 mythology and bio-
graphical gotup that obscure
most studies of the soagwmer,

Williwm estabitshen an 1=
poruant prnciple 1 his incroduc-
uon. Dylan was not a3 literary
srust; he was & performung art-
8. Williams cvaluses and

Dvian himsei{ rather than the
woman referred ta e the tyncs.

Most of Williams observe-
tows. however, are nght on the
mark. His remarks on te way
the wvocs) u-hu: om the albuwm
versios of “"Ooa’‘t Think
Twee'* outigmes the pui-down
of the iyric or the way the short
borta of rap-like phrases n
“"Sublerrancen  Momesick
Blues"' gather mormestam are 3
delight © read.

Geoffyey Himm

Homer, the slut

Issue Three



THE BOX SET Page 7

BOB DYLAN

The Bootleg Series Volumes 1-3
The bootleg business bears witness to two things. One is the inclination c
consumers to find under-the-counter goods attractive by definition.
Another 1s the fact that so few artists have generated real interest in this
respect and of those none are in the same league as Bob Dylan. That
peculiar fascination has been built upon his perceived position as
prophet, seer and sage and then fanned by his habit of recording more
matenal than even his reiease schedule could accommeodate. For almost
30 years now Dylan's steps have been dogged by men bearing tape
recorders, seeking to illegally approprate anything, from fragments of
conversation 1o entire studio albums.

Suppressed material always surfaces eventually, even, as was the case
with Philip Larkin, if it has to be in direct contravention of the artist's
wishes. Dylan demonstrated his willingness to exploit the legend of his
samizdat recordings by eventually issuing The Basement Tapesin 1975.
Ten years later he used some previously unreleased material to pep up
the Biograph box set and now, to mark his 50th birthday, allows us the fir:
of a promised series of collections of rare stuff.

Compiled by Dylan archivist Jeff Rosen and accompanied by liner note
from John Bauldie, Dylan scholar and Q reqgular, this 58-track three-CD
box and booklet is as thorough and authoritative a job as the nit-
pickingest fan could require. The converted to whom Dylan appears tob
happy to preach and who went to every one of his Hammersmith Odeon
£ shows, will rightly consider it indispensable. Such people will not be

Vi surprised to find the collection beginning with Hard Times In New York
Town, recorded in a girlfriend's hotel roomin 196] as he was beginning
to make a name in Greenwich Village. It's odd - not to mention eerie - thal
such a performance has survived, particularly when contrasted with the
fact that the BBC (quardians of the nation’s culture) have kmowingly wipe:
irreplaceable tapes of entire Dylan concert specials, There are a few
other live periormances: a startling version of the slave song No More
Auction Block from a 1962 appearance at The Gaslight, Talking John Burc]
Parancid Blues and Who Killed Davey Moore? at Carnegie Hall the
following year and Seven Days from the 1976 Rolling Thunder tour.
There's a sprinkling of publishers’ demos, some putdown ontape in th
mid-'60s in pursuit of manager Albert Grossman's belief that his charge
should be marketed as a writer ripe for cover versions. Others, like a slo
and over-pitched Every Grain Of Sand (complete with dog barking) date
from more recent years. All but two of the songs here, the traditional
ballads No More Auction Block and Moonshiner, are Dylan originals, anc
some will be faruliar in versions by cther artists. Here is Dylan singing If
You Gotta Go. Go Now (a hit for Manfred Mann and Fairport Convennon)
IShall Be Released (with The Band), If Not For You (a duet with George
Harmmson who subsequently took the song for All Things Must Pass),
Golden Loom (Roger McGuinn) and Catfish (Joe Cocker). The latter pair
are lovely Desure offcuts but this I Shall Be Released is strained and
strangely tedious compared to The Band's ghostly variation.

The bulk of the tracks were recorded dunng sessions for particular
albums. [nthe case of ] 862's Freewheelin’, there are no less than eight
songs included here which didn’t make 1t on to the original record, near!
enough to compnise More Freewheelin': for Shot Of Love there are three
for Deswre two and for Infidels four. including the celebrated Blind Willie
McTell. Then there are earlier or alternate takes of familiar material: Lik:
A Rolling Stone done in waltz time, petening out with Dylan complaining
that his voice 1s shot, Subterranean Homesick Blues in acoustic form and
Takes A Lot To Laugh, It Takes A Train To Cry as a clipped boogie.
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For students. there are numercus opporturuties to compare and
conugast. She's Your Lover Now. a Blonde On Blonde outtake. 1s full of
.deas that surfaced tn One Of Us Must Know. while Someone's Got A Hold
Of My Heartis an eariy siketch oi Empire Buriesque's Tight Connecuon.
The New York version of Idiot Wind (one of three from the onginal and
sventually junked Blood On The Tracks sessions) has the line "from the
Jrand Coulee Damto the Mardi Gras' instead of the eventual "Grand
Coulee Damto the Capitol” Does the latter have more grandeur or 1s that
merely anillusion [ostered by familianty? What are we to make of the fact
‘nat thus ume out Every Grain Of Sand has hum hanging in the balance of

:he perfect fiushed plan” instead of "the reaiity of man'? What are we to
make of the workang practices of a man who cared sufficiently about
3looa On The Tracks to ditch a bunch of perfectly acceptable cuts at the
-ery last moment and then go into a studio in Minneapols vath a crew of

“Dylan is the only artist of his generation
whose work never seems to date. Indeed,
most of it improves with age.”

nknowns and do it over (a notoriously risky enterprise) and vet has been
happy to squurrel away maternal as strong as Blind Willie McTell and
Senes Of Dreams (recorded for Oh Mercy) unulnow? If he had been
munded to inciude the ballad Angelina on Shot Of Love 1t would no doubt
have been seized on by a grateful record company and hyped as “classic
Dvylan" (ie moody with jots of words in it). Such orrussions can’t have been
decided on purely in order to fool those who would saddle hum with their
axpectations. Every producer who works with Dylan talks of tracks which
hey wanted on an LP that fell vicum at the last moment to his veto.
Someumes he's just plain nustaken. He's always contrary. But maybeat's
snly that cussedness that has sustained him thislong.

The early matenal (half of thus collection dates from the first three years
of hisrecording career) is the easlest to read, untramumelled by the facts
and myths of motorcycle crashes. divorces and religious conversions. His =
1963 recital of hus poem about Woody Guthne suggests that he was wise
~otto make thus part of us stage act again. But the likes of Who Killed
Davey Moore. Eternal Circle and Kingspon Town are dazzling,
reverberating with the delight that makes tum such an indubitably great
singer. If singing 1s purely a function of pitch and sustain then Sam Cooke
vould take ail crowns butif it's also the logical extension of the music of
speech and the marufold subtlety thereof. then Bob Dylanis one of the
zhosen. When that delight1s upon um ne can animate and legitinuse the
utest matenal; whenitisn't, when he exchanges the extraordinanly
soulful delivery of Blind Willie McTell for the shrivelled and monotonous
rantof Foot Of Pride. he could sink the bestsong.

There are few weak links on The Bootleg Series. Mostly what's smking, as
~as the case with Biograph, 1s that here s the only arust of lus genezaton
‘whose work never seems 1o date; indeed, most of it umproves with age.
His primunve, instant approach to recording has served um well in that
respect. No More Aucnon Block from 1362 can sit quite convincingly next
"0 1983's Blind Willie McTell. In both cases he manages to sound ageless.
The lessons he learned listerung to Hank Williams, Leadbelly, Odetta and
Robert johnson were the same ones that lus contemporanes were on the
receving end of, but somehow Dylan managed to transcend thewr
:nfluences and incorporate the language of blues, folk and country into
hus own tongue. Then, as the best of the many fascinating examples here
show. he shot it all back with the conviction oi someone who must sing or
explode.# = w

David Hepworth

“If singing is a logical
extension of the music
of speech and the

mamnifold subtlety
thereof, then Bob Dylan
is one of the chosen.”
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30B DYLAN
THE BOOTLEG SERIES VOLUMES

1-3 (RARE & UNRELEASED)

1961-1991
‘Columbiaj
NHAT a vost and fantastic and
inforgettable landscape these songs
ieschB:. Released in anhcipanon af
Jfan's 50th birthday in May, when
all manner of leamed tomes, cntical
‘passessments, lextual anatyses,
‘mibutes and retrospectives are likely fo
Jescend upon us, “The Bootleg Series”

sahand ty packaged set of 58
songs, availoble as a three (Ds, three
cassettes or five album box set,
accomponied by a highly-informanve
56 puge booklet detailing the ongins
of ecch track, {ucidly presented by
John Bauldie, the celebrated n
completist and editor of the Dylan
fanzine, The Telegraph.

'¥'s an awesome collection, a kind of
nheaven for Oylan fans, thot
2xasperated breed who over the last
few years have struggled to come to
rerms with his fierce unpredictobility,
the relentless perversity of his often
questionable carees moves, those
people who affer the apparent
embarrassments of “Knocked Out
Loaded” and “Down in The Groove”
breathed a collective sigh of refief ot
e appearance of “Oh Mercy”, oniy
‘o throw up their hands in horror atthe
nuch-maiigned and unfairly freated
‘Under The Red Sky”.

“The Bootleq Series”, however, can
surety only increase our regard for

Oylan’s phenomenal indusiry, the epic
scope of his creative achievements, the
riot of his waking mind and
subterranean dreams, that
simultaneously offers us beguiling
insights into the kinefic restlessness of
Sis seemingly inexhaustible

' Inkrhon.

Uniike the eurlier “Riograph”
compkation, which sim:g:olleded
together a frove of pr eviously
unrelecised out-takes and rare
material, “The Bootleq Seres” is
srdered chronologically. S0 we startin
1961 with “Hord Times in New York
City”, an atmospherically scratchy
home recording made in a Minnesota
hoted room just after Dylan's first
a rances on the Greenwich
Village folk scene, the success of which
the song wryly celebrates, and end
with the magisterial hum of “Series Of
Dreams”, one of the tracks cutfrom
"Ch ' ko the conskierable
chogrin of Danief Lanois, thatalbum’s
influennal producer.

In between, there are all manner of

snexpected treasures - among them
siano-1ed publishing demos of “When
The Ship Comes In” and “The Times
They Are A-Changin’”, an acoustic
version ot ' Subterranean Homesick
3lues ', a renearsal tape of “Like A
Rolling Stone”, done in waltz ime, the
sriginat versions of a cluch of songs
rom “Blood On The Tracks”, and
sountiful out-takes from “Infidels”.
nciuding the devastating 'Blina Willie
McTell” - many of which have unni
aow been unavailable to even e
most fervent Dylan archivists.

The first 25 tracks here cover the
seriod from 196 1-1963, 17 of which
are out-takes from Dylan’s first three
aibums {nine from “Freewheeiin’”
aloner. Dykan wos almost
unbelievably prolific during this fime.
'n 1962, he signed with Witmark
ublishing, the prestigious publishing
wouse. When the controd expired
hree years later, Witmark hoa
sublished 237 Dylan nfles - some
30I1ng Dy anyone's shandards.

Jescnbing any of the trocks on this
:ollection as merely “out-takes * does
‘hem a serious disservice, makes them
sound somehow inferior fo wnat has
sreviously been officially released.
“he roct is that at times Oylan was
wmiting so much, so fast, there often
ustwasn tenough room fo
accommodate everything he was
sroducing. When you listen ro
omething as phenomenal as. say,

et Me Die in My footsteps . you
~onder naw the f*** 't couid’ve been
>mirted from ‘Freewheelin . Then
rou discover it was replaced at the tast
ninute oy a new Dylan song catled ‘A
4ara Rain’s A-Gonna fFall”, and you
jaspaiittle. Youiisten similarty 1o the

hilling “Seven Curses”, a cooily
erocious indiciment of a venal,
noraily corruptjudicial system twhich

e Birmingham Six might care now o
send to Lord Justice Lane with a
~equest for his comments), and you
~onder why it wasn't made available

Jecodes eartfier. Then you realise g tive
+ersion was originally infended for the

‘Bab n in Concert” album that

~as deleted from Columbia’s

«hedules when Dylan refumed from

‘urope 1n June, 1964, andintwo

Tantic nights in New York recorded

' Another ide...”

One of the rarest tracks incduded here

s a version of a song called “Fareweil

sngelina”, which was onginally

-ecorded by Joan Boez n 1965, but

1ad been thought until now never 1o

1ave been done by Dylan himseit. This

nesmerisingly poignant performance

s indisputably one of the highlights of

tre collection ond an important

ristorical link between Oylan's
roditionally-based songwriting and

A

he aelirious, looding word of
Highway 61" [itse'l"f?epmsepfl:!]gd here
v the cunous early take of “Like A
lolling 3tone’, a pumping version of

't Takes A Lot To Laugh, It Takes A
“ainioCry” andthe ity hilarious

:ffing plucs improvisations of “Sitfing
dn A Borbed Wire Fence”) ond

Jlonde On Blonde”, The oui-takes
rom the iatter include o beautiful.
jhosty rehearsal take on “I'l| Keeo it
Aith Mine” (written in 1964, and
:overed by Nico on “Chelsea Girls ™)
and “She’s Your Lover Now” [re-
~mitten years later by Etvis Costello as
"I Hope You're Happy Now), which 1s
rowldingly splenetic until the cut
‘ollapses in some disarray when
Iylan fumbles the words fo the last
cgushc verse,

The callection’s middle ground is
occupied by a variety of out-tokes
rom ‘New Moming”, “The Basement
Tapes” and “Planet Waves”. In any
sther arcumstances, we could happify
\pend soime time discussing them. But
+is section of “The Bootleq Series s
dominated by the original versions of
four tracks from “Blood On The
Trocks”,

Dylan completed the first droft of this
album in New York in September,
1974. Howeves, listening back to the
topes in Minnesoto over Christras,
Dylan became increasingly
dissatisfied with what he was
iistening to ond decided to re-work
some ot the material. The results of his
dromatic reassessment of the onginal
aibum and the revisions he made to 1t
can be heard here for the first time.
Orve of the changes was presumably
a straighiforward substitution - the
walding “Call Letter Blues” being
-epiaced by the very similar “Meet
Me In The Maming”.

Other songs, though, were radically
re-thought. “# You See Her, Say
Hefle” survived almost intact, butas
you |l hear, both “Tangled Up In
Blue * and “dict Wind” veere
drasticaily rewrttten, Tha versions
here also acompletely different
emotional emphasis. They are olmasr
wistfully resigned, weary and
Ot |, paricularly “Idiot Wind”,
Here, there s litle of the seething
disgust of “Blood On The Tracks” or
the iver;:r‘sionon 1976's “Hard
Rain”. the lumpy belligerence of
which is recalled here on the brawling
“Seven Days”, also recorded during
e Rodling Thunder tour, whase
axclamatory tone 10 some extent
anticipates the miilont evangedism of
Dylan’s so-called religious miloqy of
“Slow Tramn Coming”, “Saved” and
“Shot Of Love”.

Because he's never much pandered
"o public expectations, every new
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nrecnen ylan s music nas pursuea
‘as oeen contennous. aut these
1bums prosabty remain the most
‘ontroversial and misunderstooa of
3is career. Robert Shelton, author of
ne mndispensibie Oylan viograpny
"No Direchon Home . thinks they
;ontain some of Dylan’s best-ever
nusic. Sut s has been a lonery
.ypportve voice,

Yastly, these records are dismissea
25 the apocatypnc ranfings of o
selated Chnshan convert whase sou
s>eiongs unconditionaily to the Lora.
ut these were never 1Ust simple-
ninded songs of praise thow couid
nyone reasonanly write off the
:xtroordinary dramane hyperooie of

Angeiing . a “Shot Of Love * ur-
ake, with such unthinking disdoin 2},
As the desperarely moving solo demo
o ‘Svery Grain Of Sand” o
1eortstoppingly demonstrates,
dvian staith s rested af every urn oy
sounts and fears.

Jvian s concepnon of the word s "ar
Tom benign - withess the ogonising
jark-night-of-the-soul runiinanons or
"Lord Protect My Child” . he sitonv of
vorrors thot rnoke uo ‘Foor Of Prige '
s the unbeiievatie sense of isoiation
ind inacequacy conveved by the
arrowing ‘Blind Willie McTeil” ™e
atter1s one of Dvian s grectesiever
-ongs, whose release ne nas unn
'ow mysternously refused to sancnon
and it dominates the hinal third of this
set, which ends with the majestic.
sndefeated glory of “Senes Of
Jreams”.

Jylan s sheer recklessness, his
<ceming inability to recognise or
sckinowledge what has oeen nis pest
vork over the lost decade and mayve
nore, nas meant that his reputanion
'as sutfered. Some of these wounds
save doubtless peen self-inflicted.
dthers have been the resultof
nisguided prejudice, slock
secceptions about the nature of his
‘reanve imparofives, whiat diives nan
1ardest as E‘;hugg‘es with the
surden of what the American winte:
Paul Seydor, writing in an unrelated
context about Sam Peckinpah, has
descnbed as, “A reputation
~ecklessly made and now
courageously sustained, and the
weanness of frying fo live up to iteven
3s he longs to be nd of it.”

For alot of pecole, even
sccasionally his most ardent
admirers, Dylon too often during the
Seventies and Fighties hit too many
wrong nofes. But when, as is most
often the case on this formidable
relecse, Dylon is on song, he makes
every waking moment sing.

Happy birthday, men.

ALLAN JONES

BOBDYLAN

‘The Bootleg Series

Volume i-H’ g
(Columbla)

.............. esssmesscasacnsoneatsedroes

DYLAN'S BIG mistake was not
dying in that motorcycle accident;
sure, we'd never have heard 'Blood
On The Tracks', but it would have:
spared us shit like 'Hearts Of Fire',
Renaldo And Clara’, ‘Under The:
Red Sky’ and his conversion tor
Chnistianity. i

The downside, of course, is that:
the  so-callea  'Dylanologists’
tyeuch) of this world would be:
doubly active and fanatical, since
the legend that Dylan was “thes
spokesman of his generation”, "3
poet” and "messizh’ would have
been preserved in stone. Of late,
however he's shown himself to be a
total and utter dickcheese, whe
cares nothing for his fans, even les
for his music — so that even the mo
committed Dylan obsessives ha
seen that the emperor's ne
clothes consist entirely of holes.

Of course, let's not forget that
did write the odd classic song o
two and at his best — roughly fro
'Another Side Of Bob Dylan’ 1o
‘Blonde On Blonde’ - there was
nobody to touch him; not The
Stones, not The Beatles, not The Byrds and not The
Doors.

This album 15 a 58 track collection of out-takes and
alternative versions, most of which have, at some time
or another, turned up on the plethora of Dylan
bootlegs that have emerged over the years and been
the sole preserve of the Dylanologist. This is hopefully
the first three of many such bootlegs made official,

Tha first album opens with ‘Hard Times in New Yark
Town', recorded in 1961 in 2 hotel room in
Minneapolis, following his first visit to New York. It's
hardly a hint that this is the same man who'd take the
world by storm— indeed apart from its curiousity value
it dossn‘t have much going for it at ail.

This collection is by way of a companion piecs to the
1985 Dylan collection ‘Biograph' and was also
compiled by Jeff Rosen. There is also an excellent
bookdet by John Bauldie, Dylan obsessed editor of
fanzine The Telegraph, which goes into details about
the tracks, their recording and circumstances.

Fifty per cant of this is essential for the committed
Dylaitolagist. Thers are somae incredible out-takes
from The Freewheelin’ Bob Dylan’, ‘Highway 61
Revisited' and 'Bloade On Blonde' - notably the
flawed but othenwize absolutely astonishing out-take
‘She's Your Lover Now', recarded with band in 1966 -
as well as alternative versions, like the waltz-time
rehearsal version of ‘Like A Rolling Stone’, recorded
for the benaefit of the musicians wha eventually played
on it, and an acoustic version of ‘Subterranean
Homesick Blues'.

Much, however, is unremarkable — particularly the
out-takes from ‘Blood On The Tracks', suggesting
there was potential there for a real duffer of 3 double
LP. :

Howaver, the last track ends the collection on a high
note. ‘Series Of Dreams’ dates fram the ‘Oh Mercy’
sessions, which was certainly Dylan's Indian summer LP
and possibly due in no small part to Daniel Lancis. An

intense, haunting song, it reminds us that the old
duffer was capable of greatness, and begs the
question - maybe he still is? TU
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HREE CDS, FIFTY-EIGHT
tracks, nearly four hours
of music — the first three
volumes of The Bootleg
Series stand solidly on
their own terms as an essental smement
of the breadth of Bob Dvlan's artistic
achievement This collecnon s obviously
not where a pewcomer to Dylan — who-
ever such a person might be — should be-
g These songs ~ outtakes from albums,
alternanve versions of well-known and less-
es-known twnes, the occasional live track,
desnes Dvhan recorded tor fus nusic pub-
lisher 50 hus songs could e ransenbed and
made avatlable @ oder aross — are nex bus

greatest Inss or his most wdksennal work.
They do not even demansate a definite
creatme progress, a3 do the soogy on Bio-
aph — despaz the absrdly aonfused chro-
nology of thar earber collecnan.

No, the tracks on The Bootleg Semes
document the blue highways of Dylan's
tmaginanon, the paths not tken, the back
toads dhat sometmes amn paralle] w0 and
sometomes veer away from the mam road
- sangs from a planned live album that
got scutrled, songs that seemed old-fash-
ioned after fresher impulses gripped Dy-
lan’s restdess soul. songs wo samilar to or
wo ddferent from other songs on a parncu-
far album, sketches that never quite as-
sumed full character, With the help of John
Bauldie's excellenr liner nores — detailed
without berig obsessive, pwerpreave without
being bullymg, apprecatve without beng
fawning — listeners can get a distinet feel
from tus set for the bmds of deosans dhat
make 2 song or shape a career.

P The Boodeg Sener by no means re-
quircs such specialized ngerest in ex-
change for 1s pleasures. Hearing the
songs without any reference to cheir
standing in the Dylan canon is a spell-

inding expenience. In fact, 1t could cven
temporanly diminish one's enjoyment of a
song like "Rambling, Gainbling Willie” -
even as & deepens one's undersanding of
Dylan —~ 0 ino cat the nme was pulled
from The Freenheeln’ Bob Dvim so that
"Bob Dylan’s Dream” epuld be included
on the album. Withour quesnon, "Bab
Dylan's Dream” - a dask, woubling re-
flecoon on innacence forever lost — 1 the
the companson Is imporax only © the
most dedicated Dylan followers. More
casual fans can sunply be swepe up o dhe
exuberant spnt Dylan brings o dhe out-
law ballad of "Rambling, Gambling Wil-
lie” and enjoy the charming innocence
that Dylan, who was all of twenty-one ac
the time, felt he had

Beyond that, some of the perform-
ances on The Bootleg Series are just exera-
ordinary, up to the standard of Dylan's
most ned momenn on record. The
conmadsctory emotons - longeng, bitter-
nesy, affecnon, resignason — that mform
Dylan's wocld-weary rendering of
"Mama, You Been on My Mind." an
outtake from Brmgmg It All Bk Home,
will be farmliar o anyone who has been
haunted by 2 former lover. T'm st whis-
rermg w my»lf, s0 I can't prevend dhat 1
don't know,” he sings, lerung his pride
slip and his honesty show, his vosce lag-
ging dreamily behind his own tempo on
acoustic guitar. "Mama, you're on my
mind.” Another outake from Baging ft All
Back Home — the poetic “Farewell, Ange-
lina” 2 surreal meditation on leaving love
behind — is equally transporting. On
the arresting "Blind Willie McTell)” re-
corded with Dylan on piano and Mark

on guiar during de 1983 ses-

sions for Infidels, Dylan transforms an
oblique celebranaon of a dead bhues maseer
meo a stark, exsiennal indictment of de
empaness of life o the modern wodd.

Dylan's political aspect is also well
represented on The Bootleg Series. Re-
corded in 1962, "Let Me Die in My

paranoia. On a similar but lighter note,
“Talkan' John Birch Paranoid Blues,” re-
r:m.ird9 h\:k::m! Hall, m New York,
in 1963, the lingering vesoges of
McCartdnaim in Amch:gca.mlgnd Dylan's
rendition of the slave spirinial "No More
Auction Blodk” from a 1962
at the Gaslight Café, in New York's
Greermach Village, 1 metng; he would La-
er aclzpe che nme's medody for "Blowan’ n
the Wind® "Man an the Streer” and "Onlv
a Hobo," which, in a better wodld, might
E\;:‘elyDVs;lm like sendmencal holdovers
s fascnanion wich Depression-
era ballads, take on an unserding contempo-
rary resonance, given the problem of home-

Meanwhile, Dylan the rocker steps
forward on a torrid version of "Seven
Days,” recorded live in Tampa on the 1976
Rolling Thunder tour, as well as on due ar-
dendy sensual "Need a Woman,” an out-
ke from Shat of Love, and "Foot of Pride,
a blistering track left over from Irgfidets. Gui-
arist Michael Bloomfield tears mto a faster
alternate version of "It Takes a Lot to
Laugh, It Takes a Train to Cry” from the
sessions for Highwety 61 Reviswed, while Dy-
lan and the Band, then known as the
Hawks, shake up the acerbic "She’s Your
Lover Now," recorded during the 1966
sessions for Blonde on Blonde.

Finally, however, The Boodeg Series is
not about the rockers, splendid as those
tracks are. With two exceptions ~ one be-
ing Dylan's netvous, moving recital of
one of his poems, “Last Thoughts on
Woody Guthrie,” at a 1963 New York
concert, the other being a song on which
he is jotned by a second, unidentified gui-
tarist — the first twenty-eight tracks on
on acoustc guitar or o
uf&zodumdud\emmmm mﬂﬂz
spare. Indeed, Dylan's vocals often take
on the contemplative quality of someone

These songs, then, are testamerz © an
Wnn\.gkmbrhgnzﬁagmu-
perence, w an artist searching for a persan-
al voice that can take the measure of an
emodan and 3 tme, W that voice rising ©
say what & needs © say. Traveling the hid-
den byways charted on The Boodeg Senss,
Dylan found his voice, and it's inspiring ©
hear & nng 30 true now, m all &3 starrs and
hesitations, its yeammgs and disappoint-
menes ~ m all s wiumphs. [ ]
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Years of
Singing

& they put
youina
boxed set

Bup, Dlan -
The Buotleg Sessions 1961-1991
tEolumbiag

IKE JACKR MCHOLSON SAYS, AS
longas Bob Dylan’s alive he's
the greitest living songwriler.
Just when vou start to forget it
something like this comes
along: three howrs and 50 min-
utes of 37 previously unre-
—_leased Inlan tracks, a high per-
venlage of which are top-noteh. [
ashedt Jell Rosen. the man whao
compiled and produced this collee-
tion, why two ol my faverite Dylan
ubseurities  weren't inchuded.
Rosen opened a closetdilled with
= Cissetes Al {lie ratSeena

Dylairs penple—and Dylan’
record company—agree that it’s
time to start putling this stuff out,
but there's so much of it. They've
started with this three-CD, three-
cassette hox of unavailable songs,
spiced up with a few drastically dif-
ferent early versions of hits (“Like
a Rolling Stone™ as a piano waltz, a
solo folkie “Subterranean llome-
sick Blues™). And the stull is
superh. By running in chronologi-/
cal order Bootleg Sessions avoitls
the odd juxtapositions that inade
listening to Hiograph, Dylan’s pre-

s e tisenpteerting,

Lot ot space 1s mven o sonss om A slan's tnlk
Jernd, Dvlan made four acouste albums belore
switehme o rock 0"l in 1963, and the 28 acous-
tie semgs here are vers nearly the equal of those
fonr L.Ps. Certaindy there is nothing among Dylan's
arevious recordings of traditional folk sones to
+nual the beautv of this version of “Moonshiner.”

\nd how rome his guntar plaving was so much
netter tn his folkie days than it has heen since?)
fust as umpressive is Dylan’s 1963 concert recita-
nnn of his poem “Last Thoughts on \Woody
Guthnie.” “Moonshiner” shows Dylan doesnt need
his lyrics to be great and “Last Thoughits...” shows
that, even stripped of music, his poetry has enor-
NMOUS POwer,

There are four tracks here from the original.
nnreleased Blood on the Tracks sessions, two of
which are more emotionally open than anything
that ended up on that album. With lines like “The
‘luldren crv for mother. [1ell thein mother took a
trip,” “Call Letter Blues™ is like peeking through a
kevhole. A stark, acoustic version of “Idiot Wind™
puts the familiar one to shame. The Blood on the
Tracks version was Dvlan railing and wailing and
we could. in those \aterzate/Saigon days, choose
1o hear it as a general indictment of collapsed obli-
zations. This version offers no such possibility. It is
hleak and confessional: *Ladvkillers load dice on
me while imitators steal me blind... You can have
the hest there is but it's gonna cost you all you love.”

Also remarkable is “Blind Willie MeTell.”

recorded in 1983 and left off Infidels Lo the horror of
producer/guitarist Mark Knopfler. The song is
haunted—Dvian reinvenung the lonely knowledge
of the blues in his own mature voice. *Blind Villie
\eTell” coudd only have been made by a man who
had alreadv mastered Lhe tradition of “Moonshin-
er,” the poetry of “Last Thoughts on Woody
Guthne™ and the bare grief of “ldiot \Wind.” And
wha, after all that. had kept eoing.
" There are many here among us, good people
and sincere music lovers among them. who wouid
rather pass a kidney stone than listen to four hours
2f Boh Drvlan lefovers. But for the rest alus. the
power of Dylan's creatons 1s almost overshadowed
in the fierceness of his creaovity. The sheer volume
of gond stull is staggerine. [t's like that big Picasso
show in New York in 1979. They emptied out the
whole \etropolitan museim and filled every oom
with Picasso paintings. \fler a few hours vour braun
was smoking. Of course. there were days when
Picasso just scribbled a flowwer on a napkin, stuck a
“P." on it and laughed about how much money that
napkin was now warth, Dylan’s sold us smine doo-
dles, too.

But not ton many,and not here. Here Dylan
~erms, more than ever. like Picasso. like John
Coltrane. Like he's operating not so much on a
higher level as on a dilferent trajectory than other
artists. Like the talent moves faster than the man.
Hero worship is for children: Dyvlan the personis

nol santor superman. But music is there {or any-
e 1o hegr—and tocaul b oo smuse gl B

hian great s to he abon o — NI Flanaean
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From the Dylan Archives,

By JON PARELES

VERY MODERN  MUSICIAN
leaves a trall of tape, most of it the
scraps of {alse starts, missed notes
and technical flaws; now and then,
a whole song is discarded. Oniy a

few perfarmers have spurred the kind of
devotion that would make anyone comb
through the detritus, but since the 1960's Bob
Dylan has been one of them. His official
releases were revelatory, his concerts made
the studio recordings seem tame, and espe-
cially during the 1960's, his songwriting was
so prolific that regular albums couldn’t con-
tain all of it. As Mr. Dylan cultivated his
enigma, fans wanted more.

Every so often, they get it, either by taking
chances on bootlegged recordings or waiting
for Columbia Records, which owns Mr. Dy-
lan's entire catalogue, to dip into the ar-
chives. In 1975, Columbia finally released
"“The Basement Tapes,”’ which had been re-
corded in Saugerties, N.Y., by Mr. Dylarn and
the Band while he was recovering from his
1966 motorcycle accident; in 1985, it released
‘'Biograph,"” a thematic five-LP set of hits,
live recordings and collectors’' items.

_Now there’s more: “The Bootleg Series,
Volumes 1-3'" (Columbia 47399; all three
formats), a new, roughly chronological selec-
tion of songs Mr. Dylan either never re-
leased, wrote for others, withdrew or re-
shaped. It's a grab bag with about one CD’s
worth of keepers amid the deserved rejects.

“The Bootleg Series’’ doesn’t bring any
startling new information to Mr. Dylan’s
collected works. (Among the official ex-boot-
legs, it is dwarfed by the casual, profound
riddles of '*The Basement Tapes,'' one of the
best rock albums ever made.) “The Bootleg
Series'’ is for obsessive fans; it {ills in de-
tails, reveals misfires and dead ends, and
makes public some missing links in Mr.
Dylan’s artistic evolution. With liner notes
that point out sources and resemblances,
“The Bootleg Series'’ demystifies Mr. Dylan,
showing that even a genius borrows a lot and
works through rough drafts.

It also points up Mr. Dylan’s continuing
fascination with vengeance and retribution.
From early songs like "Who Killed Davey
Moore?'’ and ‘'‘Seven Curses'' to 1980's Chris-
tian pronouncements like **'Foot of Pride,” he
has been more likely to distrust and de-
nounce other people than to sympathize with
them. Now and then, he drops the venom for
a love song dedicated to women who, some-
how, never seem ta talk back.

The first volume, {rom Mr. Dylan's days as
a coffeehouse guitar-picker in 1961-63, shows
him adapting and personalizing old songs.
1t’s a glimpse of a Greenwich Village, where
performers would pass around songs they
might have heard on a 1930's country-blues
album or picked up from a British folk-song
anthology. Amid outtakes from *‘The Free-
wheelin’ Bob Dylan” and demo tapes he
made for his publishers, the first volume
includes the song that gave its opening
phrase to the melody of “Blowin’ in the
Wind'’: ‘“No More Auction Block," a song of
{reed slaves. In other songs, Mr. Dylan tries
out guitar patterns and vocal inflections that
would reappear on his official releases.

Mr. Dylan's own versions of "Quit Your
Low Down Ways,” ‘‘Let Me Die in My Foot-
steps’’ and “Wailinn' Down the Line" are
finaily, deservedly, in print. There are also
dated lesser efforts, ltke "'Talkin' Bear Moun-
tain Picnic Massacre Blues,” a version of
“The Times They Are a-Changin’ '’ accom-
panied on piano instead of guitar, and an
anomaly Dylan collectors have long prized:
“Last Thoughts on Woody Guthrie," a long,
unaccompanied poem, a flood of words, that
has as much to do with Mr. Dylan's world-
shaking ambitions as with Guthrie.

The selection from the mid-1960's is frus-
trating. From 1964 to 1966, Mr. Dylan trans-
formed rock with visionary'lyrics, corrosive
singing and his own kind of electric blues.
That brief, revolutionary period, when each
line seemed to risk everything, was cut short
in 1966 by the motarcycle accident, leaving
three albums (‘'Bringing It All Back Home,”
“Highway 61 Revisited” and '‘Blonde on
Blonde'') and memories of fierce live shows
(a few selections appeared on ‘‘Blograph’’).

From Mr. Dylan's best years, ‘“The Boot-
leg Series'’ delivers mostly duds: a dull solo
version of “Subterranean Homesick Blues,"’
a painfu! waltz version of “Like a Rolling
Stone’* and a turgid "'I'll Keep It With Mine."
“Sitting on a Barbed-Wire Fence'' is a prom-
ising lyric that was abandoned before it got a
melody; the backhanded ‘*She's Your Lover
Now'’ is barely more finished. Only “If You
Gotta Go, Go Now," briefly released on a
single in 1967, and a wry basement-tapes
song, *‘Santa Fe,” live up to their vintage.

In later years, Mr. Dylan couid still sling
epiphanies now and then, and "*The Bootleg
Series'* brings new ones to light: the jealous
“Call Letter Blues," recorded in 1974, the
raucous ‘‘Seven Days’’ from 1976 and the
affectionate yet patronizing ‘‘Angelina’

Rough Drafts, Missing Links

from 1980. But on most of the songs
from the 1970's and 1980's, the record-
Ings grow more professional and the
singing becomes more mannered and
less expressive as the inspiration
thins out. [n 1975, Mr. Dylan sounded
playful in homey songs like “‘Golden
Loom’ and ‘*Catfish.”

But with his conversion to Christ;-
anuity in 1872 his imagery grew hol-
lower while his singing began to par-
udy 1tsell. The gentle demo version of
“Ewvery Grain of Sand” (with a dog
barking in the background) and the
galloping "“You Changed My Life"
suggest the pain and confusion that
Mr. Dvlan’s new faith answered, but
the clichés pile up,

Mi. Dyvlan teased listeners on his
1980's albums, tossing a few good
songs amid endless throwaways, and
a few of his rejects — like a desolate
elegy for "Blind Willie McTell’" and
“Tell Me," a lighthearted singles-bar
conversation — outdo songs he chose
to release. But where Mr. Dylan’s
music had fomented generations of
tmitators, in the 1980's he was imitat-
ing them, in a scrapped version of
“When the Night Comes Falling
From the Sky'' that uses E Street
Band members to recreate a Bruce
Springsteen crescendo and in the U2-
style arrangement that marches be-
hind ‘*Series of Dreams."”

*The Bootleg Series’ scrapes by
with just enough worthwhile redis-
coveries Lo tantalize Dylan fans. One
question it raises is whether there's
other material in the archives that
has more spark but might not meet a
CD compiler's standards for sound
quality. Until Columbia decides to try
another set — how about ‘‘Bob Dylan
Live: 1961-1991"'? — fans can either
search through real bootlegs or won-
der: Is that all there is? ]
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face here for the tirst e,
Bob Dylan At st for mstance, we hear Farewell
. g e Qraree Ve ] Angeling’, o wem fnterto only heard
BoorLes Seriks Vors 1-3 dwough the medum of his erstwhile
COLUNBIA consort Juun Bics There's an acoustic
subterranean Homesick Blues', o one
fi Bab Disiany's more recently recorded verse prne dento of - Like A Rolhing
atput has prompted the suspresn thil St the legendary She's Your Lover
Ins Bevead powers may be on the wane, Now’, not o menton the sublinie and ot
Uns astomshing (reasure trove of previ- called-for (ot least m these columns)

ously anavalable maternal provides a

stunning renmnder of the sweep and
quitlity of an unmatched arustic career.
The ‘Bootleg Series” may nat be a boot-
lex, but nor 1s it your ustal retropsective
box-set trawl through the artist's al- |
ready published work. From top to bot-
tom this 3-CD set, close on four hours of
it. cumprises previously unissued songs,
or unissued {and often startlingly differ-
ent, revelatory) takes of famihar ones,
Much has only previously been available
on less than hi-fi quality bootlegs and
some songs, wrapped in greatness, sur-

Positively Bootleg

# BoB DYLAN’S The Bootleg Series Vols. 1-3 (Rare and
Unreleased) 1961-1991 (Columbia; 3 CDs, 3 tapes, or 5

LPs) starts simply. In a Minnesota hotel room in 1961, the :

20-year-old Dylan, sounding like one of Woody Guthrie’s

lost sons, sings a derivative ramblin'-gamblin’ folk ballad :
in a flat, nasal |

called “Hard Times in New York Town”
voice. But over the course of 57 more
songs—rare studio and live recordings. all
of them previously unissued and many long
considered classics among collectors of
hootleg tapes—the kid grows up. We hear
him gain confidence as a traditional
folksinger, write angry topical songs, gin-
gerly branch out into more personal
themes, discover the bracing electricity of
rock & roll, take it to its neurotic brink, re-
treat in confusion, renew his sense of pur-
pose, discover the Lord, and spend the past 10 or so years
in an often uninspired search for the Muse.

The story has been told on records before, through the
career-spanning songs on the 1985 Dylan box Biograph.

But with its deluge of unheard tracks and alternate ver- :

sions of old favorites, The Bootleg Series freshens the tale.

To be sure, the idea of a Dylan rarity doesn't have quite
the from-the-mount aura it once did, especially given his :

erratic output of the past decade. The Bootleg Series,

though, makes one appreciate this strange, charismatic :
monument all over again. Gems tumble out one after an- |

nther. and before you know it you barely remember Dy-
lan’s puzzling, in-a-fog cameo at this year's Grammys.

‘Nabody Can 3ing The Blues Like Blind
Willie McTell', And then there's *When
The Night Comes Falling” with Sly and
Roubbie and members of the [ Strect
BBand, the gorgeous “Angelina’ (no rela-
tion) and, at long, long last, “Talkin' John
Birch Society Blues', the banning of
which prompted Dyian’s walkout from
the Ed Sullivan Show all those years
ago. And there's another 50 or so you've
probably never heard before spanning
the entire career from 1961 to '8Y. Simply
awesome,

Audrew Bell

As you might expect, many of the album’s stunners come
1 from the early '60s: self-righteous protest songs (“Who
i Killed Davey Moore?” and “When the Ship Comes In"),
frisky white-boy blues (“Quit Your Low Down Ways"), hoo-
tenanny humor (“Talkin’ John Birch Paranoid Blues™.
. What you may not expect is the high quality of the out-
takes from his controversial 1979-83 born-again phase. On
! bristling tracks such as the pop-gospel “You Changed My
Life” and the raunchy blues “Need a Woman,” both from
1981, Dylan holds desperately onto his faded genius with
both hands and succeeds, despite a voice
that's clearly the worse for wear. The same
goes for the Infidels outtake “Blind Willie
McTell,” a spare, apocalyptic chronicle of a
decaying planet that reveals Dylan's con-
tinued flashes of insight. if not his decision-
making skills regarding his own records.
The throbbing heart of this edition of
The Bootleg Series (future volumes are
planned) is its middle third. Spanning 1963
; to "74. its 20 songs vividly return you to a
_ time when Dylan walked it like he talked it: cool. distanced,
i sardomc, yet charged with seething emotions. The gentle
- “acoustic balladeer of “Mama. You Been on My Mind” (1964)
. gives way to the scathing folk rocker of “She’s Your Lover
Now,” a 1966 Blonde on Blonde outtake that captures Dy-
' lan in all his snide glory. Finally, there are alternate ver-
sions of songs from the 1974 Blood on the Tracks sessions.
On that album both “Idiot Wind” and “Tangled Up in Blue”
© are bitter and angry—recorded bile. In these earlier takes
the songs about failed relationships sound sad and resigned,
yet they’re every bit as powerful as the versions we al-
. ready know. The resuits are revelatory—like the bulk of
\ The Bootleg Series itself. A —David Broune
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Dylan
discs
for the
record

By LEE JESKE

N 1969 — while Bob Dylan, then

28, sat in semi-retirement in
Woodstock, N.Y., (recovering,
they said, from a 1967 motorcycle
accident) — a cheesy-looking
doutble album called “The Great
White Wonder" was surrepti-
tiously released.

Sold in the back bins of record
shops, available in a blank white
sleeve, '"The Great White
Wonder" was a treasure trove for
Dylan fans, whose habits had
been unfed since 1966's landmark
“Blonde on Blonde."

“The Great White Wonder" con-
tajined remarkable recordings of
Dylan circa 1962 — singing old
folk songs and several f{ine unre-
leased originals — and a slab of
the rumored "“basement tapes,”
new Dylan songs recorded in
Woodstock with a group that was
about to make a splash as The
Band.

The album created an Industry
— record bootlegging — and set
Dylan fans on the trail of a seem-
ingly endless supply of illicit re-
cordings: more “basement
tapes,” -dozens of unreieased
early Dylan originals, and hours
of live recordings.

This week, Bob Dylan is bring-
ing those bootlegs all back home.

“Bob Dylan: The Bootleg Series
Volumes 1.3 (Rare & Unre-
leagsed) 1961-1991" — a three-CD,
58-aong set — is out on Columbla.
It's the third time Dylan has
bootlegged the bootleggers: “The
Basement Tapes” came out in
1975 and the 1983 career retro-
spective, “Blograph,” included a
smattering of rarities.

P
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For Dylan collectors, this new
set offers dozens of old friends in
the best possible sound; for those
new to the material, it adds tur-
ther proof of Bob Dylan's singu-
lar genius, particularly in those
five prolific years before his mo-
torcycle went into its skid.

Despite the “1961-1991" [n the ti-
tle, this chronological set doesn't
attempt  revisionist  history,
doesn't try to make the case that
the Dylan of the past 20 years has
often approached the brilllance
of the Dylan of the '60n.

The first 34 tracks — 23 unre-
leased Dylan originals, five alter-
nate takes and six traditional
folk songs — were recorded in
Just over four years, irom iate '81
to early '66. The final 24 songs —
13 originals and 7 alternates —
cover the past 25 years,

There are few surprises here,
even for those who don't know the
bootlegs: most of the lyrics are in
the book "Bob Dylan: Lyrics
1962-1985." But that doesn't make
the early material any less vi-
brant.

Dylan was a great interpreter
of folk music In those years, and
his own songs sprang naturally
from the mix of wit and indigna-
tlon that informed the songs of
hisidol, Woody Guthrie,

o

WHITE WONDER: Dylan the
folk musician in 1963.

There's the flashing sense of
humor (since, apparently, lost)
of "“Talkin' John Birch Society
Blues” and “Rambling, Gam-
bling Willie.” There are blood-
~nyed protest songs, Including
"Who Killed Davey Moore?”
(about a boxer killed in the ring),
“The Walla of Red Wing" (about
a hellish reform school) and “Let
Me Die in My Footsteps."

And there are love songs,
among them the sad and beauti-
tul “Mama. You Been on My
Mind.” There's even a well-
turned poem, "Last Thoughts on
Woody Guthrie.”

With informative liner notes by
Dylan authority John Bauldle —
who identifies the traditional folk
melodies Dylan appropriated for
his original songs — the acoustfs
material should have been given
ita own set.

Since plans are for this series to
continue (with live material, in-
cluding the galvanizing 1966
Royal Albert Hall concert with
The Band, promised next), it
would have made sense to be less
wide-ranging here. There are
dozens of still-unreleased songs
from those early years and this
first set would have done well to
narrow Ity scope to early, acous-
tle Dylan. Ultimately, it's unfo-
cused.

A second set could have cov-
ered, say, 1966-1976 (from
"Blonde on Blonde” to the
“Rolling Thunder Revue"), with
a third set devoted to the later
material, which does contain a
handful of gems, notably the
lovely "Blind Willie McTell."

The dozen career-spanning ali-
ternate takes here — even the
surprising snippet of “Like a
Nolling Stone” in waltz-time —
are Interesting but rot terribly
reveallng; none are as good as the
released versions and their ap-
peal is mainly to collectors.

Dyvlan, always reluctant to look
backward, obviously didn't want
to concentrate solely on his dis-
tant past. Still, the set puts him in
the awkward position he's been in
for years, having his early work
compared to his recent Norka..

1t decamt hold wp famy in soma
ways, he waa 3o much older then;
he's younger than that now.,
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Bob Dylan Revisited:
Bootlegs and Out-Takes

A three-volume set makes available dozens of recordings never before formally released

By Wayne Robins
HTAFF WRITER
OR THOSE of us who at-
tended s small upstate
college a few miles fiom
where Bob Dylan had re-
trented after a near-fatal
1968 mutercyele necident, the
singer and sengwriter cast an al.
mast supernatural presence. The
"pump’ that didn’t work beeause
‘the vandals took the handie”
from “Subtecrranean Homesick
DBlues” was thought to ba oh our
vampus, where thers had Leen
said to be intermittent Oylan-
sightings in previous years.

A typicol smoke-filled, late-
night dorm-room bhull session
might veer off toward metaphyai-
cal rummations about The Dyl
Suppore there were wn aitzruate
uruverse, wi wondered, mnother
dimension where everything was
similar to ours but not quite the
same. Might there be another Dy.
lan, with a whole bunch of Dylan
songs we had never heard? tln
fact, people were atill wondering
that last month afler Dylan'y less-
than-lucid performance on the
Grammy awards show.)

The release this week of "Bob
Dylan: The Bootleg Serien (Rare
and Linreleased) Volumes 1-3"
{Columbia} 18 in some wayn that
dorm fentssy come true. The
three-CD or threecassette set cov-
ering the enure span of his 30.
year career makea legnlly avaml-
able far the lirst time dozens of
Dylan recardings thalt for some
réason or another were never [or.
mally released. There are out-
takes, live performances, song-
writing demos, rehearsal (apes
snd aitermative versions of 58 Dy
lan songw, same well -knawn, -
erw rarely hesrd before Same of
thew will be lamilizr Lo thasc
who've eollectad Ulack-murket Dy-
lan brotleg albuma over tho yeess
thenze the title). But for ihoss
who were not part of the Dylan underground mumc
industry for the past few decades, “The Bootleg Se-
rea’ ia 8 treagure trove,

The series runs in chronological order, and for me
the moet alluring recordings are among the carliest.
Dylan displays both a scathing wit (“Talkin® Bear
Mountain Pienic Masaacre Blues'') and compazasion
for the dispusscssed that wers to be the halimarks of
his best work. "No More Auction Block” (recorded
live at Greenwich Village's Gaslight Cafe in 1962) was
un adaptation of a 19th-Century Canadian sbolition-
15t song on which Dylan later hased the structure of
"Blowin’ in the Wind.” On a southern pnion song,
“He Wna a Friend of Mine,” Dylan displayed an in-
nate affinity for rural biues with a simple, supple gui-
tar style and unaffected singing. Years later The
Byrds would do their own adnptation of Dylan’s ver-
ston of "He Was a Friend of Mine” and tumn it into a
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W Intarniase 2ad Plodos

Dylan ihe Guindesque troubador In a 1983 performance

tribute to the alain John F. Keanedy.

The most legandary of Dylun’a previoualy hard-to-
find early songs may have been "Talkin' John Birch
Paranoid Blues.” The "talking hluece style wan a
good {it for Dylan’s wry, recitative twang of a vaice —
in this mode he sounds like Harmoenica Frank Floyd,
the former carnivel barker turned country-blues ving-
er. And it allows the pinger for 'taiker'') to editorini-
ize with aly nsides. "Talkin' John Birch Peranoid
Blues' mocked the ultra-night wing organization that
believed America was “better desd than red” and
whose members imagined Communists under cvery
bed. With mocking hyperbole, the Bircher 10 "Para.
noid Blues™ in ahocked to find that there's red in the
Asnertean Nag, and suggesta that even Detsy foas was
a Comnue. The version here was recorded live at Car.
negie Hall in 1963. (There's alnso a very briefl *Talkin’
Hava Negeiah Blues,” which may be Dylan’s only

early allusmon to his Jewish hen.

tage)

Dylan was also scheduled to
sing " Talkin' John Birch Para-
noid Blues” on the Bd Sullivan
show, apparently with Sullivans
encouragement, But a netwnrk
crnsor nixed at, and it was alwg
pulled from “"The Freewheelin’
13ob Dylan'" nn which it was once
seheduled to appear,

The package does not neglect
Dylan's most famous songs.
There's a piano version of “The
Times They Are A-Changin' "’
that makes you grateful that Dy-
Inn's idol wan guitar-strumnung
Woody Guthne and not Viadimir
Haorowitz,

Other (amiliar songs in alter-
nate versions include an acoustic
"“Subterranean Homesick Blues.”
en which Dylan hadn't yet mas-
tered the rapid-fire phrezing of
what would hecome his first great
rock-and-roll record, and a short
rehearsal rendition of *"Like a
Rolling Stone.” Better: a recklesa
and rollicking ‘it Takes a Lot to
Laugh, It Takes & Trmn o Coy™
that cuts the une that made it onto
“Mighway 61 Reviaited."’ And
there's nn excellent rocker called
“Sitting on a Barbed Wire Fence'’
from those 1985 “Highway 61"
BESAIONS.

There are some out-takes from
Dylan’s famed 1967 “Basement
Tapes™ with The Band tincluding
“T Shall Be Released’). though
the best of that matenal has been
released on the cusential *Base-
ment Tapea™ althum. (A notewor-
thy 1966 concert by Dylan with
The Band — when they were
known as The Hawka — at Lon.
don’s Royal Albert Hall wiil also
be released in this senes.)

The final disc 15 apotty: [ don't
know many peopls licking thewr
thops wwiting to hear outi-les
from “inddeis,] taough & D
o bhues minger Blind Widie MeTell
has it mwodest chuu, Bui there
are two great tunea thet dirdn't
make the final cut on the 1975
“Desira” album: The inystical 'Golden Loom ™ and Lhe
wacky country blues “Catfish,” a Lribule to the peer-
leas powers of baseball pitcher Catfinh Hunter.

HE SET FEATURES a booklet with ample

track-by-track information b§ eollector John

Bauldie that iz usefu! when it sticks to the

facts and sycophantic when it conies to eval-

vauon. The "“Bootleg’’ series shouldn't causa
too much revisioniam about Dylan, But as a suppie-
ment to his dorens of other albuma, it thould confirm
Dylan's stature, eapecially dunng his compulsively
productive early vears. [t shows the breadth of hin
musical development. {ram Guthriesque troubndaur
to rock poet to country gentleman to hoary preacher
Lo rock-and-roll elder. And even the secondary songs
here seemn npe for covering by a new generation of
artista. / 11
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By DAVID HINCKLEY
Dauy News Staft Water

BOB DYLAN

“The Bootleg Series Vol. 1-3”
(CBS)

b 8 8 8 ¢

[t took CBS Records and may-
be Bob Dylan himself a long
lime to accept the truth, and
they still haven't taken it all
the way. But the release of
these 58 previously unissued
tracks suggests someone has
finally admitted the vast
and long-running under-
ground market in Dylan out-
takes, live tapes, unreleased
tunes and general noodlings
isn't going to go away, be-
cause it reflects something

L PLAVTIME - |

about both Dylan’'s music
and his fans.

It's good and they like it.

In the same way Dylan con-
certs are often brilliant be-
cause they change songs
around or pull new songs
from left field, these “boot-
leg” recordings are striking
in scope and execution.

If there were any doubt Dy-
lan is the minstrel of this age,
these tapes erase it. No living
performer begins to ap-
proach the range of material
Dylan has sung, and if he is
not the definitive performer
in each genre, he respects all
of it. For all the remoteness
he may cultivate, he never
sings down to the music.

These three CDs are the be-
ginning of a series CBS says
will eventually include other
material obscure and famous,
including the 1966 British

concerts with the Band,|

which remain Dylan's most
powerful live work.

This is wonderful news.
But it's not being done purely
for artistry or altruism. It's
being done because much of
this stuff is out there already
on bootleg albums, tapes and
CDs, with increasingly good

" SOME FRESH TRACKS

YLAN HUNTERS

sound quality. Of the first 34
songs here, covering 1961-66,
31 are available on the 10-LP
bootleg set “10 of Swords,”
with only slight difference in
sound quality.

But then, history isn't the
story here. It's the music,
which takes Dylan from the
breezy early-'60s folk lament
“Hard Times in New York
Town” up through the strong
“Series of Dreams,” an out-
take from the recent *'Oh
Mercy” album.

he first half of the tracks

are almost all solo

acoustic, and lean to-
ward his more melodic work,
from the instrumental rag
“Cough Song” to '30s-rooted
country folk like “Only a
Hobo' and *“*Man on the
Street,”” a reworking of
“Tramp on the Street.”

As he soaked up folk mate-
rial, though, he was also
starting to work out his own
voice — and several of these
tunes are so good the listener
must wonder why they have
remained obscure: the anthe-
mic “Let Me Die in My Foot-
steps,” the desperately bleak
“Mama You Been on My
Mind,” “Farewell Angelina.”

“Angelina” is a crown jew-
el here, a tune previously
known only from Joan Baez’
version amid rumors Dylan
never sung it at all. |

Clearly he did, not only
with rearranged words, but

Simple, basic
stuff he
consistently
does better than
almost anyone.

with another whole verse. It's
a masterful song, kin perhaps.
to “Don't Think Twice.”
There are only a couple of
surprises like that — “Wall-
flower,” which sounds much
like the Doug Sahm take, is
another welcome rarity -
and much of the set is com-
prised of alternate takes or
early working versions of
tunes like “Idiot Wind" (more
pensive lyrics and tone),
“When the Ship Comes In”
(faster, more country), ‘‘Like
a Rolling Stone” (much slow-
er) and “Every Grain of'
Sand.” “Sand” is slowly and
rightly being recognized as
one of Dylan’s finest songs,
though it committed the sin
of being written after 1975.

random collection rather
than a coherent work, and
anything that spans “Talkin’
John Birch Paranoid Blues”
and the bluesy, reflective

I t will be said that this is a

“Blind Willie McTell” — a
Dylan legend that may be a
trifle overrated — clearly

covers a lot of ground.

But that's exactly the point
— and that's exactly why it
does work as a package, and
work splendidly. It's not as
comprehensive us collectors
would like and it may include
some tunes Dylan himself
would prefer to forget, but
whatever the style, whatever
the genesis, Dylan himself is
the thrcad that ties every-
thing together.

His use of words, his sense
of melody and rhythm, his
ability to enhance a song by
the way he sings it. Sinple,
basic stutf he consislently
does belter than almost any-
one. John Bauldie's liner
notes are a first-rate comple-
ment lo first-rate music,
which is a must tor anyone
who likes Dylan and ua nice
package even for tape and
bootleg collectors who witl
already have almost all of it.
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Back pages in a box

Charles Shaar Murray

AT IS the ultimate
badge of status for the
rock star who has

cvervthing? llaving a guitar
named after you helps — at
firic Claplon’s recent series of
Blues Evenings at the Royal
AMbert Hall, four of the five
featured guitarists (Robert
Cray, Albert Collins, Buddy
Guy and Clapton himself) had
their own “‘signature model”
Fender guitars — but the ulti-
mate Medal Of [{onour for long
and faithful service is one’'s
verv own boxed set.

No matter that three (oreven
four) compact discs, cach con-
taining well over an hour of
music, can be squeezed inlo a
simple, unpretentious double
jewnl-case: no self-respecting
wrinkly rocker can be fully
Jaccredited as an authentic
Greatl Survivor or Croaked

. Legend withont the massive
weight of excess packaging,

complete with mandatory
booklet, that makes up one of
those LP-shaped boxes.

Bob Dylan deserves this
dubious honour rather more
than most: massively influ
enced in his youth by Woody
Guthrie's leftist humanism.
and Arthur Rimbaud's linguis-
tic pyrotechnics, he injected
both politics and poetry into
the pop/rock mainstream
while providing perpetual re-
assurance for would-be rock
singers whose friends had
always told.them .that they
couldn’t sing.

The present collection com-
piles 58 of the prolific honker's
unreleased recordings, from a
living-room tape recorded
before his debut album. to a
remainder from his recent
“masterpiece” ‘“‘Oh Mercy’;
much of it compares remark-
ably well with the real-world
equivalents which actually

made it into the marketplace.
Predictably, the quality begins
to drop after 1975 (the year of
the last real masterpiece
“Blood On The Tracks"), but.
even the dreary years provide:
one astonishing tour de force in
the form of ‘“*Blind Willie
McTell”, a tribute to the late
blues singer which is so rich
and affecting that it might even
have saved ‘‘Infidels'’, the:
tepid album for which it wast
originally recorded.

The brutal fact remains that:
what Bob Dylan was throwing;
away in 1966 is more powerful:
than what he's putting out
now; but the scale-and nature:
of Dylan's achievement is such
that he could (and probably
will) .make lousy records - for
the rest of his life without
diminishing the reputation he
earned at the height of his pow-
ers: He is his own monument.

THE BOOTLEG SERIES
(Volumes 1-3 Rare and
Unteleased) — BOB DYLAN

- THESE days Bob
Dylan - 1n his
prime, rock’s

greatest-ever songwriter
- is just a sad, sham-
bling parody of himself.

But now some of his
glories can be re-lived on
a five-album set made
up of rare songs pre-
viously unavailable - ex-
cept on bootleg.

There are 58 songs in
all, many of them m
his golden days. Among
the best are Mama
You've Been On My
Mind, I'll Keep It With
Mine, Who Killed Davey
Moore and Farewell An-
gelina.

The bad news is this
collection will cost you
£42. But it’s still a must
for any serious fan.
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“The Bootleg Series volumes 1-3”

CLINTON HEYLIN PREVIEWS A REMARKABLE SET OF UNISSUED DYLAN RECORDI

W

.4

YA

i

E '\ﬁl
i B

'

In November 1985, CBS issued a 3-LP

or 3-CD retrospective of Bob Dylan’s
career entitled “Biograph”. It came at a
time when Dylan’s commercial standing
was in marked decline. His June release,
“Empire Burlesque”, had become only the
second Dylan studio album since “An-
other Side” (1964) to fail to dent the Top
30. “Biograph” was a cornucopia ot im-
portant unissucd songs, plus tired resur-
rections of official ‘clussies’ spunning
Dylan’s 25-year carveer, and the odd
smattering of live highlights trom the
peak tours of 1966, 1975 and 1981.

Wrapped up i a chunky box, complete with
Bob's own ruminations on a kaleidouscopic
carcer und even an observation or two on the
songs in the package, "Biograph™ became only
the second such boxed-seu to erack the "Bill-
board Top 50 tthe other being the S-LP *Elvis
Aron Presley™) Indeed. it peaked at the same
position as “Empire Burlesque” (No, 330 and
remained on the charts some {ive weeks longer
— un astonishing achievement given the set's
relative expense, and the lact that ic featured
only 16 previously nnreleased recordings
amongsl ils H3 cuts, !

Though Dylan had been responsible lor
some of the most important innovations in
rock history, never had he so unconsciously
inspired a revolution as he did with
“Biograph”. There had been boxed
retrospectives before, though corporate men-
tality usually required that the artist be dead,
but it was this compilation which spawned a
flood of similar anthologies which have en-
tailed the complete repackaging of rock’s brief
history.

i

“Biograph” was partly a fluke. The fact is
that only through a series of miscalculations
and poor marketing decisions was the set re-
leased at the birth of the CD revolution, which
undoubtedly played a large part in its suc-
cess. On CD, “Biograph” cost only marginally
more than the vinyl version.

Ironically, the set was never planned with
CD in mind."Its compiler, Jeft Rosen, had
attempted to group material together on LP
sides, based on some loose criteria (acoustic,
love songs, cranked-up R&R, ete.). This coher-
ence was lost on CD — as were two tracks
pulled at the last minute to squeeze the 53
songs onto three CDs (“Medicine Sunday” and
“If You Gotta Go Go Now”, both included on
the new set).

“Biograph” had first been mooted as a pos-
sible release as far back as March 1983, when
Dave Marsh was commissioned to write sleeve-
notes. The finished version, apart from the
addition of a demo of “Forever Young” and the
two deleted tracks, corresponded exactly to
thevoriginal track listing. It would have been

released in the fall of 1984, before the CD

boom, if it hadn’t been for the late decision to
issue a leaden and shambolic album from
Dylan's 1984 European tour instead (“Real
Live”).

And so to 1990, and Columbia’s return to
pre-eminence in the boxed-set retrospective
stakes. In the interim, other major labels had
realised that you could sell repackages by art-
ists not currently enjoying mainstream suc-
cess: for instance, Atlantic managed to garner
considerable plaudits and sales for Rob Bow-
man's superb three-CD “Otis Redding Story”
in 1987 (for which Bowman was nominated
for a Grammy). All that was really required
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for such a set was a halfway decent span of
itime (say a decade) when Artist X was a crea-
tive force — hence David Bowie (“Sound &
Vision"), the Stones (London's shameful
“Singles Collection”), Eric Clapton (“Cross-
roads”) and the Band (“Te Kingdom Come”)
have all had retros rol} off the presses with
encouraging sales,

At this point Columbia/CBS began to up-
grade their image in terms of their CD
reissues of back catalogue — damaged by such
debacles as having to master the most re-
vered album in their archive, “Blonde On
Blonde™, four timeg and release it three times
before getting the full album on CD, and still
asing a tape several generations down from
either the sterco or monc masters of the origi-
nal vinyl releases. ‘ICE’ mmagazine reported in
May 1990: “CBS contiue to muke serious
strides in improving its catalog reissue pro-
gram on CD, which was stung by criticiam
throughout most of the Eighties for its lack of’
creativity. Upcoming special projects due later
this year include a single-disc Hollies collec-
tion, a double-CD retrospective on Poco, a
triple-CD ELO package and probably a four-
CD Byrds boxed set. Sources promise that
each will be special in termsg of packaging,
sound quality and rare tracks.”

It was the four-CD Byrds box and the two-
CD Robert Johnson set which really launched
Columbia’s new image — both packaged in a
12" x 6" box set with the prerequisite booklel
containing notes, a discography, and a critical
perspective. Columbia ignored the industry
ridicule that greeted the cornzept of the 12" x
6" boxed set, which didn't sit comfortably
alongside other LP or CD packages.

MISUNDERSTANDING

They also showed a worrying misunder-
standing of the CD medium with both sets.
Robert Johngon only ever recorded at two
batches of sessions, and of the 41 songs fea-
tured on “The Complete Recordings”, 22 were
recorded in November 1936, 19 in June 1937.
The logical divide between the two CDs would
be the obvious one between the two batches of
sessions. Instead Columbia simply divided the
songs down the middle and devised a 20/21
split, leaving two of the November 1936 cuts
on the June 1937 CD.

A far greater disservice was performed on
the otherwise exemplary Byrds sct. The most
welcome inclusions there were the Gram 'ar-
sons vocal takes of three songs from the
“Sweetheart Of The Rodeo” sessions, long
thought destroyed. What with the inclusion of
three excellent out-takes from the same ses-
sions, and [ive of the original album’s cuts, it
would be fair to imagine that the compilers
had intended to present an alternate version
of what is often quoted as the first country-
rock album. But any sense of this ‘concepl’
has"been lost by neatly dividing these 11
products of the “Sweetheart” gessions over two
CDs.

Which finally brings us to Columbia's ea-
gerly awaited March 1991 release of Bob
Dylan’s three-CD boxed set, “The Bootleg Se-
ries Volumes 1-3", which is entirely composed
of previously unreleased material. Sadly, this
release is the result of some of the most ludi-
crous and ill-congidered thinking that can have
been brought to bear on a major artist's work.

When the possibility of a. further Dylan
boxed-set was first reported in the premier
Dylan fanzine, ‘The Telegraph’, in May last
year, it was sugpgested that there could be
anything up to ten albums’ worth ol unreleased
songs issued and thal the set was planned to
coincide with Dylan's 50th birthday this May,
A 10-CD set was never remotely practical,
and it soon devolved into a four-CD boxed set
along the lines of the Byrds' box, but still
‘ontirely composed of unreleased material”.

Now it is inevitable that the record compa-
nies will soon have issued chunky
retrospectives of all the first-rung artists they

have in mind, so the future for such scts
cither lies with second-rung artists or second-
time-around sets lor major artists, those who
justify a ecompanion set which caters more tor
the collector's market. The sets to date have
heen received as mixed blessings by collectors
hecause they rightly see them as an expen-
sive way of obtaining only a scattering of
unissued material, the rest duplicaling
matesial they aircady own.

No serious Bowie fun needs rhe bulk of the
congs on the "Sound & Vision " -et, but he has
Lo purchase it to obtain a har- ful of unissued
tracks which might have better used as bonus
cuts on Bowie’s CD transters. What collectors
crave are sets which collect the best of an
artist's un ieased work — particularly when,
like Dylan ind Bruce Springsteen, they are
notorious fior leaving some of their very best
songs ofl their official albums. Su one hoped
that the Dylun “Bootleg Series™ would offer
the collector the sort of set that “Biograph”
was never going to be,

Sadly, despite the undoubied worth of much
that is included in the (inal “Bootleg Series”,
it is not the set it should be. When the tenta-
tive track listing filtered out early this year,
hardcore Dylan fans were delighted that the
bulk of Dylan's wourthwhile unissued studio
material had been included on the four-CD
set. The essentisl periods in Dylan's
unreleased work were all represented — the
folk-rock era, the “Blood On The Tracks™
“Desire” ‘return to (orm’, und his early Eight-
jes trio of 'albums that might have been’, *Shot
Of Love", "Infidels” and “Empmre Burlesque”,

The only major omissions were a Lrio of
essential Dylan compositions trom his “Base-
ment Tapes” sessions with the Band (*I'm Not
There”, "Sign On The Cross” and “All You
Have To Do 1s Dream”™), u couple of particu-
larly important 1980 demos (the seven-verse
“Yonder Comes Sin” and the onginal “Canb-
bean Wind™) and the *“Empire Burlesque” out-
take ol “Brownswille Girl”, onginally entitled
“New Danville Girl™.

Though there was heavy emphasis in the
set on minor songs which had been omited
from Dylan’s carly atbus sonply lor being
mlenur Lo the released songs, the four-CD
hox svemud manna [rom heaven, particularly
after the way that Columbia and Robbic
Robertson bhad so badly represented the
“Basement Tapes” on the 1975 double set
and the luck of adequale umssued songs or
alternate live performances of oflicial songs
on 1971's ‘More Greatest Hits™ or 19858's
“Biograph”.

It was not to be, As January heeame Feb-
ruary, each day seemud to bring (resh details
of sangs being cut, until finally the compiler
came clean, *The Bootleg Series Volunses 1-47
was now “Volumes 1-8" The set was also be-
ing rush released in early March to ‘comneide’
with the presentation of a ldeume achieve-
ment awird to Dylan al the February 20th
Graminy Awards ceremony in New York., No
longer a celebration of 50 years on this carth
or even 30 years on Columba, though CBS
seems to be trying w convinee us March 1991
is Lhe anmiversary of Dylan’s CBS signing even
if it was reaily October when he made his first
recordings for them, “The Bootleg Series” is a
boxed-sel vut of time.

Do the markeling minions at Columbia-
Sony scriously imagine a casual purchaser
seeing Dylan on the Grummy Awards and
then convincing himsell Lthat he needs a 3-CD
set of unreleased songs? Why have the
powers-that-be decided to issue a 3-CI sevin
prelercnce wo four? The reason is apparently
price. Sony marketing wisdom is that a 3-CD
set at just under $40 rather than i 4-CD set
at just over $50 will sell twice as many copies,

What sort of mentality cannot realise that
i’ you are prepared Lo buy a 3-CD set of wholly
unreleased material by an artise, you are pre-
pared to buy four? The set is meant to repre-
gent Dylan's great songs and alternate studio

performances; such a set is entirely geared
towards the collector and therefore should re-
tain its internal integrity; and collectors are
sick and tired of having people with no cred-
ibility as authorities or real fans of the music

"deciding for them what they can and cunnot

hear. As Paul Cable wrote back in 1978 about
the scale of Dylan bootlegging, “With Dylan it
could be argued that a record company which
omits ‘I Shall Be Relessed’ and ‘Mighty Quinn’
from ‘The Busement Tapes’ album deserves
anything it gets.”

So what have Dylan fans lost with the
aborting of “Bootleg Series Volume 4™ Well,
to paraphrase Mr Cable, how cnn one feel
towards any record company which omnits the
exquisite “Dink’s Blues” (from the December
1961 hotel tape), I Heard Thal Lonesome
Whistle” (“Freewheelin’' " out-take), “Guess I'm
Doing Fine” (Witmark demo, 1964), the alter-
nate “It’s All Over Now Baby Blue” (January
1965), a previously uncirculated out-take of
“Positively 4th Street”, the solo piano version
of the sublime “She's Your Lover Now”, a
“Basement Tapes” out-take called “Silent
Weekend”, an alternate slower version of
*You're Ganna Muke Me Lonesome When You
Go", the exuberant “Slow Train Coming” out-
Lake “No Man Righteous (No Not One)", and
the Toronto 1980 versivon of perhaps Dylan's
most gorgeous meledy this side of “Blood On
The Tracks”, “Ain't Gonna Go To Hell For
Anybody”.

Turning to what remains on the set, the
early studio out-takes from Dylan's first four
ucoustic albums, which take up one-and-a-bit
CDs, reveal litile, and they help to inter Dylan
in the early Sixtics. Ideally, Dylan’s acoustic
phase should end at the conclusion of the first
CD, as he prepares Lo record the landmark
“Bringing It All Back Home". Instead we have
to skip tracks 1-4 to get to the legendary
‘Farewell Angelinu”, Similarly, the second CD
concludes with the original New York version
of “ldiot Wind”; CD No. 3 starts up with an-
other “Blood On The Tracks” out-take.
Thought is not the byword for this set.

| um sure thal Mr Rosen end the Sony
Muarkeung men will rail al my ingratitude:
they issue three CDs of unissued Dylan mate-
rial. including some of Dylan's greatest ever
works (i.e. “Moonshinc'r". “Farewell Angelina”,
“She's Your Lver Now", "I Shall Be Released”,
"Angelina”, *Blind Willie MeTell”, “Foot Of
Pride” and the orfginal *When The Night
Comes Falling”), and all they receive for their
troubles is criticism of their efforws, 1 suspect
Lthat this attitude is symplomatic of the prob-
femn — the idea that “any scrap thrown to us
should be gratefully accepted”. Me, ¥ prefer
the ethie that g(m?f‘ll'n job’s worlh doing, it's
worth doing defimtively”.

So what are we left with? Well, the break-
down of the 58 soggs which make up “The
Bootleg Series Volumes 1-3” is as follows:

CD #1: (1) “Huard Times In New York
Town”, from the December 1961 Minneapolis
Hotel Tape (actually recorded in Bonnie
Beccher’s apartment): This is a mast baffling
intro to the set, An innocuous song bused on
the traditional “Ketty's Farm”, “Hard Times”

jines the same vein as “lalkin’ New York".

f considerably greater meril from the same
26-song source tupe are "Dink's Song” (cut
{rom this set at the last minute), “Baby Please
Don’t Go™, “Wade In The Water”, “Black Cross”
and onc of Dylan’s finest early songs, “1 Was
Young When [ Left Home",

(2) “He Was A Friend Of Mine™ A “Bob
Dylan” out-take, which doubles as a Leeds
Music demo, Lhis adaptation of a traditional
song has been repeatedly bootlegged, and was
later arranged by the Byrds for their ‘tribute’
to JFK.

(3) “Man On The Street™ This is another
“Bub Dylan” oul-take which, unless it is also a
Leeds Music demo, is previously unheard. An
carly Dylan composition, the theme of this
song is better explored in the “Times” out-
take “Only A Hobho".
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(4) "Nu Mare Auction Block™ A curioos
inclusion, wonderful ns this perlirouance s,
this is the tradwonal song an which the
melody af “Blawin' [ Fhee Wind™ wis busued.
This verswon is from the oft-hootleggod seeond
Gaslight tape.

(8) "House Carpenter™ a thiird *Bady Divlun”
out-take which again has not eirewdulet) smang
collectors before, This was a traditinul song,
common fare among Village folksingers nt the
time.

@) “Tatkin’ Bear Mounluin Fienic Massa-
ere Blues™ A “Freowhealin® * out-tuke nnd a
rugular part of Dylan's 1961 repertoire, this is
nun:iheless a minor work, Rosen has Included
three talkin’ blues an this (st CDL

{7) “Let Me bie In My Footsups™ This
was omitted from “Freewheclin' * ut the last
minute during all the trilbulrtions thul sur-
rounded the remaval of “Talkin' John Birch®
1t remnins one of Dylan'y linest anti-war songs,
a ples for samty v a world full of munines
burrowing underground.

{8 “Hamblin' Gamblin' Willie™ Anvther off
the cosuallies fram the original line-ogp of the
“Freewheelin® " album, this is the first in o
long tradition ol Dylun songs nhiout outlaws,
Though 8 versiob with bass secompanimand
suppsadly exists, this is upparently the much.
hoatleggud version. "

(8) “Talkin’ Hava Negeiluh Blues™: An
altra-brief spuel of fulk erizes, tiis essentially
gonsikts of Dylan strewhing the words “Hoava
Negeiluh” out to 51 seeonds,

(10) "Quit Yuur Luw Down Ways": A muar-
vellonsly exubernnt “Freewheclin’ = ont-tuke
which has been repeatudly bootlegyed,
notably on the “Tulkin' Bear Mountand” athum.

(11) “Worried Blues®”: Another
*Freewheelin' * out-tuke, and u ravher good
pertormsnee aguin, at least us worthy of in-
clusivny an the original album as *Down The
Highway".

(12) “Kingsport Town": 'This s a Dylan ad-
aplalivn of the traditionsl song cluimed hy
Woody Guthrie, *"Who's Gonnn Shoe Your
Protty Litthe Feet” trovorded by Dylan on the
May 1960 St. Puul tape). A quaint enocugh
atlempt 1o write something in a deliberately
traditional vein, il can hardly hove heen un-
der serious consideration fur “Freawheolin’”

{18) *Walkin®' Down The Lino™; This is the
firal of three recordings from the Witimark
Music Lles, As wilh the Mumeapadis Hatel
tape, the chuice of Witmark demos leaves o
little Lo be desired. lgnoring the heartbrunk-
ing “Tomorrow 1z A Lang 'lane” iwhach has
the edge on the “Move Greatest Hits” ver
siond, the world-weary “Guess I'm Do Fine”
antd “Long Time Gone", and the early “Hullis
Brown”, complete with sxtou verse, we hive
this perivetly commendnbte singulobg (row
March 1043.

(14) “Walls OF Red Wing™: Phos s an varly
‘protest song’ about redorm schouls  Dylan's
oxtiel ubjertions Lo Lheas institutions are g
pored, as be prolers o wbserve what terribhi-
pluces oy must be, Not o osynr wark, this
was recirdind at L Diest of the " Tunes They
Are A-Changein' © s,

(1) “Pathe 00 Yietery” Another “Tanes”
cut-tke, ths s ope ol Dytan’s simgralong-at-
civil-rights-mectings songs, with a healthy
duose of "wie shall provial™ thrown in for good
[ERIN 570 gL

(LB “Talian’ Jubi Bireh Seeiety Boes
The legendary sung which resulted i Dylan
staliang off the Id Sullivun Show and CRS
pulling the erigingl “Freowheeln' " un least
#0 the myth goosD, thid 1s on inevitable choter
[ Lhis set — albeil not in this version, which
15 pot the studiv cut but & live version rom
the October 1963 Carncegie Hall show

(17) “Who Killed Davey Moore?™ A svcond
cut from the Carnegic Hall, and a lovely per-
formance, but this remains one of Dylin’s most
trite protest songs. Curiously it was 4 peren-
nial [avourite at concerts throughout 1963 aad
1964.

(18) “Only A Hobo™ Based on the tradi-
tional “Poor Miner’s Lament”, this is one of
Dylan's finer 1963 compositions and this
“Times” out-Loke certainly warrants ils pluce
un the sat.

(b9 “Muunshiner™: This is the sbsolute
hightight of the first CD, Is o traditional
song, which presumably expluins its omission
trwms the “Times™ LP, and Dylun ussumes a
wurld-wenminess which is otterly convineing.
Ax Pun) Cable 1o wrote of this performance,
“no-une coudd -ay Dylnn cunnot sy after
heuring Lhis"

(20) “When The Ship Comes In™: This pi-
ann domo recorded for Witmark Music is an
early versiun of Lhe sonyg, patently inferior to
either the Cnenegie Hull '83 version or the
offivind tuke A balliog inclusion,

t21) “The Times Thuy Are A-Changin' ™ A
second Wikmiark pinno demmo recorded at the
sne Lime a8 “When The Ship Comes In”
(September 1369y, wud of only marginally
preater winth.

122) “Last ‘Fhoughts On Woudy Guthrie®
As the one and ouly matance of Dylan reading
u puem live, this certuinly deserves inclusion
un thi: sel, thouph @ is ne great shakes per-
turmiger-wise, coming fram the April 1963
New York Town Hall show. This eould have
concludod @ cirenlur journey W CD #1 had
apened with Dylan's Deeember 1961 “Bluck
Cross™ monolugue,

CD # 2; (23) “Seven Curses"; CD #2 of a
three O set, ond we are bavely Lwo yenrs
v Dylon's $l-vear recanding career! “Seven
Courses” s 1 "Times” sut-take, presumably
frum the August 1963 sessions. Again bused
on B trad sonp, possibly ontitled "Anathes”,
this in one of Dylan's Dinvst eatly works, de-

apite reworking the “judge so cruel™ theme of
*[forey's Song”, which wad recorded ol the sume
tirne and finglly issued on “Biograph®.

(24) "Eternal Cirele™ Presumably taped in
October 1964 at the last of the “Times” ses-
suns, this represented a new type of Dylan
song, herglding the hymnie feel ul *Lay Down
Your Weary Tuneg”, “Chimes Of Freedoms”™ and
“Mr Tambuurine Man”, Sudly o slightly weury
vocal lets this otherwise lovely sung down.,

(25) "Suze The Cough Songl™ Thid s per-
hapr the most bnilling incluskiva on the entire
seL. “Suze” has long beun rumoured us o CBS
out-lake, so how dissppointing Lhat it should
turn aut to be wlial has long been known as
“The Cough Song" In fuet, this two-minute
instrumenta) is u rendition of Jimmy Tarlton’s
“Mexicnn Hag” — und not s very good one at
Lhut. Phere his heen considerablo dubate sbouk
which svsatm this cunes from, though it
sounds ke s further “Times™ vut take.

(26) “Munn You Beeu On My Mid” is
woll-knuwn From Jiun Baoz's verswn, Dylan's,
aewlless bt soy, s superser. and dates [rom
the “Another Mide” session o June 1984
Thnugh o pnanu take exists, Bosen bis pre-
ferred the guitar versiun and 1 canom argue
with Jos chwee 03 o Jovely sung, and one
Prylan las peehormed in cuneset us recently os
last year

(27 “Farewel) Angehina” is one ol the great
surprises and delighin al te set, ‘Uhoegh «
Dyluny version ol une of g elnasie 1955 com-
positions bl loag been romoured, until now
fisnvs have faud Lo resorl o playing Bacee's ver
son ab B e qust s bow Dylan
whabed pesiorm o Thas ian ieousue sorsinn,
presunohly 1o the “Bringing (o All Back
Blonme™ aessietin, and it by most weleomo ad-
witeor b Dtinn s vedeased cataloguie

EE) “Sabie canein Humesick Blues™ s
ot iier o ramnadeend but stedl sueprisong
wvinsion, s avguste demo of Dylates first
bk svngthe Tronn Januasry 1905, Oegrnally listed
by Aad. Webiernan as ube ol two ucouste dirmos
rocordud prive to Lhe “Bringng 1t Al Buck
Home" sessins 1 the other being “She Belongs
To Mu"), it witn this version from which eurly
Dylan songhouks Lranseribivd the song.

(29) “If You Gotta Gu, Go Now™: This was
originally due lor inclusion on *Biograph”,
while an alternate version was issued in Bene
elux countries us a single in 1967, 1L derives
{rom Lhe “Bringing lt All Buack Home" sessions
in January 1965,

{30) “Sicting On A Barbed Wire Fence” is
un olten-bootlugged "Highway 617 aut-take,
Though Dylan insists it ts “just a vl it con-
veys tho sense ol exploration and inspiration
that surroundul these historic sessions.

(31} “Like A Holling Stone” A one-verse,
374 time first take of perhaps Dylan's most
hunous song, tis inesmplele version is ap-
purently une of three such incomplele tokes
rueorded ut the June 15th 1966 seasion bufore
Dylan und the sther musicians recorded just
one complete version — the relessed une. This
tuke was previcusly nol even rurasured Lo
exist, g

(32) “1t Takes A Lot To Laugh, It Takes A
Truin To Cry": 1t is well-known that Dylun
eul i fust versiun of this song, under the title
‘Phoanstom Engineer”, prior to recarding the
slow verston on "Highway 61" This is not the
much-boullegged fast version, however, but a
previously uncireuloted alternate ‘slow' ver-
sian of the song.

(31 *I'l Keep 1t With Mine” is s close to a
“Blonde On Blonde” oul-take as Jeff Rosen
could find. It hes long been s mystery why
this song's lyrics were included in the "Bionds
On Blonde” seetion af Dylun's collected “Writ-
ings And Drawings”, as tho "Biegraph™ ver-
sion clenrly dated fram the “Bringing 1t All
Back Houme” sessions.

{34) “She's Your Lover Now™ The inclusien
of the legendary tand incomplete) electric ver-
sion of perhaps Lylun's most vitrielic song,
again from the dunuury 19668 sessions, pre-
sumably enece and lor all precludes the possi-
lity that a complute clectric take exists. (The
piano-unly complete take was scheduled for
the original 4-CD version of this set,) <

(352 “1l Shall Be Released" is finally re-
leased in its original “Basement Tapes” form,]
after its omission from Lhree esrlier opportu-
nies —“More Grentest Hits®, “The Basentent
Tupts® and “Biograph”. Sublime and defim.
tive..

{38) “Santa-Fe" it one of five uncirculuted
~Basement 'spes” Dylun songs which were
copyrighted in the eurly Seventivs. “Silent
Weckend” was dropped fram the final line-up
of this sel; it remains unheard, as do “All-
Amencon Boy", “Wild Wolf” and “Bourbon
Hireol”.

(37) “If Not For You® is the May 1870 ver-
sion with Geerge Harrison, pulled (rom “New
Morming” at the lust minule, and justifiably
repluced by the superior official cul.

(38 “Waulllower” derives from Lhe "George
Jackson” session (m November 1971 and is a
pleasunt enough exanple of Dylan’s country
periud.

(39 “Nobudy "Cepl You" is the long-
rimoured bul previsualy uneicculated “Plonat
Waves™ oul-tuke, und proves to be a disap-
pointinent atler the intensity of the live 1974
versiuns, A July 1978 dema of this fine song
mghl v been a swperior choice.

40 “Tangled Up In Blue” & the eriginnl
September 1974 version, with some different
lyries to the LI cut und a semewhul more
dedile arrangentont, but gvery bit us wirth-
while.

(41) "Call Lotter Blues® is again o long-
rumaoured out-tike, this time from “Blood On
The Trucks”™. In (ac, the remarkably frank
words are set to the tune of none other than
“Meet Me [n The Murning”. Nevertheless Lhis
typicnlly intense perfurmance is most welcome,

(44) ~Idiot Wind" is a totally dilferent ex-
perience from the velonsed version. Cut in
Soptembur 1974, it bousts radically different
lyrics, while the backing lacks the intensity of
the mure fumiliar vui — though the bile of
Dylan's voenl dulivery is perhaps ever. move
chilling.
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CD #3: (43) “If You See Her Say Hello" is
somewhat out of place, separated from its four
fellow “Blood On The Tracks” out-takes, but
it’s certainly a superior vocal take to the re-
leased version. This again dates from
September 1974.

(44) “Golden Loom” is a previously
uncirculated “Desire” out-take of a song re-
corded in the late 1970s by Roger McGuinn.
Dylan's version features the unmistakeable
Wyeth/Stoner rhythm section, and is a song
of subtle merit.

(45) “Catfish” is another “Desire” out- Lake
fur. in the sume way “Rita Mac" was, but
otherwise no greal shakes; this version hasn't
been circulated among collectors before.

(48) “Seven Days”: A live-ish version, pos-
sibly from rehearsals for the 1976 Rolling
Thunder Revue, this is a feisty performance
from Dylan. Though Ron Wood produced an
unnervingly close Dylan facsimile vocal on
his released version, Dylan's not surprisingly
has the edge. |

(47) “Ye Shail Be Changed™: Another three-
year leap, and we-have reached the “Slow
Train” sessions. Though “No Man Righteoug”
was sadly a victim of the last-minute cuts, we
have this long-rumoured out-take intact, fea-
turing a powerful vocal but some thoolog]-
cally dodgy lyrics.

(48) “Every Grain Of Sand”™: This is where
the set starts to hit overdrive! A piano demo
from the summer of 1980, recorded with
Jennifer Warnes, this version may even chal-
lenge the studio version for sheer elegaxc
beauty.

(49) “You Changed My Life™: A “Shot Qf
Love”-sounding cut which was not copyrighted
until 1982, this was the first Dylan song to

suggest serious doubts about his own faith. A
most unexpected and weleome inclusion.

(50) “Need A Woman™ An impressive Dylan
vocal, spunky band performance and clever
lyrics fail to disguise a song that, if certainly
superior to several cuts on “Shot Of Love”, is
still one of the lesser out-takes from Dylan's
1981 album.

(81) “Angehina” is a 24-car il masterpivce
and should ungquestionably Y:onv ¢ made it onto
“Shot Of Luve”. As n counterpuint to the pan-
theistic “Every Grain Of Sand”, this una-
shamedly apocalyptic tale broods with a
vengeunce lrresistible.

(62) “So.neone's Gol A Hold On My Heart”
is the first of live “Infidels” out-takes which
should finally establish what an album that
could have been. This is not the bootlegged
version but an alternate take of the song that
Dylan iater cut up into the unsatisfactory
“Tight Connection To My Heart™. In its origi-
nal form, it stands as one of Dylan's major
Eighties compositions.

(53) “Tell Me” has almost a calypso {lavour
and the lightnesy of the song’s arrangement
has perhaps lovled some fans into ignoring
the quality of the lyrics. It's an insidious song
which deserves serious consideration and
should have sat alongside *Don't Fall Apart
On Me Tonight” on “Infidels”.

(54} “Lord Protect My Child” is a heartfelt
gem of a performance from Dylan and the
band, with Mick Taylor Laking the instru-
mental honours. Though it was probably never
under serious consideration for “Infidels”, it's
most welcome here.

(55) “Foot Of Pride” is the [irst of a trio of

songs which, on their own, provide proof that
Dylan’s creativity survived untouched into the

Homer, the slut

Eighties. This six-minute kick to the midriff
features some of Dylan’s most disturbing lines
and an exhilarating vocal. This cut was origi-
nally due for inclusion on “Infidels”.

(56) “Blind Willie McTell”: The acoustic
guitar/piano version of perhaps Dylan's most
famous unreleased masterpiece is preferred
over the full band version originally sched-
uled for “Infidels”. Suffice to say that what-
ever superlatives have been lavished on this
song, it fully deserves them,

(57) “When The Night Comes FFalling From
The Sky": The “Empire Burlesque” cut of this
song does not in any way prepare the listener
for this performance. With a completely dif-
ferent tune, slightly different lyrics, a band
leaturing the likes of Little Steven providing
the backing, and a searing Dylan vocal, this
take re-defines this major Dylan composition.

(68) “Series Of Dreams” reprezentg a five-
year leap from the heights of 1984's “When
The Night " to an “Oh Mercy” out-take,
which is also Dylan’s new single. A most wel-
come addition, it is still something of a disup-
pointment that there is so little from the last
five years on this set. For starters, where are
the four songs recorded with NRBQ for “Un-
der The Red Sky”, now presumably consigned
to the cutting-room floor?

Finally, to end on an optimistic note,
American CD newsletter ‘ICE' reports the
possibility of a second similar set at some
future date, derived entirely from Dylan’s live
performances. CBS have my permission to
contact me and have the job done right this
lime!

Clinton Heylin's biography of Dylan, “Behind
The Shades”, is published in May by Viking in
England and Summit in the US.A. |0
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DYLAN HAS PERFORMED ALMOST 900 SONGS AND

. —— WITH OVER 5,000 ENTRIES THESE LISTS SHOW
THE SONGS ALPHABETICALLY AND CHRONOLOGICALLY
DYLAN : INCLUDING THE FOLLOWING INFORMATION :-
Scues i
AL ST ||| WHETHER THE SONG IS WRITTEN BY DYLAN, BY
ANOTHER COMPOSER OR IS TRADITIONAL.
WHERE THE SONG IS FIRST PERFORMED (EXACT PLAC
| AND DATE) INITIAL VENUE TYPE: i.e. STUDIO,
|| CONCERT, PRIVATE OR MEDIA.
N[ SUBSEQUENT RECORDING VENUES.
3 Revistren |17 IF RECORDING IS AN INSTRUMENTAL OR IF
OYLAN IS ONLY A BACK-UP ARTIST.
ALSO LISTS OF NON AVAILABLE RECORDINGS,
PRICE - £7.25 RUMOURS AND SPECULATIONS.
SPECIAL NOTICE !'!!! FOR THOSE WHO BOUGHT THE ORIGINAL ’SONGS A-LISTIN’ YOU SHOULD NOW
- HAVE YOUR REVISITED COPY. DUE TO AN UNFORTUNATE COMPUTER MALFUNCTION
I LOST ABOUT 25 NAMES AND ADDRESSES. IF YOU DO NOT HAVE YOUR UPDATE
BY 10/9/90 COULD YOU PLEASE CONTACT ME SENDING GREEN SLIP. THANKS
———————7)  ALL THE SONGS DYLAN HAS PERFORMED IN CONCERT (Over 15,000 now)
FL EACH TITLE INDICATES HOW MANY TIMES PERFORMED IN EACH YEAR
THE [l THE CHARTS INCLUDE :-
| Cowcear || A) TOP 100 SONGS
Lo I B8) TOP 20 ALBUMS FROM WHICH CONCERT SONGS ARE TAKEN
HARZTS P#

C) TOP 10 YEARS FOR PERFORMING
D) TOP SONGS FOR EACH YEAR PRICE - £4.00
E) AVERAGES
E.G. ’'RAINY DAY WOMEN’ has been performed 122 times and is No. 33 in the chart
Dylan has sung 'HURRICANE’ on 32 occasions which places it at No. 99
B S T T T I T T T I I T T T T s e T e e e P e e R P P P P e e R e T 22 P 22 222 E 2232233222334

Still Available

Pt P2 At 3t Pt P8 0 0 s P9 P8 g 0 P P s P P

DUST OF RUMOUR - COLLECTION OF NON-MUSIC PRESS ARTICLES
FROM THE U.K DURING 1964-1980 £4.75
O O R B SR OB T O S O A B B e

TIN PAN ALLEY L S & INTERVIEWS)
£8.95

R . S n e Lo T o n SR R S

E O RO R A S S LSS R

JUST A PERSONAL TENDENCY - IN DEPTH THOUGHTS ON ’EMPIRE BURLESQUE’
IS IT DYLAN’S BEST SINCE ’BLONDE ON BLONDE?’ £4.75

I At 0 0 P9 g P8 P P P Pt 3 P P8 G g PN PG 9 P9 g g g P 0 P9 130 P9 o N b P 0 P 89 8 N 9 N9 N9 g 70 Ps Py 0 19 0

A PO O ot Pt P P et 0 s P P30 P9 P NS P8 P 8 s P9 Pt P4 P9 N P4 P9 PO S o~ oo e

SOME OTHER TENDENCIES - COPIES OF THE ’'EMPIRE BURLESQUE’ REVIEWS
QUOTED IN ’JUST A PERSONAL TENDENCY’ £1.40

roreoyrory ~ PP A 0 0 2 g g g P

o P P P Pt 3 Pt PNt P 8 PN 0 8 0 g DN 8 et Pt P2 g 9 PG 8 D PSS 9 T8 P Pt P

THE MUSIC OF BOB DYLAN - COMPLETE TRANSCRIPT OF THE 6 PART
1973 B.B.C RADIO PROGRAMMES £3.00
BRBHBSBABBBRRABHRBHRBRHRBRBHUBBUBHRERBHRRBRUBRRBBBBRERRRURBBRBBEHBRHRBBBBERBRRBBBRUBRURBRE

Please send for any /\ POSTAGE AND PACKING :- 111 SPECIAL OFFER !!!
of the above books to: /\
/\ U.K. No Additional ALL 7 BOOKS
24 SAVILLE STREET /\ Europe - 50p per book
WALTON ON NAZE /\ U.S - £1.00 per book £30.00
ESSEX -
co14 8PJ Cheques payable please to ’'D. Percival ( $ cheques double £ please)

<<<<(<<<<<(<<(<(<(<<<<<<((<(<<<<(<<<<<<<<(<<<>>>>)>)))>))>>)>))>)>>)>)>>>>)))>))))))))))))



WALKING ANTIQUES

If no address is quoted please write to Homer, the slut quoting "Walking Antiques”.

Wanted

Good Quality Audio Tapes

Interested in a London Club?

Good Quality Audio Tapes
Of Hammersmith '91 esp. 13th.

Steve Hussey, ‘Claremont’, Chapel
Lane, Naphill, High Wycombe,
Bucks HP14 4RB

Contact Debbie Sims: 31, Panmure
Road, Sydenham, London SE26
6NB.

lan Lee, 43 Atkinson Crescent,
Carlisle, Cumbria, CA1 3DH.

Stephen Pickering: If no-one has spare copies, photocopies
will do.

A Commemoration, For private use only. Alan Macdonald, 60

Tour '74, Praxis One Wilson Street, Perth PH2 OEY.

For Sale & Trade

The Traveling Wilburys

Trade: Your list for mine

Handle With Care Highest offer
10" Promo

Bruce Stephenson, 33 Ferndene
Crescent, Pallion, Sunderland, Tyne
& Wear, SR4 6UP

Jonathan Richman, Jazz, James and James Brown-
but no Jason

Nick Simons
(D.J.)

Available for all types of functions
Nearly all types of music

Call: 081-553 3774 and tell me what you want.



Songs Rehearsed In July And August 1990

ELECTRIC COVERS

e
EVERYBODY'S ROCKING
OLD NUMBER NINE
HIGHSCHOOL HOP
NOT SUPPOSED TO CARE
NO MORE ONE MORE TIME
THIS OLD HOUSE
HEY LALA
PEACE IN THE VALLEY
HOUSE QF GOLD
ONE IRISH ROVER
WILLIN
FRIEND OF THE DEVIL
PRECIOQOUS MEMORIES
FAMILY BIBLE
LONESOME TOWN
MAKING BELIEVE
DON'T PITY ME
GIVE MY LOVE TO ROSE
LITTLE QUEEN OF SPADES
EARLY MORNING RAIN
CONFIDENTIAL
WILD WOOD FLOWER
YOU DON'T KNOW ME
LEGEND IN MY TIME
SILVER AND GOLD
BORDERLINE
PANCHO AND LEFTY
LEARN TO LIVE AND LOVE AGAIN
MOONRIVER
STAND BY ME
SOUTHERN MAN
DOCR OF THE BAY
WHERE OR WHEN
THE WATER IS WIDE
KEY TC THE HIGHWAY
PEGGY O
HALLELUJAH

ACOUSTIC COVERS

2 d
BARBARA ALLEN
ON THE BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAIN
WHEN I FIRST CAME TO THIS CQUNTRY
BUFFALC SKINNERS
DARK AS A DUNGEON
BOSTON BOY
RANK STRANGER
CREOLE GIRL
EILEEN ARQONE
WAGONEER'S LAD
WILD MOUNTAIN THYME
IN THE PINES
TWO BROTHERS
MAN OF CONSTANT SORROW
LONG A GROWIN

ACousTIC B.D.

P
HOLLIS BROWN
BLOWIN IN THE WIND
SONG TO WoODY
TIME'S THEY ARE A CHANGIN
IT'S ALRIGHT MA
SHE BELONGS TO ME
DESOLATION ROW
LOVE MINUS ZERO
DON'T THINK TWICE
MOMMA YOU BEEN ON MY MIND
BOOTS OF SPANISH LEATHER
HARD RAIN
TAMBORINE MAN
IT AIN'T ME BABE
TO RAMONA
GIRL FROM THE NORTH COUNTRY
HATTIE CAROL
ONE TOO MANY MORNINGS
WITH GOD ON OUR SIDE
GATES OF EDEN
BABY BLUE
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Songs Rehearsed In July And August 1990

ELECTRIC B.D.

SUBTERRANEAN

JOHN BROWN

I'LL REMEMBER YOU

MBMPHIS

SIMPLE TWIST OF FATE
HIGHWAY 61

SILVIO

IN THE GARDEN

ROLLING STONE

KNOCKING ON HEAVEN'S DOOR
I8 SHALL BE RELEASED
WATCH TOWER

MAGGIE'S FARM

SHELTER FROM THE STORM
JUST LIKE A WOMAN
MASTER'S OF WAR

BALLAD OF A THIN MAN

BIG GIRL NOW

WHEN DID YOU LEAVE HEAVEN
SWEET MARIE

SERVE SOME30DY

SHOT OF LOVE

MAN OF PEACE

THE MAN IN ME

ONE MORE CUP OF COFFEE
JOEY

1'LL BE YOUR BADY TONIGHT
THE REAL YOU AT LAST

A LOT TO LAUGH A TRAIN TO CRY
I WANT YOU

TOM THUMB'S BLUES

QUEEN JANE

I HAD A DREAM ABOUT YOU BABY
LEOPARD SKIN PILLBOX HAT
YOU GO YOUR WAY

FOURTH TIME AROUND

SHUT YOUR MOUTH

TROUBLE

EVERY GRAIN OF SAND
TEAR'S OP RAGE

MAN GAVE NAMES TO ALL THE ANIMALS
CLEAN CUT KID

WHAT GOOD AM I?

DEAD MAN

EVERYTHING IS BROKEN
WATCHING THE RIVER FLOW
RAINY DAY WOMEN

UNDER THE. RED SKY

LONG BLACK COAT

T.V. SONG

WIGGLE WIGGLE

POSITIVELY FOURTH STREET
SHOOTING STAR

I BELIEVE IN YOU

I DON'T BELIEVE you
FOREVER YOUNG

HEART OF MINE

TOMMOROW IS A LONG TIME
NEW MORNING

IF NOT FOR YOU

I THREW IT ALL AWAY
WICKED MESSENGER

DEAR LANDLORD
SOMETHING 'S BURNING BABY
SAINT AUGUSTINE
FRANKIE LEE AND JUDAS PRIEST
SOONER OR LATER
SPANISH HARLEM

MY BACK PAGES

ETERNAL CIRCLE

PAINT MY MASTER PIECE
ON A NIGHT LIKE THIS
TIGHT CONNECTION
WATERED DOWN LOVE
LENNY BRUCE

WHEN YOU GONNA WAKE UP
TANGLED UP IN BLUE
POLITICAL WORLD

WHAT WAS IT YOU WANTED
DISEASE OF CONCEIT

WHEN TEAR DROFS FALL
RING THEM BELLS

MOST OF THE TIME

LAY LADY LAY

PLEDGING MY TIME

ONE MORE NIGHT

= —= = =
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FARE THEE WELL

Even as [ get the inserts ready and prepare to post these issues, the
Dylan flood continues unabated. Bob is currently touring North
America and is about to head for South America and then Europe.
Meanwhile the press are gearing up for his 50th birthday. Some,
including The [ndependent On Sunday 5/5/91, have celebrated this
early. In addition, there are new books and reviews of these are
particularly widespread given the attention he is already receiving.
On top of all this there is the birthday bash in Leicester.

Therefore there should be plenty for issue four to dwell upon even
before the summer begins! As I have not done too well in my
predictions for what is in the forthcoming issue so far, I'll remedy
that by telling you what will definitely be in Issue Four:

Handy Dandy: A Game That Anyone Can Play: An article by
JRS. The first of what is hoped to be a permanent column.

Focus On: Back by popular demand!

The Book That Nobody Can Write: for subscribers only the
first instalment in Mark Carter’s cartoon history.

I Read It In A Book: A new series that was edged out of this
issue at the last moment.

The Box Set Part Two: More on this landmark release,
including detailed looks at individual songs.

Oh Mercy: Another in-depth look at this album

Other things that may materialise include a look at the Oh Mercy
out-takes and a surprise item from the Never Ending Tour. It all

depends on what our Bobby gets up to in the next few months, who

knows: by September we may be looking at a new album and
talking of another UK visit.

There is a short insert with this edition, it is part of an article that
will appear in Issue Four. However, since some of the information
found its way into the last Isis insert, I thought you’d be as well
seeing the lists just now. The exact format of the forthcoming is
not known at present as negotiations are at a delicate stage. In the
meantime, The Wicked Messenger will be commenting on the insert
in the near future.

Mr Belcher Does
Me Proud & Can
Visit My Shoebox
Anytime:

Glasgow Herald
7th May 1991

Still Dyl,
thank Hank

OUR two most recent competi-
tions prompted floods of entries.
The Lanarkshire trio of Gerry
Mayvs, Mark Hume. and Martin
J. Rosst all knew that Teenage
Fanctub mainman Norman
Blake is also a mainstayv of the
BMX Bandits: each won a pair of’
tickets for the Teenmies' gig at
King Tut's later in the month,

Our other competition sougnt
pithy prool. in 20 words or iess,
that Hank Williams s better than
Bob Dylan. Commendations ¢o
to Michael Bruce (“"Hank Wil-
liams looked better in a white hat
(objective criticism or what?)™:
drifting coweirl [rene Conwav.
and Joe Hamilton. who com-
bined the letters of the two
artistes’ names into a mnemonic
that began “Having A Naturai
Know-How™ and ended "Does
Youth Listen And Notice™.

Fulham expatriate Andrew
Muir. who. you might recall.
wrote a letter to the Herald's edi-
tor asking me to stop calling
Dylan Dyl. was one of the rare
pro-Dylan voices. [t transpires
that Andrew runs 4 Dylan
fanzine from his London pent-
house. It's called Homer. The
Slut. If you're a Dylan compiet-
ist. you'll like it. You can get the
Zimzine from 24a Inglethorpe
Street. Fulham. London. SW6
6NT (enclose sae).

An honorable mention. too.
for Tommy Riffmaster (surely
not. etc. etc) who gave me 20
reasons why Bob Dylan is less
good than Hank Williams. These
included such facts as Hank be-
ing Kenneth Williams™ dad:
Hank never having had Mick
Ronson in his band: and Hank
always realising he was in show-
business. not philosophy.
Tommy also cited Hank's avoid-
ance of an intimate relationship
with Joan Baez as evidence ol his
superior taste.

The Editor Andrew Muir Yet the winner is Colin Mac-
Donald. His submission ran
24a Inglethorpe Street Tz
*When the tail pines pine, and
Fulham the paw-paws pzw. )éou've“goua
admit. old Hank said it all.”
Ll S ST Hank's collected singles will be
in the post soonliest. Colin.
NB: Dylan is still Dyl.
Issue Two Homer, the slut January 1991
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