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It's all Going By So Fast

Hi, we're about halfway through 1993 and it has been pretty much non-stop so far with no let up in sight. The
last editorial | typed was a few weeks before Dylan played Britain - he obviously knows when Homer comes
out because he's on his way back again to pick up a copy of this one. (It is also nice the way he keeps
highlighting songs from either Focus On or From Behind A Burning Bush, don't you think? Idiot Wind and
Born In Time being the most welcome!)

So much has happened it is impossible to take-stock, | don't know about you, but | never really got properly
into last autumn's shows before 1993 was upon us - and how! From January to June it has been fairly hectic
stuff with no sign of any let-up. Presidential parties, European Tour, Collaborations, American Tour, an
extraordinary list of name checks even by his standards - from Saturday morning kids' TV (twice!) to The New
Statesman via Eastenders, Hello and countless Griffiths/Nelson interviews - and now he is about to embark
on another European Leg then some dates in Israel and then it is back around the States for an extensive fall
tour in the company of Santana. After that? Japan? Back here? A rest? Who knows? All | can guess is that the
last option is the least likely!

This Note's For You

One thing this year that | do hope to spend some time writing about (goodness knows when, though) was the
appearance at Clinton's inauguration. Aside from the fact that | really liked the performance - a fairly
controversial view given some of your letters - the setting and what it meant to Dylan and the questions as to
why he did it all need to be explored. (Make no mistake - this cannot be 'explained away' in terms of
'eccentricity’; it is an endorsement of a President and his policies. Politics was once the Devil's domain
according to Dylan, but there he was, ridiculously attired as usual but looking great anyway, singing one of the
songs that led Jack Nicholson to call him one of America's great voices of freedom before the Live Aid
debacle, Chimes Of Freedom. Nearer transcendence than Philadelphia to be sure, but a performance that
raises many questions. | liked the shots of him in front of the giant Lincoln statue, though, and cannot help but
think that Americans will see the whole affair in a way that is well nigh incomprehensible to the rest of us.

On The Tracks

Hey, just what the world needs - another Dylan magazine! Bet you read that sarcastically, but when | sent out
the first Homer - nearly three years ago, good grief - | hoped for encouragement from existing ‘zines and I'm
more than happy to give that to On The Tracks. For those who haven't been informed yet, mid-June sees the
launch of this new magazine (along with optional monthly newsletter). The people behind it are those lovely
folk at Rolling Tomes and | wish them every success, the initial advertising campaign centainly bodes well as
it all seems well thought out in advance and professional in approach. I'm not so sure some of the advertising
slogans will be appreciated, indeed they may ruffle a few feathers here and there. ("The best Dylan
writers"?1?1). Knowing the people involved, I'm confident this is just an aggressive approach to publicity
(normal in US?77?) and | advise you to at least investigate what this is all about. |f you are interested contact
Rolling Tomes, Inc., PO BOX 1943, Grand Junction Colorado 81502, USA. Tel: 303-245-4315 or Fax: 303-
243-8025 and ask them to send you their info. - the flyer has some great colour photos!

Gonna Have Some Fun

As one of the letters in Sweet Gift Of Gab mentions, a Dylan fanzine is perhaps not the place for too many
football references so | will try to keep these to minimum from next issue forwards. It is interesting to note,
however, the splendid reference to The Basement Tapes in a Liverpool 'zine (Homer 8) being followed by the
inventive use of the film sequence for Subterranean Homesick Blues in a Celtic fanzine. (See Bits & Bobs
pp 22). The point behind the latter requires a knowledge of Celtic's board of directors, a group who make
CBS's 'promotion' of Dylan through the seventies and eighties look like the apotheosis of business
management and whose treatment of their fans is callous beyond even the most brutal of bouncers at Dylan's
gigs.

| will continue to make occasional references to football in future issues because of the amazing response it
evokes; | receive letters that contain as much football news/views as Dylan - and because | like it! Being a fan
of football rather than a follower of one club, | become interested in a team's fortunes for a myriad of reasons.
(Much to the annoyance of one Rab Bennet, a Morton/Celtic/Sheffield Wednesday fan). At the very moment |
am typing this - (It is May the 19th) - have one eye on San Marino v. Poland (from Holland and Norway's
World Cup group) and I'm listening to West Brom (Stuart Batsford) and Leicester (Bob Forryan) fight their way
through the first leg of the end of season play-offs. These last two teams | wish well because of connections
that come directly from Hometr, the siut.
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A final point on this Dylan/football connection is that it can also work the other way - since my mention of_his
Liverpool fanzine' in the last issue Steve Kelly has been buying up Dylan CDs and listening to our man with
fresh ears. That alone makes it worthwhile for me and I'd like to close this introduction with an excerpt from his

first letter to me:

Your fanzine is extraordinary - it is like a book in itself. I'm not a great Dylan fan, but Homer,
the slut made me want to buy the records. In fact, | went and dug out the only Dylan record in

the house, More Greatest Hits, and the first line was What's the matter with me, | don't have
much to say. Sounds like Souness after a defeat.

Reading Homer reminded me of two things:

1. Anne Nightingale recounted a tale of when she was at the February Dylan concerts.
Bob Geldof sat near her and spoke constantly throughout the entire performance. She wasn't
best pleased! It merely confirmed my feelings on Bob Geldof, frankly. Since it was on
something as trivial as Radio One, you may have missed that.

2. Personal one. | was driving home from Hillshorough in 1989 (yes that one) and Radio
Two was simply reciting the death toll (..39..53..70...). It was too painful, so we switched over
to Radio One. U2's drummer was being interviewed, and at the end was asked to play a
track. It was With God On Our Side, a version by the Neville Brothers. To say | freaked out
is an understatement; to this day | just can't listen to Aaron Neville's voice at all. The bitter,
sardonic, sarcastic (whatever) words made me feel all of these things. Incredibly, I've never

thought about that until your mag dropped in the post...

From a colour original by our boy from Newtownabbey

Dublin - 5/2/93.

£ ST

1Through The Wind & The Rain is available from: PO Box 23, Bootle, Merseyside, L30 2SA
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General Ed's note:

Paula Radice has taken over the running of this section. As I was finding it impossible to include a Focus On in each issue - and as
this section was the genesis of the whole ‘zine - I'm delighted with this new arrangement. Bob Forryan's article prompted me to
spotlight this particular song - from now on the selection will be down to Pauline, though I've informed her of your requests to date -
- and, upon hearing this, Carol Bedford sent in her deeply personal account of the song's special meaning for her.

Please note Paula's points at the end of this section, but for now; sit back, cue up the track and read on. ...

PAULA K. V. RADICE

WHERE ARE YOU TONIGHT? (JOURNEY THROUGH DARK HEAT)

Of those who have commented at length on Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat), a
number have agreed with Dylan's own assessment that the song - together with the album on which it
appears, Street-Legal - demonstrates a completeness of creative control. Musicologists Wilfred Mellers (in,
for example, A Darker Shade of Pale) and Elizabeth Thomson praise the emotional power behind the song's
musical structure (see below). Patrick Humphries, in Oh No! Not Another Bob Dylan Book (1991), sees in
Street-Legal "a Dylan back in full control".

Dylan himself, in a much-quoted interview with Matt Damsker in September 1978, explained how
Street-Legal represented for him his writing talents operating at their most explicit:

... never until | got to Blood On The Tracks did | finally get a hold of what | needed
to get a hold of and once | got hold of it, Blood On The Tracks wasn't it either, and
neither was Desire. Street-Legal comes the closest to where my music is going for
the rest of the time. It has to do with an iflusion of time, | mean what the songs are
necessarily about is the illusions*of time. Now in the old days they used to do it
automatically, but it's like | had amnesia, all of a sudden in 1966, | couldn't
remember how to do it ... To do it consciously is a trick ...

Bert Cartwright has established the link between Dylan's perception of this new song-writing approach and his
exposure in the mid-seventies to the art teacher Norman Raeben (see "The Mysterious Norman Raeben”, in
J.Bauldie (ed.), Wanted Man: In Search of Bob Dylan (1990)). In interviews given at the time, Dylan
shielded Raeben's identity, but was keen to acknowledge publicly, in the context of his
writing-as-conscious-effort and the effects of time-diffraction that it achieved, that "l actually had a teacher
for it ... It was an old man who ... knew about that, and | picked up what | could". For Dylan, Street-Legal
was (as Cartwright puts it), "the culmination of the insights into the nature of time as no-time", insights
communicated consciously.

Many commentators have stressed the pain apparent throughout Street-Legal, and nowhere more strikingly
than in Where Are You Tonight? A conclusion that the songs had been written and performed by an artist
in "neurotic distress" (Mellers) seemed unavoidable: John Herdman (in Voice Without Restraint. Bob
Dylan's Lyrics and Their Background (1982)) felt that Where Are You Tonight? revealed a man
“physically exhausted and worn out by internal strife." Inevitably, the causes were sought in Dylan's personal
life - not, it must be said, that the reasons seemed at all obscure: the break-up of Dylan's marriage, with all its
emotional, familial and financial traumas, and the (completely undeserved) critical failure of his pet project,
Renaldo and Clara, were very visible crises. Street-Legal was, however, much more than a mid-life crisis
set to music. Where Are You Tonight?, in particular, was real "singing the blues", as was underlined by the
frequency of phrases borrowed or adapted from Robert Johnson - "killing me by degrees" from Preachin’
Blues, "juice runnin' down my leg" from Travelling Riverside Blues (for further discussion of Johnson's
influence on Dylan, see Rob Whitehouse's ""Is Your Love In Vain?" Robert Johnson Part II", in Look Back
No.16 and Robert Shelton's "'| Can Change, | Swear"", in E.Thomson (ed.), Conclusions On The Wall. New
Essays On Bob Dylan (1980)).

The "sense of breakdown" (Herdman) in the words of Where Are You Tonight?, although apparently
mitigated by the final promise of "a new day at dawn" and a seemingly triumphant exclamation of survival, is
reflected ultimately in the essence of the song, its feel. Even if Dylan regarded himself as consciously
controlling its form, the impression given off (by which, of course, | can only mean, the impression / get of the
song) is rather different. The powerful and inchoate emotions seem to me to blur definition and to act
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somehow to compromise the integrity of the lyrics. My own response to the song is very similar to Paul
Williams' (as described in the second volume of Performing Artist (1992) and in Dylan - What Happened?
(1980) - see below). The ingredients of a classic Dylan song are all apparently here - a complex,
metaphysical lyric complete with an internalized dialectic and a host of familiar Dylan metaphors and
symbols, not to mention a strong tune and a committed vocal and musical treatment. The writing in places is
as breath-catchingly vivid as perhaps anything Dylan has done, its compression and internal rhyming
especially impressive:

There's a long-distance train rolling through the rain.

Tears on the letter | write.

There's @ woman | long to touch and I'm missing her so much, *
But she's drifting like a satellite.

(* in Lyrics, incidentally, this is given as "I miss her so much" - a much less immediate image.)

But "in the final end" (as the man says), the finished product doesn't match the high expectations: there is
something essential missing, ils absence the more critically lamentable because of the nearness of the song
to greatness. | know this opinion will not meet with universal agreement. Where Are You Tonight? is an
excellent song - easily for me the best on Street-Legal and rivalled only by Sefior (at this point, | can hear
cries of "New Pony!" emanating from certain quarters in Newcastle-upon-Tyne, but | stand by this
assessment) - but for me its ultimate failure has to be faced. As Paul Williams so articulately expounds, the
song is at its heart a fake - not blatantly or deliberately, but its flaws can be too clearly felt for it to be
acknowledged a triumph of sincerity.

The crucial missing component is a consistent emotional honesty. | can hear it coming through hot and
strong in certain places: just listen, for example, to what Dylan's voice expresses when he sings

There's a lion in the road, there's a demon escaped,
There's a million dreams gone, there's a landscape being raped.

and

If you don't believe there's a price for this sweet paradise,
Just remind me to show you the scars.

The concluding stanza - "I may have survived but it doesn't make sense if you're not here” - can't fail but hit
home, especially given the rawness of the emotion in Dylan's voice singing it. Taken as a whole, however,
the overall tone of the song doesnt quite ring true. Despite the quality of the writing, singing, and
arrangement, the clarity of the vision is blurred, the timbre hollow. This is highly ironic, in the light of the
insight that Dylan displays elsewhere in his work when his feelings are most strongly engaged, for example
throughout Blood On The Tracks, the other album most frequently linked to developments in the artist's
personal life. It seems to me that in Where Are You Tonight?, as in the rest of Street-Legal, Dylan is
simply too close, too confused by the enormity of the hurt he's feeling, to draw himself (and therefore us) an
honest picture of it. True, he avoids in Where Are You Tonight? the worst of the defects that mar the rest
of the album, for example the utter egocentrism of Is Your Love In Vain? (undoubtedly at least partially
tongue-in-cheek, and motivated by the defensiveness of a wounded man, but cringe-makingly selfish and
sexist nonetheless), the hollow almost formulaic imagery of Changing Of The Guards. The song does,
however, suffer from its setting. It cant be approached in isolation from what has gone before on
Street-Legal;, the bitterness saturating the rest of the album inevitably colours the impact of its last
statement. This needn't have been fatal - witness how completely Dylan later effected the catharsis of the
relentless world-weary anguish of Shot OF Love with Every Grain Of Sand - but Where Are You Tonight?
shares the whole album's strange sense of alienation and inhibition, rendered the more perverse by its
apparent commitment to soul-searching. Again, for me Paul Williams gets closest: " ... there's an enemy
within working overtime on this album to prevent too much truth escaping " (Performing Artist: The
Middie Years). A full empathy is denied us. Under the guise of catharsis (and John Herdman is not alone in
seeing Where Are You Tonight? as “conceived as a journey from despair to hope"), Dylan appears to have
constructed only another defensive facade, albeit one which offers glimpses of undeniably real emotion and
tantalizes with sporadically electrifying language. From another artist, one less associated with the revealing
of truths, Where Are You Tonight? would be a brilliant achievement: from Dylan, it has to be recognized as
a frustrating near-miss.
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Author: Robert Shelton First Published: Beech Tree Books, (Willlam Morrow) 1986.

Title: No Direction Home Currently avallable

Street-Legal is one of Dylan's most overtly autobiographical albums, telling of loss, searching
estrangement, and exile. It also cleary foreshadows the Christian conversion ahead, but who among us;
could percieve it at the time? |t is peopled by a group of narrators who are oppressed, wandering, and
lonely, traveling in a foreign country of the spirit ... But the masterwork is the final song of anguish and
prophesy, a song with the sweep of Like A Rolling Stone, Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through
Dark Heat) Here we can discern the move loward Christianity, the foreshadowing of major changes after the
hellish personal disorder that the narrator has gone through. This is catharsis and resolution as he steals off
into a troubled night with such companions as St. John of the Book of Revelation. There are technical raw
spots on the album, but Dylan clearly wanted to tape it red-hot and from the heart, and he had aliowed
himself only a week to do it before hitting the road again ...

... "It's true", Bob said [in a conversation with the author in London in June 1978], "that a man is his own worst
enemy, just as he is his own best friend. If you deal with the enemy within, then no enemy without can stand
a chance". What was his enemy within? "Suspicion", he replied, as if he could answer all those allegations
of paranoia in one word. Could he put his finger on the enemy within? Dylan laughed at my question. He
pointed his index finger toward his heart. Cautiously, he continued: "It's all in those two verses of that last
song". He directed me toward the mortal battle with his alter ego in Where Are You Tonight?

Typical of his ambiguity, the twin Dylans have so many paired faces: the Gemini polarities of strength versus
weakness, kindness versus cruelty, optimism versus pessimism, life versus death, suspicion versus
friendliness. It has been said by psychologists in the 1980s that the forward motion of creative people uses
wide mood swings as its motor. This dialectic of internal contradiction was really a pair of matched twins
locked in struggle. If any word can be found to characterize the contradictions in Bob Dylan, it would have to
be ambivalence ...

lAuthor: Rober Shelton First Published: Conclusions On The Wall, Manchester, Thin Man 1980

[l'itle: I Can Change, I Swear Edited by : Elizabeth M Thomson

With his order and balance, Dylan often previews his next album with the last song of a current album. From
Street-Legal, Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat) made it very clear how Dylan was
heading to avoid his personal Armageddon of domestic strife, a creative void and a vacuum in his soul:

In that last hour of need, we entirely agreed
sacrifice was the code of the road.

| left town at dawn with Marcel and St. John,
strong men belittled by doubt,

In the grand old American tradition, the narrator splits, not "down the road to ecstasy" but to Sacrifice, Search
and Salvation. His companions? St. John the Divine, of The Revelations, whose vision of the future
triumph of the Messianic kingdom concludes the New Testament. It could be sheer coincidence, but is
"Marcel" perhaps philosopher Gabriel Marcel, French convert to Catholicism, one of the leading theorists of
Christian existentialism? Gather what you can from coincidence, Dylan and Jung's introduction to the /

Ching, tell us.

The study of Dylan's work can be a threshold. Studying him can teach you a lot about life and literature and
myth and religion and society and just about anything you want. He does contain multitudes. As "I wind
back the clock and turn back the page of a book that no one can write", we can ask Dylan: where will you be
tomorrow night? Does Orpheus always have to descend in a journey through dark heat for a season in hell,
before ascending to the gates of Eden?

Aunthor: Alexander/Gross First Published: Elm Tree Books, 1978

Title: An Illustrated History Out of print

The other standout cuts on the disc were No Time To Think, the strongest song and Senor (Tales of
Yankee Power), continuing Bob's well-established tradition of using extended metaphors for him, us,
America and mankind. Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat), and the single, Baby
Stop Crying, were comparatively fluff.
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Author: Paul Williams First Published: and books & Entwhistle Books, 1980

Title: What Happened? Currently out of print

... What the man needed to save himself from, | surmise, was guilt, unendurable restlessness, alcohol,
self-hatred.

This story is told to me by a fascinating sequence of songs and images beginning with Wedding Song and
Going, Going, Gone on Planet Waves, climaxing in the movie Renaldo and Clara and anticlimaxing
gracefully in the scary but hopeful triplet on Street-Legal, True Love Tends To Forget/We Better Talk
This Over/Where Are You Tonight?

... Where Are You Tonight? shows how far you can go just faking it - Dylan puts together an impressive
string of words and images with a catchy, involving arrangement - and also shows that ultimately you can't go
far enough, in the end the song doesn't really make it because it's not really about anything. There is no real
woman in the song or behind the song, or at least he doesn't convince me there is. His great skill is mixing
reality with fantasy, as in Tangled Up In Blue, but this time there's not enough reality - "Where are you
tonight?" is a good concept for a song but he doesn't follow through...he's lonely but it's not the penetrating,
all-inclusive hunger that would be appropriate here. Two lines are prophetic: "The truth was obscure, too
profound and too pure, to live it you had to explode"; and "I fought with my twin, that enemy within, till both of
us fell by the way." But the search for love really is no more than vanity when you get hung up searching for
what you think you want, instead of simply expressing your need.

These last three Street-Legal songs are Dylan's final word on marriage and lovers before Slow Train
Coming and the shocking renunciation of it all in Trouble In Mind. They are hopeful songs in that they're
upbeat, they show insight, Dylan sees himself as a survivor and wants to survive and go on with the show.
But they're also a little scary in that there's what you might call a lack of emotional affect [sic], the further he
gets from actually feeling love the more confident he seems to be that he knows all about it, something's out
of step here ..,

Author: Paul Williams First Published: 1!'nderwond- Miller, 1992
Title: Performing Artist: The Middle Years Currently available

Where Are You Tonight? is another song that promises a tremendous amount and, like Sefior, partially
delivers. I'm very fond of this song, | can listen to it a lot, it gives me much pleasure...and it frustrates me,
because | have to swallow its phoniness with its honesty. The arrangement, the ensemble performance, is
wonderful. (So's the tune.) This is where Dylan sings "l fought with my twin/That enemy within/Till both of us
fell by the way." He also says (it's possible to hear a lot of regret for his lost soulmate on this album, if one
chooses to; and impossible to know whether that's what one actually is hearing), "l couldn't tell her/What my
private thoughts were/But she had some way of finding them out." And maybe, just maybe, the last words of
Street-Legal are its secret message, a secret especially (or only?) from its creator: "I can't believe it, | can't
believe I'm alive/But without you it doesn't seem right/Oh, where are you tonight?"

Author: John Herdman First Published: by Paul Harris Puldishing, 1982

[Title: Voice Without Restraint Out of print

The last song on the record is an exception to the rule of simplicity and austere statement. Where Are You
Tonight (Journey Through Dark Heat) is impressionistic, allusive, difficult, full of striking and colourful
imagery. With Changing of the Guards, Senor, and to some extent No Time To Think, it belongs to a
group of songs on Street Legal which stand up as very impressive poetry when seen on the page, to a
degree equalled in Dylan's earlier work perhaps only by Visions of Johanna; and which look almost as if
they might have been written as poems, which ‘Johanna’ doesn't. Where Are You Tonight? is also one of
Dylan's most powerful songs, with a musical pattern which works with the words - which is not entirely true of
Changing Of The Guards ... In general type it is similar to Visions of Johanna and Idiot Wind, centering
on the vicissitudes of a love relation but sending its shock waves far out beyond that centre; and like them its
structure is a mosaic, building up a complex mood out of a series of separate impressions which often have
little overt connection with each other, but which in some way fit together as part of a schematic whole. They
do so, | suppose, because they all arise out of a single nucleus of feelings in Dylan himself; the images act
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as intermediaries between him and us, working on our senses until we begin to "feel" the situation as he feels
it. More than feeling is communicated, though; while much remains obscure, enough factual information is
thrown out here and there to provide us with a frame onto which, like plants, the feelings can attach
themselves, and thus assume body, form and shape.

The pieces of the mosaic are formed by four-line units of meaning which also correspond to musical units.
This pattern is adhered to pretty censistently throughout the song, with, at the most, tenuous observable
connections between the consecutive elements, and more often none. This can be illustrated by the opening
of the song, which illuminates the subtitle, Journey Through Dark Heat. The song is conceived as a
journey from despair to hope:

There's a long-distance train rolling through the rain,
Tears on the letter | write.

There's a woman | long to touch, and | miss her so much
But she's drifting like a satellite.

The railroad imagery is of course one of Dylan's staple resources but it never seems to lose its fascination for
him or its serviceableness in his hands. His talent for building up a vivid picture with a few strokes is
characteristically effective here: we can see the rain on the train window and perhaps the tears - which,
thanks to the solid external context in which they are set, don't seem histrionic this time - making the ink run
on the paper; then Dylan (or whoever it is) looking out at the darkening landscape, watching the moon drifting
through the clouds, and visualising the woman he misses as just such a drifting satellite. We wonder, too,
whether we are also to read its metaphorical meaning into the word "satellite": is the woman now the satellite
of some other man? With the next lines there is a swift change of scene; the unit that follows is this time

subdivided, its two sets of images together building up the sense of that "dark heat" through which the singer
journeys.

There's a neon light ablaze in this green smoky haze,
Laughter down on Elizabeth Street,

And a lonesome bell tone in that valley of stone
Where she bathed in a stream of pure heat.

The first two lines evoke vividly a hot, claustrophobic, typically urban scene which stands in potent contrast to
the melancholy austerity of the train journey, and introduces through a physical image a suggestion of
confusion and fogginess which has to do with the emotional background of the story. That laughter, while it
may not necessarily be hostile, strikes us as having an excluding, almost mocking ring to it; Dylan (and with
him ourselves) is looking in on a scene to which he is not admitted. The final lines contribute a further
element to the total ground of feeling which Dylan wants to spread out and build upon: the sense of sterile
passion. The chosen image, though not realistic, is again strongly visualised: the naked woman is there
before our eyes, bathing in the steaming water of that valley of unyielding stone. The "lonesome bell tone"
which sounds in the distance associates this passion with a feeling of sadness and doom.

Throughout the song, an almost cinematic clarity is maintained: though the little scenes are often surreal the
imagery points towards meaning, it does not appear to be exhibiting itself for its own sake as did, on
occasions, the imagery of the Bringing It All Back Home/Blonde on Blonde era. The "babe in the arms of
a woman in a rage"; the sight of someone climbing up a girl's hair to discover "her invisible self"; the "foot in
the face" of "the guy you were lovin™; the "juice running down my leg" after Dylan has bitten "into the root of
forbidden fruit"; the "white diamond gloom on the dark side of this room": all, as well as presenting us with
sharply realised pictures, move the story forward, inform us and help us to "realise" what the song is about,
not so much in our minds as through our senses. There is also the more specific information that serves as
the story's frame. We learmn that the couple have parted and that "I' has left town; the "long-time
golden-haired stripper” who appears on the stage and "winds back the clock and ... turns back the page/ Of a
book that nobody can write” suggests a triangular situation; but the figure becomes quadrilateral with the
arrival on the scene of the "guy you were lovin': there has been conflict, acrimony and ill-feeling. As we
have become used to expecting in this type of song, identities are not always clearly defined. The main
female character is sometimes "she" and sometimes "you", It is not apparent whether "Her father" is the
same as the "full-blooded Cherokee" of verse two, or whether the "He" who "took good center-aim but ...
missed just the same” is to be confounded with "the guy you were lovin™. "Marcel and St. John", those "two
strong men belittied by doubt" with whom Dylan leaves town, are also uncertain quantities, though probably
they are fragments of his own personality. These characteristic unclarities are part of Dylan's design on us:
he is setting out not to make us understand but to make us feel, and we are more likely to feel when our
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minds are not in control, when the "meddling instinct", as Wordsworth called it, has not pre-empted our
responses.

The feeling, of course, comes also from the music. There is a largeness about it, almost an exaltation, a
sense of heights and depths, which matches the lyrics and Dylan's whole-spirited delivery. The theme’of
spiritual struggle in the song - “I fought with my twin, that enemy within,/ Till both of us fell by the way" - is
enacted, not merely declaimed, so that we sense that the promise that is held out at the end by that "pathway
to the stars" is not a conventional postulate but something that has indeed been paid for with Dylan's scars.
Moreover the phrase "sweet paradise” is not, | think, meant to be taken quite straight. The words are
coloured with an irony whose force is brought out by the final words of the song:

There's a new day at dawn, and !'ve finally arrived,

If I'm there in the morning, baby, you'll know ['ve survived
| can't believe it; | can't believe I'm alive.

But without you, it just doesn’t seem right.

Oh, Where Are You Tonight?

IAuthor: Stephen Scobie First Published: by Red Deer Cillege Press, 1991

'Title: Alias Bob IPylan Currently available

... the pain returns in the final song, the epic Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat).
Again, this song interweaves autobiographical references (the "nickels and dimes" of the divorce settlement)
with openly fictional elements (no one has ever suggested that Sara's father was "A full-blooded Cherokee").
The singer is now definitely alone: "There's a woman | long to touch and | miss her so much but she's drifting
like a satellite". The situation is abnormal, a disruption of how things should be. A "satellite" does not
normally "drift", but moves in a regular orbit around a fixed center. The woman is something that has strayed
from its appointed course around the central point traditionally occupied by the man. At the very moment
that the song laments the woman's departure, the image reinstates the imbalance between the two lovers
which may have contributed to that departure in the first place.

At other points the singer recognizes that this conflict is also, as always, an internal one: "l fought with my
twin, that enemy within, 'til both of us fell by the way". Before, this recognition reinforced the lovers'
reciprocity, but in this song it begins to lead in a different direction. The language of Where Are You
Tonight? is more generalized and symbolic than in most of Dylan's love songs of the 1970s; the internal
conflict again takes on a social dimension. The “"long-distance train" of the first line already looks forward to
the "slow train coming"” of the following album.

But it is a farewell to Sara, and the song rises to a great emotional climax of cathartic release. The final
chorus sums up and puts an end to the narrative that all the love songs of the 1970s had told...

Author: Alan Rinzler First Published: Harmony Books 1978

Title: The Illustrated Record Out of print

The overall effect [of Street-Legal] is of someone kind of grim and depressed, forcing these songs out with
a fatalistic attitude like: well here's the way it is for me now, not so hot, but still plugging ... Where Are You
Tonight? concludes this album with another depressing anthem about a woman he longs to touch. The
music is sad as hell; the words are candid:

In that last hour of need, we entirely agreed
Sacrifice was the code of the road ...

And Dyian, the Gemini, tells us how:

| fought with my twin. That enemy within
'Til both of us fell by the way ...

Despite the cooking instrumental backing, we leave Dylan there, fallen.
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iAuthor: Elizabeth M Thomson First Published: Conclusions On The Wall, Manchester, Thin Man 1980

Title: Dylan As Composer Printed In : Conclusions On The Wall
It is a unique facet of Dylan's genius that certain songs possess an inherent cumulative power (especially
noticeable in live performance) that does not seem to be related to the arrangements or dynamics, as it must
be in Springsteen's Born to Run or Spector's River Deep, Mountain High. Like A Rolling Stone and
Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat) exemplify this point, and interestingly, ihe two are
linked by certain common musical elements.

Both songs are in the same key, C major, and both use rather high, narrow vocal range (or tessitura) - factors
that produce a particular musical flavour or timbre. In both, the chords of C, F and G predominate and the
opening of Like A Rolling Stone is given momentum by the use of a strong rising sequence:

Once upon a time you dressed so fine

04 Dm

You threw the bums a dime in your prime, Didn't you?

Em F G7

This is later reversed as "Now, you don't talk so loud ... ", reflecting an inverted mirror-image. Then , as
Dylan's questions pound out, the vocal is punctured by another short rising sequence:

How does it feel? How does it feel?

(G7) (o] F G F C F G

This continues to pervade the music until the close of the song and is also used , albeit less powerfully, in
Where Are You Tonight? The latter song also uses the falling sequence of Like A Rolling Stone, here

augmented:

And she winds back the clock and she turns back the page
(F) Em Dm (o

This time, the vocal line drops with it, rather than diverging as is often the case with Dylan, and the whole
depicts brilliantly a sense of desperation and isolation.

Thus, in both songs, relatively static vocal lines that oscillate around the key-note are off-set by
comparatively fluid harmony. Both songs make use of the dramatic pause at the climax, and both descend

forcefully to the final cadence.

Of course, none of these features are, in themselves, rare strokes of genius: the C - F - G chord sequence is
about the first thing any self-respecting guitarist learns. (In fact, such a formulation is the foundation of
Western harmony!) But Dylan, in these two songs, has fused the elements in such a way as to gain
maximum effect from seemingly minimal resources. Despite their apparent technical simplicity, they
succeed as well-structured musical entities.

Author: Wilfrid Mellers First Published: Faber and Faber Limited, 1984
Title: A darker shade of pale Out of print (I think)

....Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat) works verbally through a richly allusive
technique related to the cinematic clip, juxtaposing snippets of story without chronological sequence and at
various levels of reality and myth. In the first stanza he is travelling in the familiar lonesome long-distance
train, through the dark night; the rain on the window-pane merges into the tears he sheds for a woman
apparently lost. But in the second stanza he is in a neon-lit bar of some seedy town, listening to "laughter
down in Elizabeth Street" in which he cannot share, and to a "lonesome bell" in a "valley of stone". Into the
hallucinatory haze flit sundry characters - a woman with a "full-blooded Cherokee father", a "golden-haired
stripper”, "the guy you were loving", two "strong men belittled by doubt", not to mention a lion and a demon.
The triangular or quadrilateral relationships between humans and the mythic creatures remain, and are
meant to remain, obscure: the separations of lover from beloved prove to be also a separation of self from
self. The action is within the mind, precipitated from memory; probably the poet never leaves the railway
train he occupies in the first stanza. That the song concerns a longing for the undivided whole, a
fundamental religious experience, validates the ecclesiastical flavour of the music. The vocal line, at first
primitive in speech rhythms, oscillates between minor and major thirds and is unable to define a tune, while
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the harmony alternates between tonic and subdominant, the former often garnering a flat seventh to broach,
but not to consummate, a full flatwards modulation. The flat sevenths, though indeterminate in pitch,
forestall any dominant assertiveness. Not until the last clause, after three eights, is there a dominant triad
and a change from the pendulum of tonic-subdominant in the bass, which now swings down the scale. In the
middle section the melody's vacillating thirds turn into blue false relations, again indefinite in pitch as sung by
Dylan, though flat enough to hint at the subdominant of the subdominant. Here the words refer explicitly to
the divided self ("l fought with my twin, that enemy within/Till both of us fell by the way"), and add, in the last
section, that "if you don't believe there's a price/For this sweet paradise,/Remind me to show you the scars."
Because he has come through, the reprise of the original music can grow grander as well as louder, until the
splendour of the coda sounds like authentic religious experience in an age of unfaith. There is no deception,
no retreat into Zen quietism, let alone into narcotic delusion. There is courage and strength, which may be
related to Dylan's confrontation of a crisis in his own life - the failure of a marriage that, on the evidence of
previous discs, would seem to have promised so much. But while personal crisis may have nurtured the
further maturation of experience in Street-Legal the songs are not about that crisis. Dylan, true artist that he
is, has rather used his own pain to investigate experience relevant to us all ...

lAuthor: Dowley & Dunnage First Published: Tunbrldge Wells: Midas, 1982
[Title: From A Hard Rain To A Slow Train Chit of prrint

This album concludes with Where Are You Tonight?, ominously subtitied "Journey Through Dark Heat".
Contained in the first few lines is a reference to a satellite. Technological innovations of this kind are
markedly absent from Dylan's work, but this one seems appropriate enough, if quaint and a little dated, in the
light of the full-blooded efforts on the part of many pop musicians. And this song constitutes great
communication despite all that. "Street-wise" is indelibly marked on the English language. Contained here is
an astrological/biblical reference:

I fought with my twin, that enemy within
Till both of us fell by the way.

Dylan's astrological sign is Gemini, the twin. But this duality struggle is at the root of much Evanggiipal
Christian teaching, and it is Dylan's first specific reference to anything recognizable as a lead-up to Christian
conversion. The Apostle Paul in Romans 7:15, had written of himself:

I cannot understand my own behaviour. | fail to
carry out the things that | want to do, and | find
myself doing the very things that | hate.

And, again, in Galatians 5:17, he writes:
... Since self-indulgence is the opposite of the
Spirit, the spirit is totally against such a thing,
and it is precisely because the two are opposed that
you do not always carry out your good intentions.

... Dylan's song has resulted in the juxtaposing of his God and his ideal woman. More than mere symbolism,
this should convince us of the spiritual search that has always been implicit in his work. Evangelical
Christians draw too firm a line between the before and after of conversion. The spiritual search here is
hand-in-glove with reality, making it possibly more "Christian" than the three albums that follow.

Author: Jonathan Cott Doubleday; 1984

Title: Dylan Presimably out of print

In Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat) ... Dylan gives us an amazingly powerful
depiction of [the] personal disintegration of a man ineluctably in exile, trying desperately and futilely to hold
on in a world where light and dark forces - both in the personality and in the cosmos - which were once
partners in a harmonious creation, are now split and polarized and at war with each other ... This song, in
fact, reminds me of the last work Van Gogh painted before his suicide, Crows over the Wheat Field, with
what art critic Meyer Shapiro calls its "rapid convergences and dizzying angularities" - a work "unstable and
charged with a tempestuous excitement". And what Shapiro writes about Van Gogh's painting might also be
said about Dylan's song: "But the stable, familiar earth, interlocked with the paths, seems to resist
perspective control. The artist's will is confused, the world moves towards him, he cannot move toward the
world. It is as if he felt himself completely blocked, but also saw an ominous fate approaching".

Homer, the slut Issue Nine



Focus On: Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat) Page 9

Author: John Hinchey First Published: Wanted Man, Manchester; 1983
Title: Bob Dylan's Slow Train Out of print

[These songs] articulate the voice, respectively, of the demonic angel and the angelic demon who are the
twin polarities of what most of us mean when we invoke Dylan's authority to our imagination. These are the
modes of his most imaginative and characteristic, if not consistently his best, works. Precious Angel is
successor to Gates Of Eden, Like A Rolling Stone, Sad-Eyed l.ady Of The Lowlands, Tough Mama,
Idiot Wind, Sara and Where Are You Tonight?: Gonna Change My Way Of Thinking is successor to It's
Alright Ma, Ballad Of A Thin Man, Memphis Blues Again, Dirge, Buckets Of Rain, One More Cup Of
Coffee and Changing Of The Guards. Both of these modes stem ultimately from the internalized quest
romance, which is to say that they belong to the central tradition of Anglo-American and European poetry for
the last two centuries. Dylan has mediated his appropriation of the demonic strain in Romanticism through
the Blues tradition and of the angelic strain through a mutation largely of his own invention, though it is an
invention to a great extent spawned by How! and Kaddish ...

Author: Chris Fleury Look Back (in No.25)
T'itle: Abandoned Love: Changes In Dylan's Drug Imagery

Street-Legal can be seen as picking up the [drug] addict's story where the mid-seventies trilogy of Planet
Waves, Blood On The Tracks, and Desire leaves off ... [it] is the story of the newly-recovered addict
wrestling with the bittersweet loss of his earlier "love". Now, the recovering addict is assessing the damage
done by his drug usage and struggling to make reparations ... The final stanza of Where Are You Tonight?

summarizes the newly recovering addict's gratefulness for his feelings of rebirth. "I can't befieve it, | can't
believe I'm alive."

Author: David Murray Evening Post, 15th July 1978
[Iitle: Street L.cgal Is Instantly Likeable (as reprinted in Dave Percival : The Dust Of Rumour (1985)

Street-Legal seems to me more instantly likeable than many of his earlier works, and contains some very
commercial songs. But that's not half of it. I also appears to be largely optimistic, and sometimes seems
even religious. Dylan certainly seems happy with what he's doing .... Where Are You Tonight? [is] a 6
minute elegiac story with some superb organ chords and a "looking back" feel to Dylan's phrasing which
reminds you of some of his earlier songs back in the Blowin' In The Wind days ...

lAuthor: Angus Mackinnon New Musical Express, 24th July 1978
[Flile: Visions Of Love And Life

Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat) is more mythology, only personalised, more
specific ... Musically, the song's reminiscent of the Blonde on Blonde period, thanks mainly to Pasqua's Al
Kooperish organ, whilst structurally its middle eight and chorus bear a more than passing resemblance to
Like A Rolling Stone. An intense, listless declaration of quiet desperation, crackling with sudden rimshot
lines: | fought with my twin, that enemy within, 'til both of us fell by the way/Horseplay and disease are Kkilling
me by degrees while the law looks the other way/Your partners in crime hit me up for nickels and dimes/The
man you were loving could never get clean ..,

Author: John Bauldie In Michael Gray And John Bauldie : Across The Telegraph
Title: A Mecting With AJ. \V eberman, Summer Of '82 A Bob Dylan Handbook (1987)

... Shelley hadn't heard. "Come on Shelley, we're going back to A.J.'s!"

We walked down Elizabeth Street.

A.J. suddenly turned. "This is where Dylan jumped mel!" A strangle light glowed in his eyes. ""Laughter
down on Elizabeth Street"! Can't you see these buildings, how they close in? This is the "valley of stone"."
There was certainly a stream of pure heat. "It felt out of place, my foot in his face"! Just here, man, near
this trashcan. "The book that nobody can write". That's my book!"
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Auther: Michael Watts Mclody Maker, 24th June 1978

Tlile: Dylan Finds His Post " Blonde" Sound

..What is one to make, for instance, of the lines that close the album on Where Are You Tonight?
(Journey Through Dark Heat)? "l can't believe I've survived”, he sings; and then: "If you don't believe
there's a price/For this sweet paradise/Just remind me to show you the scars." ...

...The marvellously cinematic tone re-occurs on Where Are You Tonight?, whose sub-title gives a better
idea of the song's implications. The narrator is on a train, “rolling through the rain", recollecting various
adventures that involve gamblers, a gypsy, a "full-blooded Cherokee", and the inevitable girl ("tears on the

letter that | write™).

Maybe the girl is "sweet Marie." Certainly there are echoes of Blonde on Blonde in Alan Pasqua's Al
Kooperish organ playing. But the jauntiness of Absolutely Sweet Marie is contradicted by the sombre lyrics
and the mounting tension of the music as the train rumbles through the night to the song's uneasy
denouement.

Nothing is revealed, really; but Dylan's handling of his mystery tale is utterly absorbing, especially as the
song appears to disguise moments of autobiography ...

Author: Robert Shelton First Published: The Dylan Companion, MacMillan, (1990)
Tlitle: Trust Yourself Edited by : Elizabeth M Thomson and David Gutman

Already by then [1978], in his "Journey through dark heat" on Street-Legal, he was hearing his slow train
coming ... his religious imagery was even stronger before he became a Jesus follower ...

IAuthor: Agnes Friesen First Published: Review of Street-Legal, in Broadside No,140, July-December 1978

Fitle: Not Guilty, Your Honour

Street-Legafs last cut ... winds the album up nicely. It says what I, and probably a lot of other people, say
just about every day in one way or another: "l can't believe it, | can't believe I'm alive - but without you it
doesn't seem right". Listen to Journey Through Dark Heat four times instead of listening to Love In Vain,
True Love, We Better Talk, and Stop Crying [sic] ...

Author: Nick De Somogyi
Tltte: Jokermen And Thieves. Bob 1)ylan And The Ballad Tradition Wunted Man, 1986

... In 1984 [singing Tangled Up In Blue in concert] he stresses the internal split in himself of the sort
encountered in / and | or the 1978 Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat);

{ fought with my twin
That enemy within
Till both of us fell by the way.

The narrative flashes of these songs are indeed "advanced by a series of quick flashes, one distinct scene
following another" .

Anthor: Tim Riley Knopff, 1992

Tithe: Hard Rain: A Dylan Conunentary

. Street-Legal (1978) contained some unflattering inconsistencies ... His lyrical sensibilities dwindled ...
Where Are You Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat) was so fervent with obsession that he never
bothered to let on what makes his lover so desirable ..
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iAuthor: Michael Gray First Published: The i{amlyn Publishing G:roup, Great Britain, 1981

Title: The Art Of Bob Dylan Currently unavailable

Street-Legal brings it all together, Dylan the consisitent moralist, Dylan the writer who draws heavily on the
bible, Dylan caught in the struggle between the flesh and the spirit, Dytan ending his relationship with Sara,
Dylan the betrayed victim both of what he sees as Sara's love-in-vain and all of us.

Consummately, Dylan does pull all those strands together on this aibum, both on its minor songs and its
three outstanding major works, Changing Of The Guards, No Time To Think, and Where Are You

Tonight? (Journey Through Dark Heat)

...The final journey is the ‘journey through dark heat' and out the other side that constitutes the album's final
song Where Are You Tonight? He has asked her to make the same pilgrimage alongside him; she has

declined; he has gone alone.
As the song opens Dylan is on the slow train:

There's a long-distance train rolling through the rain.

Tears on the letter | write.
There's a woman | long to touch and I'm missing her so much,*

But she's drifting like a satellite.

The second verse is a glancing reflection back to the old New York days. In 1965 we had that scathing song
Postively 4th Street; this time it is Greenwich Village's Elizabeth Street that is used to place that past
camaraderie - and thus to serve as a precursor for those lines on the Slow Train Coming album: My
so-called friends have fallen under a spell. Here Dylan is anticipating the sneers of his New York world at the
news of his desertion to Christ:

There's a neon light ablaze in a green smokey haze
And laughter down on Elizabeth Street

- followed at once by this terrific characterisation of New York City as a valley of death in whose shadow he
and his lover have walked too long:

There's a lonesome bell tone in that valley of stone
Where she bathed in a stream of pure heat

- the effectiveness of which resides partly in the pure beauty of calling New York City a 'valley of stone' and
partly in the strange double-take of juxtaposing cold stone and pure heat in one and the same place: the

death and hell, the chill and the furnace at once.

Then Dylan's travelling reflections pause to dwell on the divorce, and the inexpressible gulf between the
public story and the inner reality of what he feels went down:

...a woman in arage....
As she winds back the clock and turns back the page

Of a book that nobody can write.....

The truth was obscure, too profound and too pure
To live it you had to explode.

This leads directly to the recollected split-up and his new embarkation:

In that last hour of need, we entirely agreed
sacrifice was the code of the road.

! left town at dawn with Marcel and St. John,
strong men belittled by doubt.

(a great phrase, that) and then come these excellent lines admitting that while he could claim his own agony
to be inexpressible, she could still pierce through any aggrandizing mystifiction he migh be putting around
himself:
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I couldn't tell her what my private thoughts were
But she had some way of finding them out.

From there, the song shows Dylan's thoughts ranging through the whole spectrum of the leaving and its whys
and wherefores. His irresolution is recollected here:

I fought with my twin, that enemy within
Till both of us fell by the way.

Recollected too, and confessed, are the betrayals of each other:

The man you were lovin' could never get clean
It felt out of place, my foot in his face
But he should have stayed where his money was green

and

I bit into the root of forbidden fruit
With the juice runnin’ down my leg.

No wonder Eden is burning.
In the penultimate verse we return to the idea of sacrifice, there is:

... a pathway that leads up to the stars;
If you don't believe there's a price for this sweet paradise
Just remind me to show you the scars.

The last verse of the song - and of the album - announces Dylan's final arrival at rebirth. He has made it at
last. Yet what is most striking here is the humanity, the generosity of feeling. There is no ending on any note
of glee or superiority. There is only a gladness which Dylan admits to, while admitting also that it is lessened
by the final loss of love:

There's a new day at dawn, and I've finally arrived,

If I'm there in the morning, baby, you'll know I've survived
I can't believe it; | can't believe I'm alive.

But without you, it just doesn’t seem right.

Oh, Where Are You Tonight?

CONCLUSION .

I'd like to wind up this Focus On with two thoughts/pleas from the heart:

1. Focus On would benefit enormously from input from you, gentle reader. What do you think about Where
Are You Tonight? Any participation will be very gratefully received. The song under examination next will
be It's Alright Ma, (I'm Only Bleeding) Please think about writing in with your own response to the song
(and then do it).

2. Having compiled this one set of selections from the accumulated body of Dylan literature, | would like to
express my heartfelt conviction that no book on Dylan, which has any pretensions to being treated seriously
as an academic work, should be pubtished without an index. In fact, failing to include an index should be a
hanging offence. P.S. | am available for indexing work.

Paula Radice.
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You said you would like personal accounts of the significance of the song. Well , get your hankies out!

In 1978 | was living in Surbiton at a college for 'mature' women who wished to return to education. | had just
been accepted by Cambridge and was delighted. Added to this Dylan was coming!

Needless to say, (since everyone who attended those concerts knows), Dylan was fantastic. | had attended
two shows and was at the third when all of a sudden | had the distinct impression that something was
happening AT THAT MOMENT to my brother, Billy, back in Dallas.

| expected the tannoy to page me or an usher to go up and down stairways calling my name - irrational |
know, but the feeling that Billy was in trouble was so strong. Then a second idea flashed, he was in trouble
with the police! | could see the red lights and hear the sirens. This was less alarming since my brother
regularly had run-ins with the cops.

| forced my mind back to the concert which wasn't hard to do - but the minute | stepped through the doors at
the end all the previous feelings came back.

One of the girls met me outside my room. 'Come home immediately. Your Dad's been trying to reach you. |
phoned and Dad told me 'Billy's dead. He's been killed'

To cut a long and painful story short, Billy had been sleeping in his bed and a man he'd never met entered his
bedroom and shot him three times (the last bullet hit the heart) and then proceeded to shoot Dick, Billy's
friend,( who, hearing the shots, raced into the room to help) twice. Dick managed, despite serious wounds to
tackle the guy. The police (swarms of them called by neighbours who had heard those 5 shots! ) found Dick
beating the guy on the front lawn.

The man later claimed he was obsessed with the men in the house - all of them were younger than he was.
He had recently separated from his wife and was convinced she was involved with a younger man. He had
even heard Billy's name mentioned. (Billy had, in fact, bought her a drink one night.) He is now serving life.
The judge was so appalled that he shot someone asleep and therefore totally vulnerable that he gave him life
‘or 99 years', i.e. if he comes up for parole the 99 years comes into effect. This is extraordinary for Texas.
Normally 'murder one' and you can still be out walking the streets in months.

Anyway, | had bought Dylan's newest album at the time, Street Legal. | spent the entire night playing it over
and over and over again. As soon as it finished | simply played it again. The song that meant the most was
Journey Through Dark Heat. The verse:

There's a new day at dawn and I've finally arrived,

If I'm there in the morning, baby, you'll know ['ve survived.
But without you it just doesn‘t seem right

Oh where are you tonight?

perfectly expressed my thoughts, summed up or focussed my pain.

Ben Fong-Torres, writing a piece for Rolling Stone, described having a similar experience. He was attending
one of the '74 concerts. The most poignant moment for him came when Dylan sang It's Alright Ma (I'm Only
Bleeding). The verse that deals with people's inability to recognize the fact that they too will die brought back
to him his parents refusal to accept his brother's death. (also by murder, see Knockin' on Dylan‘'s Door).

Dylan himself, of course, hates hearing what his songs mean to people. Who can blame him? A lot of the
stories will be as bleak as those above. And he's right, what's happening to other people, people he doesn't
know, not only can never be his responsibility, but in addition, obviously has nothing to do with why he wrote
the song. Journey Through Dark Heat, most critics agree, refers to his recent divorce (Street Legal itself
was dubbed 'the divorce album') and the loss of Sara. Many have spoken of divorce as 'like a death'. Journey
Through Dark Heat seems to make this comparison graphically.

Paul Williams wrote in Telegraph 31 that Howard Alk had told him the one factor he missed in his enquiry
What Happened? into the possible reasons for Dylan's conversion was death. Around the end of the Rolling

PIus a sixth, when the man first entered the house he took a shot at a 17 year old Billy had offered a bed for
the night, The man saved himself by jumping through a window.
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Thunder Tour and divorce were 2 deaths that affected him deeply. Phil Ochs's suicide in April 1976 and
Elvis's in 1977.

1979's Slow Train portrayed a woman advising: Boy without a doubt have to quit your mess and straighten
out or You could die down here, be just another accident statistic. 1980's Saving Grace supports Alk's
suggestion that the conversion was a logical step to cope with his fears,

I've escaped death so many times, | know I'm living
By the saving grace that's over me,

By this time I'd a thought | would be sleeping,

In a pine box for all eternity.

Dylan is well aware of the therapeutic value of music, he has said, "It puts you in tune with your own existence.
Sometimes you really don't know how you feel, but really good music can define how you feel. It can make
you feel not so much alone. That's what it has always done for me- people like Hank Williams, Bill Monroe,
Muddy Waters, Robert Johnson..' (Robert Hillburn, 13.6.84 West Berlin.) and, '(music) can get into people's
subconscious minds, maybe in a roundabout way, and they make people feel better. They feel that maybe
sometimes what they are thinking or feeling, they can hear it articulated in a song and they may think, yeah,
I'm not so crazy to feel that way' (Pulse: Dylan in conference, Juke pg. 4 March 1 1986 Interviewer Murray
Engelheart)

This is a hell of an achievement. As Steven Goldberg described in 1970 'Dylan’s art is capable of igniting their
faith. In any age that is a considerable artistic achievement in the lonely world of the contemporary young it
would seem almost a miracle' (pg. 376 Retrospective, 1972 edition)

The sociologist Simon Frith has studied the use people make of songs. He found that pop songs do not reflect
emotions but give people the romantic terms in which to articulate and so experience their emotions.

Richard Williams felt Dylan's songs were ‘'the direct communication of experience, the re-definition of
emotions, the interplay of conflicting feelings...' (The Times, 29 September, 1987). Jonathan Cott, too, found,
combining Goldberg and Frith, 'His songs are miracles...In words and music he has re- awakened and thereby
altered, our experience of the world.' (Rolling Stone, January 26, 1978). | know Dylan's song - paraphrasing
Kristofferson - helped me make it through that particular night. And how fitting - for it was Billy who'd turned
me on to Dylan. In 1984 at Wembley, when Dylan sang Leopard-skin Pill-box Hat | was ecstatic! In 1966
Billy had played this song non-stop, (as | would do 12 years later with another song), as his fiancee Shery! had
just broken off their engagement.

He sat in a rocking chair, played that song to my mother's distraction, and after a few plays he managed a
smile. Then a giggle caught him off-guard. After 20 or so plays he was rocking like a fiend and laughing his
head off!

Thank you Mr. Dylan. And | thank you.

| went to see one other concert at Earls Court in 1978 after that awful night. When he sang Forever Young |
fell apart. Billy was being buried that Tuesday and i've been unable to get back to the States for the funeral.
But | felt that Dylan provided the better memorial, Billy's spirit was all around me and the song was perfect;
dead at just 30, he'd remain forever young.

P.8. I'd like to thank the guy next to me. While | sobbed uncontrollably he offered me his beer. What a
sweetie. He must have thought | was some ageing teeny-bopper, hysterical in the presence of my idol. When

the beer didn't work he offered me a joint. Ah, yes, the 60s.... there's a lot to be said for the general kindness
of Dylan's admirers.
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Angelina seemed to be the song of 1992. We had articles by Paul Williams in The Telegraph and by Mark
Carter and Jim Heppell in Homer the siut. Despite this, the most appropriate words on Angelina were written
way back in 1979 also by Paul Williams, in his wonderful, wonderful book Dylan - What Happened? :

Dylan puts together an impressive string of words and images with a catchy, involving
arrangement - and also shows that ultimately you can't go far enough, in the end the song
doesn't make it because its not really about anything. There is no real woman in the song or
behind the song, or at least he doesn't convince me there is.

That's what Williams wrote. Sadly for me he wasn't writing about Angelina but about Where Are You Tonight?
(Journey Through Dark Heat). Why sadly? Because these words describe exactly how | feel about Angelina,
but not at all how | feel about Where Are You Tonight? This latter piece has always been my favourite song
from Street Legal, and what it does or might say to us has been a subject of endless speculation for me, some
of which | want to offer in this essay.

Before | do that | ought to just clarify my position on Angelina. It is obvious that many fans (No, | don't have a
problem with this term either, Andrew - much better than collector, train-spotter or nut!) have a high regard for
Angelina. Several friends of mine think it's an absolute masterpiece. My reservations about the song must put
me in a minority possibly of one?! The first time | heard Angelina was when some kind trader of tapes stuck it
on the end of a concert tape to fill up space for me. My immediate reaction was ."Fantastic! Yet another
unreleased gem!" But after a very few plays, | began to revise my evaluation downwards. Why? It is a beautiful
melody, that is certainly true. And ! can't help feeling that maybe it is because of this beauty that people want to
find integrity in the song. But for me it is all too facile. The music, the rhymes and the lyrics fit together just that
bit too well. Is that a crazy statement? Perhaps | can use an analogy to explain what | mean. When | was young,
| would be swept off my feet by a beautiful woman. The more nearly her beauty reached to some ideal of
perfection, the more | would fall. Who can | offer as an example? Say Marilyn Monroe or Melanie Griffith. But
with advancing years | prefer my beauty a little less standardised even a little flawed, say Debra Winger or
Juliet Stephenson. Perhaps what | mean is that the truth is "too profound and too pure" to be carved, shaped
and manipulated into the very smooth mould that is Angelina. And then there's those rhymes: Argentina,
Hyena, Subpoena, Arena, Concertina. Aren't they just a little too pat, don't you think? Just a little too contrived?
To be honest | would find it awfully hard to write an in-depth critique of Angelina, and anyway it wouldn't
convince you if you loved the song. You are right from your side and | am right from mine. In the end its "how
does it feel?" that matters. To me Angelina just doesn't feel the way | want a Dylan masterpiece to feel. Let's
get back to the subject in hand. '

Street-Legal is often a neglected work, certainly an under-rated one. Even so, a couple of years back when The
Telegraph held a poll of its readers this album came fourth - ahead of every Dylan album except Blood On
The Tracks, Blonde On Blonde and Highway 61. It must have something special to place it ahead of over 30
other albums. It was the sixth in a succession of magical 70's albums following: Planet Waves, Before The
Flood, Blood On The Tracks, Desire and Hard Rain. (You cannot classify The Basement Tapes as a 70's
album.) Recorded in April 1978, between the eastern and the European legs of "The Alimony Tour" Street-
Legal is an important album for me (I'd probably give it fourth place as well) and has to be for any student of
Dylan's work. It is, after all, the last studio album before his Christian conversion. As I've said elsewhere I've
long ago lost count of the number of sixties's people who have told me this was the last Dylan album they
bought. Atheists to the person, they just couldn't stomach the thought of a Christian Dylan. This was yet another
occasion when he upset the (un)faithful by defying their expectations, and - it has to be said - probably with the
most serious long-term consequences for his popularity and record sales of all his many changes in direction.

1978 can be an uncomfortable year for the Dylan watcher. Punk had arrived, bringing a much-needed and
creative return to rock basics. In the process it was providing a focus for the type of younger, intelligent
audience that in other times had gravitated to Dylan. At the same time Dylan, judging from the crowds that
turned out for the World Tour, had returned to a peak of popularity not seen since those heady pre-Woodstock
days. But yet again what he offered us defied expectations. Allegations of Dylan in "Las Vegas" were made in
some quarters. For me personally, this was a time when | had other things on my mind. The summer of '78
brought redundancy and the search for work was paramount. i certainly had no interest in turning out at Earls
Court or Blackbushe - even if it was 'the event of the seventies' (Elizabeth Thompson) or maybe the last great

1(Nope, make that at least two Bob, as per comments of mine in a previous Homer. - ed.)
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event of the sixties? | couldn't afford it anyway. | submerged myself in Blood On The Tracks and Desire and
tried to pretend that the World Tour really wasn't my scene. Actually | still find the 1978 tapes among the least
interesting of the lot.2 But didn't he look great back then? | love the photos from the period from 1978 through to
1980/81, and very much the 1979/80 voice if not the message. And the album cover itself (Street-Legal that is -
is superb. Maybe there isn't another memorable cover between Street-Legal and the bleak but evocative
Under The Red Sky. | love the way he's dressed and the way he's looking down the street. What is he looking
for? That slow train coming? A beautiful woman? Or something worse?

Given that Street-Legal is the last pre-conversion work, and given Dylan's propensity for using the last track on
an album as a pointer to the themes of its successor, it is only to be expected that critics would look long and
hard at Where Are You Tonight (Journey Through Dark Heat). Robert Shelton, in contrast to Paul Williams,
describes it as a masterpiece, "a song of anguish and prophecy". Michael Gray sees it as looking back on
Dylan's life - Greenwich Village in the early days, the break-up with Sara - and forward to the conversion. I'm
sure he's right, but as with many of the songs on Another Side, | had another set of interpretations long before |
read The Art Of Bob Dylan. And after all, Dylan has said that each song "means" what it means to the
individual listener. There is no single interpretation. So what follows is what | took from the song. | think | only
differ from Michael Gray in that | visualise the song on its own mythic ground. | prefer the metaphor to the
reality. Doesn't Dylan? Anyway, | believe Dylan's songs have to be accessible somehow on a universal level.
They wouldn't work so well if they were only ever about Dylan and his life (though they are that as well). If only
people who knew his biography could make something of them they would be worthless. They have to speak to
our own experiences or our own dreams and nightmares.

Where Are You Tonight? seems to me to be operating in a similar territory to Angelina. It has that same
mixture of apparent desire for a woman and a deeper religiosity: a hope for/fear of God. Its sub-title would seem
to allude to Conrad's Heart Of Darkness - an author we know Dylan respects. Conrad's story and Dylan's song
both take the reader/listener on a journey into the heart of evil and into a menacing landscape. There is an echo
of Isis (as there is also, | would suggest; in Angelina). Dylan has often used a geographical joumey to
symbolise a spiritual one. It is an effective and very old technique - Bunyan's puritan allegories had their roots in
medieval and pre-Christian story-telling. And right from the earliest days our hero has been prone to claim
experiences of non-existent hard travellin' simply to tell a better story, to create the right atmosphere, the
appropriate background.

It is possible to see this song as a love song: an expression of wistful regret or sexual yeaming. Possible, but
you have to turn a blind eye to an awful lot of imagery and symbolism in the process. You don't feel comfortable
with yourself if you take this approach. But when was listening to Dylan ever about feeling comfortable with
yourself? A long, long time ago Sweet Marie was being asked Where Are You Tonight. That was simpler,
raunchier question than the one being posed this time.

There's a long-distance train
rolling through the rain,

tears on the letter | write.
There's a woman | long to touch
and I'm missing her so much
but she's drifting like a satellite.

There's a neon light ablaze

in a green smoky haze,

and laughter down on Elizabeth Street.

There's a lonesome bell tone in that valley of stone
where she bathed in a stream of pure heat.

Her father would emphasise

you got to be more than street-wise

but he practiced what he preached from the heart.
A full-blooded Cherokee, he predicted it to me

the time and the place that we'd part.

2 Though that may be because on the tapes | have his voice is so often drowned out by the instrumentation. A friend recently sent me
an Earl's Court tape in which Dylan's voice is much more to the fore - and this raised my level of enjoyment significantly.
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The song is introduced very atmospherically by solo drums - menacing drums which instantly evoke a sense of
unease and threat. But once the rest of the musicians come in you start to feel more at ease with yourself. The
hairs on the back of your neck resume their normal position and you think: 'maybe | was mistaken, perhaps all is
not darkness after all.' Then, what a wonderful opening line! There is so much you can read into it. -A
long-distance trains seems to prefigure the Slow Train of religion coming round the bend on the next studio
album. 'Rolling through the rain' - was that old-time religion beginning to gnaw at Dylan's soul during his last
tour? This line neatly alludes to both Rolling Thunder and the Hard Rain TV special. Or is it just a coincidence?
Is this just another of his many trains and his continuing use of the weather in his imagery? Maybe it is too easy
to make these connections, but they feel so right. This album falls chronologically between Rolling Thunder
and Slow Train: how can you not assume there is a deliberate linkage? At the very least it could be Dylan's
subconscious , his muse, working through his lyrics to acknowledge a pattem.

Leaving aside for the moment the prophetic/symbolic nature of that first line, the song starts off unthreateningly
enough: 'Tears on the letter | write. There's a woman .... I'm missing her so much.' This is pretty conventional
stuff really. She was special to me, but we're apart now. She's off somewhere 'drifting like a satellite' and he's
either seeing or imagining some dive just off Elizabeth Street. Nothing unusual thus far.

But the next line changes everything. This is as evocative a line as any Dylan has written. It paints a vivid
picture in the mind's eye; one that | can call up and gaze upon at will as easily as if it were hanging on my wall. |
always see this same picture: it's a hot afternoon in a Catholic country (the 'lonesome bell tone' conveys the
idea of a mission) somewhere in Central or Southern America. The goddess/woman is in a dark, but sunlight
dappled forest bathing in a stream in front of a small waterfall (a bit like an advert for Bounty or Sure!). The
‘valley of stone' is what creates the image of the waterfall - waters running out of and over a rocky escarpment,
but it is not barren, there are trees and shrubs everywhere. This contrasts with Michael Gray's New York city
streets - but reflects my habit of not looking too closely for linkages to Dylan's life. Where she bathed in a
stream of pure heat is so perfect a use of language; only a master craftsman could use words in this way. And
of course, even though all he has said about her is that 'she bathed', it is clear she is some sort of unique being.
A flawless beauty, naked of course (but | only admire flawed beauty, remember?), dark hair, dark eyes, dark
skin. A woman made for worship. The incarnation of a goddess in her own sylvan paradise. Beauty as deity;
mythological and mystical and, yes, very reminiscent of the vision of Sara in the Desire song of the same
name. But nothing resembling the goodness and truth of Christian theology. Her disciples must be prepared for
doubt, uncertainty and possibly decadence and death. But who would care? In the furnace of desire no man
seeks safety.

The final two lines of this verse emphasize the supernatural essence of the journey we are undertaking. A 'more
than street-wise' Cherokee with the gift of prophecy. Well, 'more than street-wise' is saying that really, isn't it?
You can't get by on shrewdness, business-sense or common acumen in the world of the goddess. You need
something more. The fact that he is a Cherokee recognizes an almost racist view that primitive man is more
sensitive to the spirits and forces of nature and the other world than is modem twentieth-century man. We have
lost touch with our primeval souls. We may be more secure in this world, but we are shallower beings and will
be cast adrift in the world to come. Incidentally, if you haven't noticed, Lyrics 1962-85 replaces ‘we'd part' with
'the trouble would start' at the end of the 'she predicted it to me' line. On the album and on the live 1978 tapes |
have, Dylan always sings ‘'we'd part'. | don't think the change in the published text improves the sense in any
way.

There's a babe in the arms of a woman in a rage

And a long-time golden-haired stripper on stage

And she winds back the clock and she turns back the page
Of a book that nobody can write.

Oh! where are you tonight?

For a long time | assumed the 'woman in a rage' was the "you" that is the subject of the song. Of kjcourse. it
doesn't have to be that way unless you follow the Michael Gray line. This phrase may be simply suggesting an
anger at betrayal or loss. It doesn't have to be that the subject of her anger is Dylan. For me, at this point in the
song we are still operating in the sphere of woman as goddess.
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This whole verse seems to be using
woman as whore/abandoned
wife/stripper as a metaphor for
woman as goddess. If that sounds
perverse or pretentious, I'm sorry. |
can see how you might read it like
that! Men have always worshipped
women but rarely faithfully or truly.
Man finds it as hard to be faithful to
God (or goddess) as he does to
woman. The man could be man. in
general or man in particular. In this
interpretation it can be man beholden
to or protected by the goddess. In her
arms in a similar sense to the gospel
song 'he's got the whole world in his
arms'. The goddess has a right to her
holy anger. The ‘'golden-haired’
conjures up a Venus to be
worshipped; the 'stripper’ a slut to be
despised, humiliated. And yet what is
a man doing when he watches a
stripper? Worshipping at the shnne of her body, surely'? And who is in control in this relationship? The
goddess/strippers? Many commentators have noted the contempt in which striptease artistes hold their
audiences. At the end of the evening in the smoky haze of the strip joint, who feels guilty? Not the strippers but
the man who sneaks out of the door hoping not to meet anyone he knows....

Winding back the clock is a typically wistful statement we all of us make when looking back longingly to a better
or happier time - or maybe wishing we'd done things differently. Or, perhaps in this case a woman's wish that
she could still be as beautiful on the outside as she was when young. Tuming back the page also. But a book
that nobody can write? What can possibly be a book that nobody can write? Dylan has said that he doesn't
create his songs - they're already there waiting to be written down. Other poets have made a similar point. So if
it's already there how come nobody can write it? Is it only that she the mother/stripper could write it but she's not
going to or is unable to.? Or is it the Bible? Evangelicals hold that the Bible was not written by many different
men but only by the inspiration of The Holy Ghost. When Dylan wrote this song he was really only a year away
from falling into the arms of an evangelical congregation. Perhaps it is the book of Holy Scripture that a
goddess could write if she wished, but that no-one else could write. But then a feminine religion would not
repeat the mistakes of masculine Christianity by providing the scripture that strangles the spirit and suffocates
the faithful hearts. This last possibility most appeals to me as fitting the 'feel' and spirit of the song. Allow me my
dreams!

The truth was obscure, too profound and too pure,
to live it you had to explode

In that last hour of need, we entirely agreed,
sacrifice was the code of the road.

! left town at dawn, with Marcel and St. John,
strong men belittled by doubt.

I couldn't tell her what my private thoughts were
but she had some way of finding them out.

He took dead centre aim but he missed just the same,
she was waiting, putting flowers on the shelf.

She could feel my despair as | climbed up her hair
and discovered her invisible self
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This is either a description of a religious conversion or an unconscious and unsettling prophecy of the one that
Dylan was about to undergo - | prefer to think it is prophetic - something that has welled-up from deep in his
subconscious. In any case 'The truth was obscure, too profound and too pure' is so true and diamond-hard that it
would've cut through the fundamentalist glass of the Christianity Dylan was about to embrace. There is nothing |
hear in Dylan's 1979 preaching or in what | have read about that time to suggest the truth he was then
espousing was is any way profound. Surely religious belief has to be more complex than is dreamt of in the
evangelical philosophy? It is sad that seekers after religious truth sometimes find it. They are far more
interesting characters during the search. The finding of the Holy Grail seems to bring with it a narrowness and
intolerance of outlook. From 1974 to 1978 Dylan was using his art to explore (among other things) the nature
and value of religious belief. It was an enthralling journey. In a way it seems to me that he has returned to that
path in the last 3 or 4 years, although some way further along the road and not yet with the usual creative
results. By the time of Street Legal he was on the cusp between the mythology, paganism and magic of Desire
and the straight Christianity of Slow Train. His metamorphosis mirroring what has happened to whole societies
and cultures at differing phases of history. But doesn't that typify Dylan and his art? Hasn't his work been both a
seismograph, reflecting the tremors of contemporary culture, and, on a personal level, a kaleidoscopic portrayal
of many of the experiences common to intelligent humanity in this age?

From recognizing the truth the singer moves on to the consequences of that recognition. "In that last hour of
need" expresses something similar to what many have said about the moment of religious conversion: a sudden
realization occurs that you have gone beyond the possibility of self-redemption - that this can only now come
from God and your acceptance of him. The further consequence is the acceptance of the need for sacrifice. On
a Christian level this might involve giving up everything and becoming a disciple of Christ or the desperate
struggle to live a sin-free life. The sacrifices required by the goddess of the stream of pure heat are of a wholly
other nature....

Why then, if this is a conversion experience, does he find himself in the company of "strong men belittled by
doubt"? Perhaps, after all, we are still on the eve of conversion rather than the moming after. Robert Shelton, in
his essay | Can Change, | Swear, identifies Marcel as Gabriel Marcel, French Christian existentialist. He,
apparently, believed that communication between man and his fellow man was the central purpose of life. This
would seem to be in contrast to the traditional Christian stress on communion with God. Is this why he is
belittted by doubt? Or is it another Marcel? As for St. John, inspired author of the Book of Revelation, | simply
do not understand how he is categorized as a doubter. And anyway, why is any man belittled by doubt? It is
arguable that a man of doubt is a strong character, someone who recognizes reality (the "lies that life is black
and white") and doesn't need the prop of unquestioning obedience to organized religion.

The next line is "I couldn't tell her what my private thoughts were but she had some way of finding them out".
This, of course, was to be repeated three years on in Angelina: "If you can read my mind, why must | speak?"
Sounds like the man has been involved with some wonderfully intuitive women! At the level of this song,
though, we are yet again back to the goddess, who would know his private thoughts wouldn't she? And she can
feel his despair: the despair of not finding any balm for his pain and anguish. And here, at this point, the
goddess ultimately fails him - or as Paul Williams says, he learns that there is no redemption for him in

womankind.

Despair, of course, is poison to the believer: Bunyan's "Slough of Despond”. The faithful do not despair - it is a
contradiction in terms. In this context, could it be "There's a lion in the road" is a biblical allusion? 1 Kings 14
v.24 refers to the disobedient prophet who "when he was gone, a lion met him by the way, and slew him". it
sounds very scriptural, anyway. Again, you can read this two ways. The lion could be the fate of the unfaithful
follower of God/goddess(Sara's, or of the unfaithful lover (Dylan?). So you can fit it to Michael Gray's
interpretation or to my inferior dreams.

"There's a demon escaped" is what happens when you don't keep the faith and everything goes downhill from
hereon in. Even the stripper's beauty has faded before the watcher gets to see her all. Quite simply,
woman/goddess is not enough. It is almost poetic that, just as we are coming to the third verse (Desolation
Row revisited), the writer's faith fails him and he produces the one really weak line of the song: "I won't, but
then maybe again | might"
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I fought with my twin, that enemy within

til both of us fell by the way.

horseplay and disease is killing me by degrees
while the law looks the other way,

Your partners in crime hit me up for nickels and dimes,
the man you were lovin' could never get clean.

it felt outta place, my foot in his face,

but he should-a stayed where his money was green.

1 bit into the root of forbidden fruit

with she juice running down my leg

Then | dealt wish your boss, who'd never known about [0ss,
who always was too proud to beg.

There's a white diamond gloom on the dark side of this room
and a pathway that leads up to the stars.

If you don't believe there's a price for this sweet paradise,
Just remind me to show you the scars.

This verse seems to describe some sort of descent into a personal hell - a hell of the singer's own making. The
first line has been interpreted as a reference to the duality in Dylan's psyche - the reflection of his Gemini star
sign. However you can also find a hiblical allusion in there. In Genesis 32 v24-26, Jacob wrestles with "a man",
but no ordinary man. | am no expositor of the Bible, but this seems to be some sort of angel or messenger from
God. A battle is fought between good and evil within Jacob's soul; which makes it a valid comparison with the
singer's battle with the "enemy within". Given that Dylan's conversion was imminent, it is highly probable that he
was reading the Bible at this time, and that this line was prompted, albeit subconsciously by Genesis. You also
wonder whether the story of Jacob was of special significance to Dylan and whether this is why he named a son
Jacob.

The next few lines symbolise decadence and corruption: the sins of man laid bare. Drink, drugs and sex.
Bribery, violence and pride. The everyday experience of humankind - after the fall. Quite clearly Dylan is
describing his own agonized, guilt-racked state just before his conversion. Paul Williams captures his state of
mind with empathy in Dylan - What Happened and | will quote him in a moment. But before we get to the
resurrection, just savour this compelling line: "l bit into the root of forbidden fruit with the juice running down my
leg". Nick Train (Isis No.29 - Robert Johnson and Street-Legal) has identified this and several other lines in
the song as heavily influenced by Johnson. He could be right, but anyway, isn't this a dextrous amplification of
an old and over-used metaphor? And don't we instantly know that it is not fruit juice that he's referring to? And
isn't that an intimate and daring revelation that few would risk in this context? Dylan in all his uniqueness.

Moving into the last two lines, we begin the metamorphosis from despair to hope. At first | couldn't latch onto
"diamond gloom" at all, but you'll know that it is just saying "the light is beginning to dawn". "Diamond gloom"
being yet another Dylanesque juxtaposition of apparent opposites which serves to convey with the utmost
precision what the singer really means. However, there's no entry to paradise without pain - another similarity to
Bunyan - and in the third and final chorus he finally makes it through the wall....

There's a new day at dawn And I've finally arrived

If I'm there in the morning, baby, you'll know I've survived.
| can't believe it, | can't believe I'm alive,

But without you it doesn't seem right

Oh, where are you tonight?

How could we have been so blind, back in '78, not to see what was presaged in these last few lines of this last
excruciatingly painful song? But how many, hand on heart, can say that they truly foresaw the next move?
Certainly not me.
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And yet there is so much pointing the.way for us - "a new day at dawn" - so simple, so full of gospelly echoes.
Most of all "I can't believe it, | can't believe I'm alive" implies the intervention of some supernatural power. It
also foreshadows this line from Saving Grace: "By this time I'd've thought that I'd be sleeping, in a pine box for
all eternity”. | hope Paul Williams won't mind if | quote him here as what he says about Dylan at this point in his
life is so right

...coming to Jesus not only saved his soul, it saved his life. And | can believe it, actually. Increasing
use of alcohol, increasing loss of self-worth, life on the road and no other home in this world any
more....the strongest among us get tired, and what he's saying is he'd lost all sense of what he was
doing it for he knew, with a sense of helplessness and defeat that he was going down for the third
time. And then some precious angel threw him a line.

(Dylan - What Happened?).

My only fear is that The Never Ending Tour is bringing him back to that same place again - | just hope that this
time he doesn't sink.....

I can hardly bear to think about what I've just written in that last line. Pain and anguish, yes, but also sorrow,
yearning and wistfulness are expressed in this haunting and affecting masterpiece. And everything is there in
the last line of each chorus - those variations on the "Where are you tonight” of the title. In the first two choruses
it is sung like hound dogs baying at ships with tattooed sails. It is so ghostly, so heart-rending, "so lonesome |
could cry". As for who the singer is yearning for - Sara, the goddess, Christ, all three, - | can't think for you, you'll
have to decide. But yet another poetic and visionary gem had been conceived in the artist's pain. As for the
third chorus, well, this does present me with a problem. The music and Dylan's voice biend and ascend on a
note of increasing triumphalism. Nothing wrong with that - it fits with the conversion prophecy theory just fine.
But it fails to balance with the song's final line. It sounds from the way he sings as if he has found whoever it is
that he is seeking; and that, of course, does fit the sense of the song; but it is not what he is saying- "Oh, where
are you tonight?" | suppose, in the final analysis | just have to accept that this is yet another example of a Dylan
song where it is how it feels that matters, not its literalness.

Fortunately for us, conversion did not stifle Dylan's creativity to the degree that marriage did. The next three
studio albums contained their fair share of classic songs; most of all though, Dylan was in great, great voice. In
the end, my interpretation isn't that much different from that of Michael Gray: it's just that it's mine - and it's
longer!

Endpiece One (The finishing End)

What is this daemon driving him endlessly around the world still in 1992 playing concerts in unheard of places,
sometimes to half-capacity audiences? It feels as if the man is sinking again. Stories of him breaking down
(twice?) in the middle of Desolation Row don't exactly suggest an artist at ease with himself. Going on past
experience we should be on the brink of an eruption of volcanic creativity, but who dares to hope? I'm too
concerned that there may be no redemption this time. What is his religious stance now? |s he leaning to
Judaism? The search goes ever on. Rumours of alcohol abuse, if true, deny a burning faith or a God-inspired
feeling of salvation. All | hear is a death-haunted and lonesome wind blowin' through the flowers on his tomb.
Oh! Bob Dylan, where are you tonight?

Endpiece 2 (The Final End))

| wrote this essay way back in 1992. Since then Dylan has performed six nights at Hammersmith - six nights in
which he evidently demonstrated great good humour; six nights in which he appeared utterly at ease with
himself. Dylan '93 seems to have undermined my conclusion in the paragraph above. Nonetheless, | have
asked Andrew to leave it as it stands; lest | provoke the Goddess of the stream by assuming all is well.
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Including:- STREET LEGAL - AN EXERCISE IN MATHEMATICAL EXORCISE: & SLOW TRAIN COMING - A
SYNOPTICAL SYNTHESIS:

BOB DYLAN - A PONY RIDE PAST THE GATE

Dylan is an actor;

His songs are plays;

Comedy and tragedy;

Above all the mode of life - real.

Dylan is God;

He is Jesus;

He is woman;

He is man - aren't we all?

Dylan is no prophet;

He is historian supreme;
A searcher of truth

Pain and love universal.

Gospels drained and screwed

In hearts of all ages;

Through forgotten memories;

Through mundane processes - on the street .

It's always there, unaware;
Unnoticed on the wheels of fire;
Thirst cured only by the flood?
Who are we, what is She?

Failing, knowing, being;
Success, reward, seeing.

Oh, for shelter - no limit.

To find it, you've gotta live it.

Which direction?

Listen, crystal gaze reflection.

You can compromise, summarise, sterilize;
You CAN breathe, though fingers are knotted.

Some don 't and some have,

Knowledge to share.

Abuse, drugs and tears of bloody rain
Others are history - this time is in our care.

Guards changing, standing;
Needing our attention.
Dylan needs no understudy;
Dylan is an actor.

Lost on the river of no return - In the valley of the missing link - To the valley below: What's Dylan talking about? If
you don't know where my head is in the poem above, then you haven't a chance of knowing where Dylan s head is in his
writings. Your just Stranded in the middle of the air - Daydreaming on the side of the road - your 'tracks' clean of
blood. Who really cares?, You fail to understand, he says, why must you even try? But we must. It's that important.

TREADING ON THIN ICE OR WALKING ON WATER?

I have been a discerning collector and keen student of Dylan's art form for some 15 years now. When, a few months
ago, I heard the rumour that he had supposedly been reborn and had turned to Jesus. I believed it. It was no surprise. I
had 'expected it to happen’ from way back. I knew it. Dylan knew it. I was just waiting for him to admit it to himself
publicly. Now everything is 'revealed’. Dylan's rhetorical structuring of Biblical passages, and power to conjure up
projections of the mysteries of existence throughout his work, cannot be dismissed or denied. The helpless blood-donor
cynics down on Maggie's Farm may well ask: "Was he baptised by Pat Boone?"
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I KNOW, THAT YOU KNOW, THAT 1 KNOW, THAT YOU SHOW SOMETHING:

The uniqueness of Dylan's work is it's ability to mould itself into the endless interpretations that take the listener's
fancy, in conjunction with their own lives. The serious student's analogies like the Hassidic formulae of Stephen
Pickering, for whom I have great respect, or the coded message theory of ‘sanitary inspector' A. J. Webberman, are good
examples. '‘But the truth is far from that.' Though, '‘Some people can be part right some of the time...' The questions are
endless and the answers infinite. These are some of my answers. As Dylan would say: "you can agree or disagree, but
don't criticise me."

Many of Dylan's songs can get the listener to an embarrassing point of similarity to being present at a slide lecture on
Greek Mythology and bursting out laughing at a busty Aphrodite followed by the Vatican's Apollo Belvedere in all it's
'figgy' glory; thus, splintering the stony-faced silence of the devotees. It's the tightrope walk of when to laugh or not?
Though an abundance of humour is still evident in Dylan's parodies, gone are the pre-'65 days, when his shows were
solely good time events, laced with social and political comments, greatly enhanced and encouraged by audience
participation. He desires a different, deeper thinking type of attention now. In 1964 even Its Alright Ma, I'm Only
Bleeding received a hilarious response from his fans, to the degree, that, Dylan continued to introduce it sarcastically as
"A very funny song". It's a different story here in the seventies. The messages are only too frighteningly clear now.

Did you know that if you play backwards Dylan's slurred vocalisation, so it may flow and be on If Dogs Run Free, you
get him warning us If Mars invades us? - If you believe that and believe that Dylan put it there purposely, then you're
accepting the absurdities of Webberman and the like. You might as well be basic and say; 'l ain't gonna work on
Maggie's Farm' because I voted Labour and call yourself a Dylanologist. Very clever, but Dylan's not trying to shred
everyone's brains. The obscurities are there because people will them to be there. Refusal to accept the obvious is the
critic's life-force. It's too easy any other way; better to complicate things. I guess Dylan was surprised at the dumfounded
reactions to his lyrics, initially, escalating over the years to the degree, where now, you are expected to have letters after
your name before you can begin to dissect or connect his language. I also suspect some mild amusement over this on
Dylan's part. I firmly believe, unequivocally, that now, more than ever, throughout his multi-faceted career, Dylan is
helping us to understand just what he's saying. Street Legal is a dead-give-away, but more of that later.

Obscure facts and fantasies? Yes they're all there but fused with an unmistakable truth, like the breeze in The Garden
of Eden, telling us that we cannot hide from ourselves or our Maker. Dylan is always the captain of his ship on stage,
and likewise, on vinyl, he steers us with the thoughts in his 'capitol/skull’, which he so often relates to as the 'captain's
tower' - sec Seven Days, an unreleased song which was performed with gusto on the '76 Rolling Thunder Tour.
(Available in print) .

This isn't a put-down on all Dylan dissectors, don't get me wrong. Most of what has been written on the man is quite
true. Anyone that is interested in Dylan to listen openly and apply logical concordances will agree to accept many of the
fundamentals in his poetry. For example; 'rain’, referring to wilful or unavoidable violence, angry moods etc., ... 'rivers
and water' - another strong 'flow' from the Bible. The 'Eternal Circle' in motion - life itself as no clock can contain it.
Also many other such comparatives that occur and recur over again throughout the albums, but 'we've been through all
these things twice'.

The simple love songs, irresistible though they are, are not that important to Dylan in a long term sense. The amazing
transformation of If You See Her, Say Hello, as performed at the opening concert of the Rolling Thunder's South-West
tour in Lakeland, Florida, into a couldn't give a damn 'hate’ song, would bear this out. The same with many others. Lay
Lady Lay last heard verging on porn, and the recent tour's version of The Man In Me - /'m lying next to her, but I'm
thinking of you. But you will rarely hear Dylan alter his serious lyrics, only at the expense of musical arrangements, to
get across his original intent with maximum audience captivation. He wants us to listen; maybe needs us as much as we,
he.

"GOD IS A WOMAN - WE ALL KNOW THAT" (Dylan quote)

Let's examine this current religious upsurge. Is it so current? Not so. Every album has contained strong references to the
Gospel morals and Old Testament parables and propheteering, though in many places shrouded in metaphorical veils.
Many in songs you perhaps wouldn't suspect without some Biblical knowledge in the background to start with. One
most important factor before we continue: Does Dylan believe in God? No doubt on this count. Then how does he see
God? On his own admission we hear - "In a flower", but more aptly, "As a woman" - in the sense of the Mother of all
creation, beauty and love. Well, what else could God be? Here is the most vital link to a massive section of Dylan's
work. This could be best described, from the Dylanologist's point of view, as "The She Aspect'.
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During the '66 World tour, Dylan occasionally introduced Visions Of Johanna as "Mother Revisited" - the inescapable
confrontation with God at the end of time. Where did Dylan initially get these ideas from” - inherent? or just clear
thinking? - most likely, his musical background. His observation of the suffertng and injustices as recounted by the old-
time blues men, and the 'dust bowl' poverty songs of menior Woody Guthric - Bound For Glory A laler indication
came to light in 1975 with Blood On The Tracks. Remembenng a quote on Dylan, as him stating that his favourite
song composer was Smokey Robinson and that he particularly admired The Tracks of My Tears - was this Dylan's
intentions on the album? An album bursting with pain, reflection and love. Blood On The Tracks n the same sense as
the tears of blood during Christ's Passion? Smokey's song is Tilled with termnology not unhke Dylan's. It's hard to sce
who modelled on whom? Perhaps just a coincidence of similar insight

Right from the start, when 'Zimmerman' was only just next door, the embryonic Dylan introduced himself with his first
statement - the album Bob Dylan. No ambiguities, just straight forward views on humour, sadness and an overniding
quality of Christian faith. When he dies, we hear, he'll hate to leave his children crying, but relies on Jesus to make up
his dying bed. It matters not, at this point, whether he was the author of the songs or not. It was what he wanted to say
and the best way he could say it at the time. He gives us an carly reminder that he'll see us on God's golden shore - the
same 'shore' that time ends at in Oh Sister. The only ambiguity in connection with this first offering s, whether the not
immediately apparent fact of the cover picture's reversal was inientional or accidental? The trend continued on the
following albums with his own compositions serving his purpose mostly on a dual carriage prognosis. Disguised and
shrouded amongst his love songs was an equilibrium of personal and universal commitment, that we all.experience, but
cannot describe nearly so efficiently .

The Masters Of War and 'gecks’ became the Genliles and Pharisees of Dylan's world. He also exposed the heavy load
laid upon the black commuuity in songs like Oxford Town and Hattie Carroll. All the under-dogs were, and are
Dylan's concern - they've got a lot of forks and knives, and they gotta cut something.. On Just Like A Woman, in
interview. Dylan confessed: "It madc sense comung from him" - i.e. the version by Ritchiec Havens; Ain't it clear, that I,
Just can't fit .

Dylan continued to strive for truth Zhey laughed at Jesus too, he said, you're not him In Love Minus Zero - No Limit:
i.e. love lacking in nothing, infinite love, my love is not a woman but Jesus without ideals or violence, and with no
success like failure. The blue-eyed son in Hard Rain could well be Jesus again reporting to God what he'd seen during
his wanderings. And what'll you do now? - I'll reflect from the mountains so all souls can see it, - the light of truth; /'!/
stand on the ocean, till I start sinking, - walk on water? Gates Of Eden? enough said. The Chimes Of Freedom
flashing - a prayer for all those less fortunate. And so it goes on through Dylan's carly career, in songs too numerous to
mention here, and in countless unreleased titles, collectors will be only too familiar with.

Dylan's hectic and diverse-opinionated 'folk / rock' changeover recharged his line of thought. On rehearsals for the
recent World tour he re-dressed many of his songs from this period to illuminate the interpretations nurtured from
Christian symbolism. Like, dropping the final flute/cute’ verse from 1 Want You giving it a more sanctifying nature
laced with a musical backdrop of adoration. (Not as the Budokan version) Dylan is despairingly lost in the song,
trapped in the Dark. I want you (God). He wants the Saviours, who are fast asleep, for he's stuck with the black Queen
of Spades, and she knows where he'd like to be. And here's us, his audience, asking it fo open up the gate for us - 4 la
Eden. How many songs must a man hear, before he can see the light”?

At the Albert Hall back in '66, on that gruelling tour, shouts of 'Judas' werce prevalent. We recall Dylan puzziing the
facl, some years prior, whether Judas Iscariot had God on his side? Undoubtedly, the answer is yes. Everything good
and bad must have a purpose, just Liny threads intcrwoven to complete the five dimensional tapestry of life; one side just
outweighing the other to decide it's eventual colour and pattern. In this light, are diamonds more precious than rust in
God's eyes?

Thus. if everything relates, then a broken teacup 1n Manchester might affect an eye operation in New York. So perhaps
there's something after all in the age old theory, that, if all the Chinese jumped up in the air in unison, the Earth would
leap out of orbit /r's alright ma. I'm onlv joking - I hope.

KEEP YOUR HAND ON THAT PLOUGH, HOLD ON

After Dylan's rumour-ridden accident, at the slide of the sixties. he returned to the scenc with a new clarity, no longer
the drugs, no longer the frantic gabble of Subterrancan Homesick Blues, which 1 always thought could've becn an out-
take from Chuck Berry's sessions for Too Much Monkey Business. in much the same way Zeppelin apparently 'ripped-
off' the Small Faces on their first album, but a new gentlencss and perception. The cooling out period spent with the
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Band in '67 up in Woodstock and lent itself to an invigoration of cosmic awareness. The pre-John Wesley Harding
compositions, later released officially, but unfortunately as the incomplete Basement Tapes album, had inspired a
revisitation to his fundamental moral conscience. The sessions were littergd with religious concepts backed with grouses
over his record company's incohesions. Standout tracks and most easily associated in this grain were I Shall Be
Released and the amazing, unreleased, Sign On The Cross. John Wesley itself was a moral compendium, and
generally accepted as such to warrant no further examination here, except for the summarising comment dont go
mistaking Paradise for that home across the road. .

If Nashville Skyline and Self Portrait were considered as 'Paradise Lost!, then New Morning was definitely 'Paradise
Regained', though, sticking my neck 'in a guillotine’, I loved both the former albums. Portrait itself is my most
frequently played Dylan disc, except for an album that you won't find in any shop, legally, that is, which will remain
anonymous. I, at the time couldn't have cared less whether Dylan had written all the material himself or not. It is an
extremely enjoyable set from start to finish, and just about the best sound production heard on any of his albums. I'm
always in raptures over his renditions of Let It Be Me and Copper Kettle, and his own melodic prowess is highlighted
by the haunting la, la, la's' of Wigwam and the 'how'm I supposed to get any ridin' done' i.e. writin' in All The Tired
Horses. You can tell Dylan enjoyed recording the album, and as he said in interview, "Without that album there
would've been no New Morning. New Morning was a progression to a re-birth of fluxing ideas, though somewhat laid-
back. It's very autobiographical and religious; about half and half. Father of Night, Father of day - who dwells in our
hearts and our memories. In Three Angels, nobody stops to ask why? / Sign on the street says: you don'’t own me. It's
Dylan re-affirming his spirit, and he's ‘just happy to be alive underneath this sky of blue.'

Moving on we find Dylan's feeling of self resignation and depression in Knockin' On Heaven's Door and God's
armistice. Mama, put my guns in the ground. 'Mama' being, presumably, the same 'She Aspect’ as disclosed in other
songs like It's Alright Ma and Stuck Inside Of Mobile.

Onto Planet Waves and greater despondency with one of Dylan's most powerful songs; the lyrical ‘gem' Dirge, which
sounds as if it was actually being sung from some dark cellar on Desolation Row, or on a trip down suicide row - that
hollow place, where martyrs weep and Angels play with sin - a living Hell.

Jesus is illustrated acting out his folly, while his back is being whipped and all for a moment's glory. Dylan's faith is
strained - that crystal ball - has it shown me nothing yet? He's still looking, still searching for that answer to it all, and
that difficult pathway to righteousness. Dylan talks in prayer form to his Maker in Something There Is About You.
About God, Dylan says: He strikes a match in me. He sums up the fruitlessness of hypocrisy - / could say that I'd be
Jaithful [etc. ...] but to me that would be death. We get a beautiful description of the united spark of life and seeded love
between God and mankind in the song, Never Say Goodbye, - There's a bouquet of roses hanging down from the
Heavens to the ground. In Wedding Song - You breathed on me [... etc. ...] I was deep in poverty, you taught me how
to give.! Another song from the Planet Waves sessions, unreleased generally, but extensively and acoustically
performed on the '74 tour was Nobody 'cept you. This conjures up sweet memories of what was and what could be
again, if he could only find the key; - nothing around here that's sacred ‘cept you... everybody's got something to sell
'cept you.. Searching through the faiths for a glimpse of Buddha - found Jacob's ladder - bought a serpent from a
passing Angel: (See liner notes). We are left with the impression that Dylan is on a loser, and the stark reality that
naked truth is still taboo.

I guess he found his way again; Blood On The Tracks brought about new understanding. Dylan's blood, in conscience,
is all over these tracks. He's Tangled Up In Blue, blue' not only signifying a downer in personal contentment, but also
relating to a recurring entity through all his work; the 'blue aura' invisibly surrounding the being in connection with
purity of soul. This coupled with the word 'baby’ revitalised the thought lines on many of his songs. It's All Over Now,
Baby Blue - something calls for you. Never Say Goodbye - baby, baby blue, you've changed your last name too. On
the album in question, the Simple Twist Of Fate in Dylan's mind ponders lost hopes, leaving him to 'meditate’. This
song includes a dreamy flashback to Christ's birth in makeshift accommodation - stopped into a renovated hotel, the
guiding star over the scene - a neon burning bright. The idea for a 'neon' light in Dylan's writings, is one, I think,
borrowed from Paul Simon's The Sounds Of Silence itself something of a literary masterpiece.! The initial impact of
Jesus entering the world full of darkness and sin, conjured from the bowels of Hell, is mentioned: He felt the heat of the
night, hit him... thump, with a simp.e twist of fate.

Shelter From The Storm is an imposing analogy on the words and apprehensions of Jesus, on report of his misgivings,
suffering and completion of his mission. When blackness was a virtue he came in from the wilderness. The ball started
rolling on an uneventful / long forgotten morn, and ended atop of Calvary, in a little hill-top village, where they

1 Dear, gentle, readers your editor nearly passed away typing this.
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bargained for his clothes. He siated tus tmnocence but got repaid with scorn. The theme of the song is God (She)
assuring the sufferer of sanctuary and peace of spinit. So she took his crown of thorns, - Come in, she said, I'll give you
shelter from the storm. The 'storm’ being a compression of all the 'rain’ life's predators thrive on. Come in boat number
13, your task 1s done. What is this ‘shelter” Well, 1y imagining a place, where it's always safe and warm. This track is
briskly followed and the album apily concluded with Buckets Of Rain. From Desire we get the self-examining ‘'marital
commitments' and high place of darkness and light in Isis. As in many songs, Dylan is searching for his equal and
opposite twin to complete his existence. Could he here be taking on the role of Osiris - the alter-cgo reflection of moon
goddess Isis? There are two directions to take in this quest - The dividing line' separating good and bad in his mind, the
‘town’ He gambles on reward from the post on the right, and continues his journey full circle to his eventual realisation
of self contentment.

Dylan journeys again, but this time with the knowledge of guilt, as an outlaw. He rides with the Biblical figure
'Magdelena’, in Romance In Durango. He assures her that God will watch over them as they flee, but deep inside he is
aware that God's face will appear at the Fiesta only with the chilling vision - with his serpent eyes of Obsidian,
demanding retribution. There is a wealth of material for discussion in this song, but lack of space prevents such.

STREET LEGAL - AN EXERCISE IN MATHEMATICAL EXORCISE

Perhaps we can look at Dylan's most recent offening in some depth, Street Legal. Most recent, that is, in the sense that
the work has had time to penetrate Lhe recesses of understanding. We could go into it word for word, but that would be
like soaking a balding man's head in some magical hair restorer, and every new sprouting another jigsaw piece that
requires the edges shaping before it'll fit. So involvement in the general themes is a safer approach.

Dylan as 'Frank' on the liner notes of John Wesley Harding, put forward the question: "Just how far would et likq to
go in?" 1 find from experience that most serious Dylan freaks would like to go in up to their necks. Many seck mtmgon
into his private life. I stop there. | respect his ego. Besides it's all there in his poetry. Again we read n the same liner
notes: "Faith 1s the key".

Street Legal is a very intimate album on an I and Thou level, precipitated with good and evil concepts, written in
almost transparency over the original heritage on Jesus's passage on Earth. It's an album hterally packed with multi
themes running alongside one another. Very kaleidoscopic even by Dylan's standards. Present as ever are the links and
personal acceptance of (ruth in the face of all the human frailties, that can be 50 castly diverted to the over populated lefl
path, leading to destruction 1n tlus lifc and the promised existence The album takes the format of a book itself, a
complete circle, ending with the answers of prophesied salvation to the mystenes discased by doubt entered upon al the
start. Never before on any album has Dylan so thinly disguised the fact that he 1s 1alking about Chnist The first thing
that has to be agreed on, to make any sense at all, is that, as always, Dylan speaks as himself as second and third
person. The switchbacks here, more so than ever, cause some initial confusion. But if you listen and go along with the
ebb and flow of the ideas, the problems recede considerably. At times Dylan is like a hidden reporter, in the vein of the
Gospel authors themselves, only seemingly whisked back in time to witness and confirm events passed on to our
generations.

Any Dylan fan worth his salt will understand the album's title. 'Street' in Dylan symbolism means 'life'. In an interview
he stated: "My life is the street where I walk." Likewise 'toad’ - How many roads must a man walk down? If Blood On
The Tracks was a small step for a man, then Street Legal's definitely a giant step for mankind.

CHANGING OF THE GUARDS:

The album begins with an obvious autobiographical reference; Sixteen years of fighting of falling, of the pain he rises
above. He championed the cause for all those years - Medgar Evers, Emmut Ttll, Martin Luther King, George Jacksqn,
Rubin Hurricane' Carter.... Now is the time to illustrate why justice must prevail at all costs, even self elimination, in
this life at least Not 100 high a price to pay? Dylan talks as himself from the standpoint of Jesus and the Father. The
good shepherd grieves for humanity lost in desperation for a common purpose. Falling leaves - hounded by the rapidly
approaching Autumn, the ageing process of life leaving hitle time for redemption. Dylan in the mantle of Jesus ‘enters
from the shadows' to shine a light on the human jungle in the market. Merchants and thieves - gargling in the rat race
choir ignore his offer of salvation. She's smelling yweet perfumed by Magdelena on the night of change in the capital,
Jerusalem, where prophesies are fulfilled. At this point Dyvlan leaps back to the Annunciation, when it all began to
happen. God, the Captain, lowers his thoughts to his immaculate maid the mother of Jesus, whose initial doubt would
be won over by increased faith - His fove will be repaid .
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Dylan next takes a trip to witness the ensuing events. Verse four has him lost in a dream not dissimilar to Jacob's
Ladder. He discovers God (Herself) preparing for the great covenant with mankind. The urge to see more is irresistible.
so he has to 'follow’ the procession back to Heaven, where no longer before the eyes of man they lifted her veil. Dylan
stumbles to his feet - either awakening from his vivid dream or after prostrating himself at the vision allowed him. With
urgency he has to tell all, that, he now knows the man among them to be the Son of God. His heart has been freshly
instilled with boundless love and awareness, with the stitches still mending. On arrival bac* at the City of David, the
double dealing Pharisces - renegade priests from the temple and sundrigs were turning the love at their disposal into
hypocrisy. The Palace of Mirrors - the apparent image of the gleaming walls of the temple on immediate approach to
Jerusalem. - Where dog Roman soldiers are reflected. Too late, the endless road to Calvary is in procession, amid the
wailing - leaving believer's room empty from fear of persecution. A parallel of today's churches, where Her memory is
protected for all time, among the Angel's voices...etc.

Forty eight hours later-the scene of the Resurrection. God wakes him up, it's a new morning. Broken chains '- the
severed cord between life and death. Rolling rocks - mysteriously displaced from the tomb's entrance. A description
follows of the meeting of Mary and Jesus on the road and her wonderment of what measures he now will be taking?.
She clings to him in humility and praise that the prophesies have indeed been fulfilled.

The final act of this very visual drama has Jesus confronting his Apostles prior to his Ascension back to Heaven. He has
no further purpose on Earth, he no longer needs their organisation - this Saintly right is in their hands now. I've shined
your shoes... - he's served man and washed their feet clean, and realised the prophets' dreams, so now it's for them to
continue his work in return. We are left with a strong warning that Eden is burning - the intensity of the surrounding
temptation and evil in the grip of man's weaknesses. The choice is put; get ready for elimination to be cast into
Gehenna, or have the faith for the changing of the guards - the restructure of man's mind spirit and soul.

The song ends with a frightening vision of Judgement Day: a verse that would make a suitable epilogue to the original
Visions Of Johanna. Peace will come, we are told, but only to a few, and only with the final Sword of his Archangel,
destroying all false idols and their keepers. Death will be no more in company with evil.

NEW PONY:

This is a confrontation of past weaknesses of Dylan, himself - an abrasion of his soul to slip into temptation. Here,
perhaps, the cause is drugs; Pony having connections, colloquially, in the States with such packages. He calls it Lucifer,
a killer of clear thinking and self attainment. He was undoubtedly on drugs in the middle sixties, and, although it
proved very productive in a song writing sense - Take me on a trip, upon your magic swirling ship... - as with many
stars, Hendrix is a good example, it was highly destructive on a personal level. Photographs around this period reflect
this personal Hell he was going through, with pressures and work load etc... The nearly disastrous motorcycle accident
in one way was a blessing in disguise. It gave Dylan the necessary breathing space to recover. His music changed
thereafter and also his life-style, and he was to never look back. If he had continued in the manner, not adopted, but
forced upon him, he, very likely, would not be around today-just another statistic. Dylan experienced the pain of
withdrawal worse than the hidden pain of being on drugs. / swear it hurt me more than it could ever have hurted her.

In the song Dylan wonders just what Lady Fate, Miss X has in store for him around the next corner. She's got si:ch a
sweet disposition - you can be conned into anything at anytime. Now he tells us /'ve got a new pony in self
enlightenment; a new lease of life. He equates it sexually as a fantasy woman or maybe himself. Verse four is most
interesting, could Dylan be dreaming again? - or is he experiencing a visitation of self awareness? It was early life,
death and shadow in the door - I know what you come here for.

The following verse is perhaps a synopsis, uttered by the vision, on the false idols and phoney escapism offered from the
direction he was headed. Oh, baby, that God that you been praying to... is gonna give you back what you been wishing
on someone else. The final verse is over the top, slightly humorous but underneath, very serious. Good and bad have
been set out before him, and, despite warnings, the power of the temptation is too great. Just one last try, for now,
accepting full responsibilities for his actions. You're nasty and you're so bad, but I love you, yes I do. Is there a man
living who hasn't experienced that sort of thing at some time?'

NO TIME TO THINK

Here Dylan presents us with a sweet lingual cacophony, or in his language a tapestry of rhyme, furnished by a
delightful lilting melody line. This contains a much deeper intuition into the battle of good and evil; the struggles
through life that we all encounter, and the lack of discipline and faith instructing us in the constant pitfalls and the
possible rewards It's so hard to get on and life is so short and there' s no time to think - It's a cosmic version of
Subterranean Homesick Blues.
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In death you face life - your deeds will be recounted, and the fanuly spirit will be re-united. Dreams into walls - your
expectations and doubts will be corrected and become unavoidable reality, solid. He says, o live a good life vou have o
be a soldier of mercy but, with hypocrisy to deny, the untrustworthy must fafl. If you do trcad this path a/one with your
Maker, you will most certainly be persecuted for your gentieness and be rwisted and fed with worthless foam from the
mouth.

Verse two gives us a picture of Jesus's character in response (o the oppression and money changers he found n the
temple, and his resulting anger, which guiltily surfaced. In Tact this could be the very theme for this song that Dylan
intended. With Jesus knowing his fate and ordeal in advance, yet powerless 10 siop 11, though, for a short while longer.
he would have to endure temptation and ridicule. His confusion with ro time to think, and eventually betrayed by a kiss
in the Garden of Gethsemane, in the Valley of the missing link Where the truths and answers 10 all the mysteries hic
buried in the souls of previous times.

The promises haunt you, always there, but so are the decoys - life's obstacles. Dylan states his depression over this
conjecture Therc are no alternatives; alcohol, duality it's so casy to be conned like a malignant disease. In verse four,
Dylan thinks, maybe Jesus, though remaining indifferent during his trial before Pilate, may have had some hidden
thoughts of hate - your conscience betrays - a trail inhcrent, perhaps, in his mould as a mortal being. Dylan, himself,
confesses to a feeling of personal revenge, had their places been reversed, but he says: that's just the way that I am. He
sees Paradise and sacrifice, and mortality and reality as barriers somewhat to each other. The Devil, he says, i5 quicker
lo capture man's attention, and he's blacker than ink. He gives us a list of the Devil's wares, anger and fealousy, and
he's not satisfied until he's got command of your soul - under his thumb. Brave men oppose him and the goodness
throws him - your only weapon against him. So know when to turn away and bite your tongue -play deaf and dumb. Use
the eyes staring clear at the back of your head, as you get drunk on lif s wine.

Warlords of sorrow |.., etc | praver -a reminder that mariyrs will give all for their goal. but the ordinary man on the
street fails to discover salfvation, most likely doesn't even expect it - it's not to be found amvwhere. One thing for sure,
vou'll drown, as the water gets deeper if you don't hang onto that lifeline. Dylan is saying when you take the decision to
achicve your aims, utmost discipline must follow - pleasure vou now must resist. Journey and search for that star, first
seen by the Magi, in the Fast and you shall be released. In your discipline you are now alone, but as one, complete in
spirit at last. You look back for a final glimpse of the Sodom you're leaving behind with the Aoon - bloody and pink
over it's imminent destruction,

The closing verse illustrates that flesh and blood can be stricken with harm and prejudice, but not the spirit. Jesus
crawls through the dirt to his cructfixion - he helped others, but he cannot receive, for the example must be set and his
mission completed to prepare the way for others (o follow

No time to prepare for the victim that's there,
No time to suffer or blink - and no time to think.

BABY STOP CRYING:

Here we have a break from the rigours of symbolism In a lighter vein, this is a love song, not of romanuc proportions,
but rooted with a brotherly love catalyst, in a Christian scnse. Dylan is talking to his woman, a close friend or a lover,
or maybe just to himself again. [t's like a sketch for James Taylor's You Need A Friend (sic) Don't worry you've scen
some rough times, but they can only get betier - you only need the strength and the confidence that a good friend can
supply, with the help and grace from above

The first impressions on the song are, maybe, Dylan's talking about himself. You've been down and hunt, but you're
back on Lop - perhaps the culting reactions he received during the changeover of the '60/70 decades, from his lack of
public function on stage and on vinyl the latter hardly being true, but, judging from much of the media coverage at the
time, you might wonder, just how hurt Dylan was? Is he contcmplating swicide himsell' 1n the song? - ger me my pistol,
babe, or 15 this just a sarcastic way of telling the person he's singing too, that they're making ¢ mountain out of a mole-
ll? Repeatedly he pleads stap crving - the sun will always shine and it's either giving me a headache, or the pity I'm
feeling for you is too much to bear.

Go down to the river - to be baptised? reborn? cleanse away this evil that's causing all this sorrow. 7 will pay your fare -
gladly for peace's sake or to save a drowning soul. Dylan states that, he'll always be there when he's needed, but the
interesting thing is, he doesn't just say; come and see me; he says, come and see about me. The final verse indicates that
through her constant suffering, the woman herself, 1s thinking of suicide - rou've been hurt... - I know what your
thinking of. The closing line allows the listencr some line of direction to follow on a rehearing - she's madly in love -
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Dylan cleverly leaves this most important factor to the end, now it all fits. So the correct approach, probably to the song,
is that, Dylan is telling a woman to stop crying, - a woman he has been constantly rejecting, constantly burning at
stake. He only wants to treat her as a brother, not a lover - poor girl.

IS YOUR LOVE IN VAIN?

Who is Dylan talking to in this song? Like many of his works there is the dual theme of a woman and God. Only Dylan
knows which side of the fence to sit on, or perhaps, he sits there purposely, like the bird on the fence in You're A Big
Girl New, singing his song for me i.e. us. The song in discussion is full of questions, saturated in doubt - Do you love
me? When times are rough - Do you need me? or does guilt make you feel obliged to pray and say sorry? He's been
through this movie before, a hundred times over, so once more won't matter. /s your love in vain? - is your faith phoney
or sincere? These would appear to be God's questions to Dylan. We hear of an intrusion of solitude in the song - the
omnipotence of God is unwavering, so why do you intrude?. - How can you alter what is and always will be? - Do you
know my world, do you know my kind? - God's existence is beyond man's comprehension. The following refrain would
seem a blasé answer by Dylan to God's questioning. He says, he's been in quest of God to little avail - to the mountain -
in the wind, tasted happiness and sorrow, but he's still unimpressed. Dylan even says, that, he's been on the precipice of
death - perhaps a reference to his '66 accident, or an earlier illness, or drug induced vision - I've been offered wings, but
still dissatisfied. Here in the previous lines is the smugness and superiority complex of mankind in general. These are
unlikely to be Dylan's own feelings now, more probably, setting them in motion for his listeners to realise.

O.K. says Dylan in the last verse, /'l take a chance on truth and salvation. If I fail or make a mistake, 1 won't expect
any compromise from you. Then he cleverly reverses the situation, just like the last verse in Just Like A Woman, when
he alters the context of the song by substituting you break in a place of she breaks...etc., by asking God if HE will take a
chance on Dylan, the man, open to all frailties? He asks God if he can do the things that mortals can - can in this life -
do you know what it's really like? And finally, if God accepts Dylan will HIS love be in vain?.

SENOR [TALES OF YANKEE POWER] :

If you get a print of the famous religious painting 'Light Of The World', a replica by Holman, you will probably come to
the conclusion that Dylan could well have been staring at this whilst composing Seitor. If you don't agree there, well,
just use it as visual background to the song - it makes sense.

I believe the 'Sefior' is the same figure as Dylan's 'Landlord’ from the John Wesley Harding collection, who wasn't his
manager or anything so base. That '68 song, like this one, took the form of a prayer - / know you've suffered much -
don't put a price on my soul. That mysterious figure had to be God, and the figure here, Jesus.

Where are we heading on this street, this life of ours? Just further along the road, or to a final freezing Johanna? The
next line reminds me of Buffalo Springfield's For What It's Worth - paranoia strikes deep, into your lives it will creep.
Déja vu strikes Dylan - ...been down this way be/ore - is it so 'Sefior? Where is the invisible God hiding? How long
have we to search? How much longer do 1 have to watch the door - the door in the picture? I think so. The door to
Paradise, relief and 'comfort' from the misery and toil of this life, heavily bolted and the 'Sefior' waiting to open it to any
who can find it and knock upon it.

There are wicked thoughts still in mankind in that upper deck - people's heads - the penthouses of imperfection. And
from Christ's side, Dylan describes the 'cross'. now as heavy as iron, weighted as ever with man's evil, and it pulls on
her neck. bending the back and lowering the head in anguish, In Dylan's 'vacant lot' mind is a glorious 'marching band'
of Heaven's Angels, forever instilled there after an experience or premonition of closeness to God, at some time in the
past. Forget me not said the vision. Dylan hasn't and now his insight is at a peak - / can see.... He's so close and
impatient for salvation, and the suspense is unbearable. He asks who to contact - who can possibly help to assure him of
his goal?

Dylan next, somewhat embarrassingly professes his faith - he stripped and kneeled in humbleness and respect, fortunate
in his own saving grace. but he also remembers the one's unable to make it-a frainload of lost sheep, who must have
‘thrown their tickets out of the window' - bogged down by the gravity of their sins. (No pun intended). Through the
assistance of a gypsy guide, Dylan receives a flash of spiritual clarity on his existence, and realises it's no longer a
dream it's real. The 'gypsy’ could be a nomadic reference to the endless wanderings of Christ in search of souls. Like a
blind man who can see again, Dylan is taken aback for a while. He asks for a minute to gather his senses - pick myself
up... Final acceptance dawns as he says 'T'm ready...' - just remove the cables and I'll come with you 'Sefior'. Tip up the
tables - make a clean sweep of things, a direct reference to Jesus cleaning the 'den of thieves' in the Temple. Dylan will
go willingly now, he can't make any sense out of this life anymore - the confusion I'm feeling ain't no tongue can tell’ -
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so just show me a sign, a miracle, something and I'll be there. You've set me in the right direction Seftor, so now,
what're we waiting for?

TRUE LOVE TENDS TO FORGET:

This song could very possibly be about a personal experience of Dylan's: the waning optimism about trust and love
placed in a relationship, here somewhat displaced, but on another level certain key phrases suggest a more universal
attitude. It could indeed be communication by Christ spiritually in conversation with God, who set his mission. The cup
that is overflowing, and his overpowering burden, lapses him into momentary indecision over his purpose.

He's becoming weary - how much longer must he endure this humiliation and torment? Seeing the weakness in his
baby's eyes' i.e. the people's. And when God's backing is there - it's difficult to recognise. Truth can only win over and
there's no second chance - no room for regret. Come gather round peaple you vowed your faith, but every moment you
slip into ruin so easily, as if you were playing a game of 'Russian Roulette' with your souls.

Dylan suggests that the spark that carried and strengthened Christ is the same committed spirit that filled the prophets
and founders of God's work through all the ages. Like Moses, helpless and without direction, in the reeds and lacking
oxygen In the wilderness like John The Baptist, among the men, preparing the way for the plan manifest. In the realms
disguised from man's comprehension - into infinity... The latter probably an allusion to the known gap between Jesus's
death and Resurrection.

He is saying: striving to be good can cause much sorrow - fear-jerking, but he's captivated in God 's spell, for he's a
hard worker - the labour for perfection is continuous. I know you well - Christ is only too aware of his origins. The pain
of this weekend in Hell- his necessary passion is causing him to sweat - blood, presumably. A final call to people, that,
he needs us as much as in reciprocal. Don't forsake me - don't have any doubt, this echoes of Christ's own cry on the
cross, in doubt of God, but he won through and so can we. Don't sell me out - for cheap imitations; short term
happiness only the Devil can offer. Stop knocking about and confusing the one true God, split up in incalculable forms
throughout the world. True /ove is all. but more often than not, sadly, tends to forget .

WE BETTER TALK THIS OVER:

There can be only one suitable interpretation to run parallel with this piece of poetry, and that is to take the aspect of
dialogue between Jesus and the blameless traitor Judas. Blameless? well, it had to happen, you might say he was the
original pawn in the game. The back and forth conversing is absolutely fascinating. Pure fabrication on Dylan's part, but
so well read, that you get the feeling, that you might be actually overhearing an event that really took place.

It starts with Judas addressing Jesus. He is concerned for Jesus's welfare, as the Scriptures themselves point out, but he
would soon become a victim of circumstance. He says: let's talk together, try to see the situation from my side, before it
becomes any rougher I'm only a man with limited understanding, but I fail to see why we have to suffer needlessly?
Christ knew this purpose and that he had to suffer to redeem man's sins, should they want to follow his way. Judas
seeing his words fall on stony ground, suggests they part - go their own separate ways, for he could not bear to witness
the inevitable pain that his gentle friend would endure.

Jesus answers; don't turn your eyes aside, there can be no harm that time will not erase. He knew Judas to be the
eventual black sheep, but also that he was being instrumented by God. Jesus continues: the confusion in this life is
stained, and if it continues - we'll hang ourselves... tangled rope - an aside to the fact that Judas actually did, on
realisation of his deeds. Concluding the first verse, Jesus, in pity for the man before him, says: / wish | were a magician
and could reunite the bond between them. Preventing this action is the knowledge, that his course is set out for him - if
only he could wave a wand to change the pattern and regain their friendship.

Verse two seems the confrontation between the two, with Jesus hurt in the knowledge of Judas's double dealing.
Perhaps a good staging for the scene. would be the moment of arrest in the Garden of Gethsemane. Jesus had put faith
in him and took a chance, but, blinded in a trance of trust and hope, was let down. In compassion for the wrong-doer,
Jesus says: ...why you wanna hurt me?

Amid confusion and in full possession of the consequences of his actions, Judas, says: I'm beyond help now why try?
Why try to convert me? Bewilderment and guilt is now eating away at him - he's lost in the haze of Jesus's delicate
ways- [ never meant to do you any harm. The final sentiment on the second verse could take one of two directions: as
spoken by Jesus: Judas you're searching for the wrong things, there's no need to be alone and lost in life; if you seek you
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will find that Paradise you can call some. Or as spoken by Judas; Jesus, it's alright for you, you don't have to wander
through the dirt as mortals do, if you don't want to, you don't have to yearn for love - it's your birthright - your home is
Heaven.

The closing analogy is the parting of company. Jesus says: he'll be going tomorrow and states his remorse over their
diverse fortunes: how good it would be to /augh together after a day and a half - when his task is completed and his
Resurrection, a state for all to strive for, is realised. But he knows it's unlikely fo happen - their bond is now destroyed
forever - swept ‘neath the bed - Judas has condemned himself to return to the dust from which he was created.
Meanwhile what's lost is lost, we can't regain - what went down in the flood. Don't fantasize on what could have been,
just be happy for what light you saw, when you did. and be glad - rejoice.

WHERE ARE YOU TONIGHT?
[JOURNEY THROUGH DARK HEAT]:

Let's get straight into this one, which Dylan purposely chose to close the album. In the first stanza we find the word
train again - the train and it's passengers rolling to salvation; not at any speed, note. Through life's evil blockade - the
rain. It would appear that Dylan takes the standpoint of one of the Apostles left to spread the word after Christ's
Ascension. Perhaps, one of the actual Gospel writers. Amid persecution and trial, he is missing her (Jesus). He longs to
touch him once again, to know he's there. But, as a satellite Jesus is floating, invisible, but present somewhere and
everywhere in the universe. In the smoky haze of his head, there's the fire of the Paraclete - neon light. Also the bell
tone in his memory of the time Jesus was present with him in the flesh, when they wandered together through that
valley of stone. Where Jesus submerged himself willingly in the sins of the world scorched by the Devil's furnace -
bathed .... pure heat. Her father - God, stressed on Jesus's quest that he would have to be more than street wise - to be
aware of every folly and temptation that he might confront during his journey on Earth, But he practised [... etc...]
heart.!

Now Dylan, or the author in the song, recounts some visions: A babe cradled by a woman at Jesus's birth; the same
woman in a rage at the crucifixion stripper on stage - Jesus stripped bare on the cross, the stage of his ultimate
performance. With the same golden hair we remember from Changing Of The Guards. Jesus fulfils the prophesies
that were written in the back pages by the hand of God. With desolation setting in at thesc thoughts, the author cries

out; Where are you tonight? - where are you? - in your sanctuary? - can you see what's happening now? - won't you
come back?

The truth was too controversial in relation to man's expectations. To stay right by it would cause you to explode. The
author says that he understood Jesus's Passion: it was the only code for life eternal, the only path to follow. He classes
himself, along with the other disciples, as brave men, occasionally frozen with doubt. He knew that Jesus had some
divine power to find out all men's thoughts, and that, he knew the anxieties his followers were experiencing about his
safety, without their own admission of any lax in faith.

The Devil tried dead center aim with his blasphemies and trials on Jesus, but got repaid each time with Jesus arranging
beauty out of the resulting discord - putting flowers on the shelf. The author mentions the time he was allowed audience
with Jesus's invisible self - as the Son of God, rather than the Son of Man. He admits his despair at his own
vulnerability, after seeing the magnitude of God. He lists the demon obstacles in life - the broken dreams and
destruction of man's heritage - landscape being raped. As the second verse winds up, we are suddenly taken to the
scene atop of Calvary. We watch Christ's beauty fade and watch him undrape for the final humilitics. The writer,
himself, is left feeling very uncertain - should he look or turn away? He is stricken with feelings of helplessness and
failing the man he loved.

The third verse is a wrangle between good and evil, but this time in the author's own mind, fighting his conscience over
the events witnessed just prior. He fought with the enemy within. He confesses of all the environmental disease that's
unbearable - the ridicule from non-believers, and the inner pain of self admitted doubt and remorse over the crucifixion.
While the law condones not condemns. His evil side of his mind tell show [sic] he was conned, and that the person he
had loved so deeply couldn't stay clean. He, in indignation, exorcises his evil self - my foot in his face, most likely in
remembrance of his privileged sight of Jesus's Transfiguration, earlier on, thus renewing his faith with an upsurge.

His evil, out of his body and manifest as the Devil himself, replies in the following verse. He describes his beginnings in
The Garden of Eden, tempting, with the forbidden fruit. (For any sexists studying the ambiguities of the phrase
Juice...leg, you'd be wise to stop at this point and continue dissecting Led Zeppelin's Lemon Song). Then he says, how
he brought about disorder to God - your boss, in an otherwise perfect creation. The Devil continues saying, that, his
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son, Jesus, was too proud to beg - behind this sarcastic remark lies the actual truth that he was too wise to fall into
temptation.

The author's self examination is suddenly interrupted: the scene is the appscarance of the reborn Saviour as a white
diamond lighting the gloom and despondency of the apostle's hiding place. He is salvation itself - the only road to the
stars. The Saviour tells them that there is a price for Paradise' and his scars tell all - a strong reference to Thomas,
ridding his doubt by placing his fingers in Jesus's wounds.

Filled with a blinding insight and fresh optimism, the author, finds it incredible that he's survived. He has renewed
strength to carry on with God's work unfailingly - it's a new era and he's alive, but still, without HIM it doesn't seem
right.

Controversially, Street Legal is Dylan's greatest work to date. Perhaps not his most popular; it hasn't stood the test of
time yet, but certainly his most accomplished, idealistically. The recording production work leaves much to be desired
but that's splitting hairs. Twenty years ago, Street Legal would have been dismissed as rubbish, and maybe, two
hundred years in the future will also be classed as drivel, but I doubt it. In this chameleon age, here and now, it's
importance is earnest.

Incidentally, the marvellous cover of the album sets the mood of its contents admirably. Taken in ‘Frisco, apparently.
Dylan is shown in slummy conditions, somewhat bedraggled, alone, lost, bowing despairingly, waiting and watching
for something to come his way - the reality of his 'street' far removed from the poetry of salvation in his head.

You might be saying by now: -l this theory is very well, but what about the many other aspects of Dylan's art? I would
agree whole-heartedly. The man's musical colourings for his lyrics, the nuances, his dramatic split-second, head
shaving and unsurpassed vocal deliveries, his unique breathing techniques and more, more, more besides, for which due
appraisal would fill a volume or two. Still, that's another story.

WE'RE ALL GONNA MAKE IT TO THAT MILLION DOLLAR BASH

1978 saw Dylan undertake a massive trek around the world, and by December, he had completed 115 concerts - his
115th dream? Wrapping up what had been one of the most successful years of his career. Like never before, he gave
abundant interviews and talked freely to his public from the platforms. He stated his joy that pcople had come to his
shows to listen. For us in these Isles, it was an unforgettable sight to see the matches and candlelights of London turn
into blazing torches at Blackbushe / the superimposed carnival atmosphere, which had begun like a circus in the foyer
of Earl's Court some four weeks prior. Dylan's ordained and enlarged 'pill-box hat' has fitting, as he appeared as a
naked president over the town of weary wayfarers, who had found temporary sanctuary on the tarmac and the grass. He
had wanted to play all night, but the National Guard stood behind the door. By the close everyone had been clothed and
fed. The people huddled in a comradeship and hope for the future that Dylan had instilled there. Those beacons will
never be extinguished in the memories. Dylan, the group, the superb sound sys.ems, the audiences and the magical
force of joy were all at a peak . If God is witness to life then he was surely present.

SLOW TRAIN COMING - A SYNOPTICAL SYNTHESIS: OR SO LONG MOBILE HOWDY MAMA

Banners united over the field - Dylan's songs, his public face, his ensignia are connected in a common direction
throughout his years of writing. And now, after suffering a pregnancy of expectancy with bated breath, we have with us
a new 'banner’, an album which was indeed slow in coming, after the gossip and rumours and that teasing snippet
which graced Capital Radio a while back. Before the release of Slow Train Coming 1 would have said that there's not
much more that he can really say that he hasn't already done in the past, on the surface at least. Except maybe, create a
simpler formula so that a greater response can be sought out in the listeners' minds. I guess I was right, though the
mixed receptions of the album are causing me to ponder the long-term effects and the justifications for this move.
Underneath it all, from a Christian point of view, it would certainly seem, if you'll excuse the phrasing, that Dylan is on
the right rails and is safely clutching a first-class ticket in his hands, which are still as 'clean ' as in his Lay Lady Lay
days. No heavenly harp for him perhaps, but I dare say he wouldn't refuse a pluck on Gabriel's Gibson, to Lay Down [-
his -] Weary Tune upon which no (mortal) voice can hope to hum.

At this point of time, it is highly foolish and premature to try to fully dissmbowel the content of the new album, unless
you are prepared to accept unwelcome bitchiness and deprecation from future critics on recourse to the songs. You
simply have to live with any serious major new work for at least one year of your life; to go back to it again and again,
waiting for the unbalanced weights in the combination lock of comprehension to click into space; to let the material
stand up and be time-tested through all your seasonal moods and influences, be they musical, social, personal or
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political. Without debarring these factors, then and only then can you perhaps paddle into the deep end of inevitable
analogy. But of course there is no harm in allowing yourself the adolescent satisfaction of 'lucky-dipping' and pulling
out a few initial, obvious ideas and comparatives to build upon as the work psychologically matures.

The title Slow Train Coming immediately throws up many conjeetures - impatience for salvation etc.. The link to this
work might well be derived from Dylan's Rolling Thunder movie Renaldo & Clara, a religious commitment in itself - a
beautifui celluloid statement on the ego and truth of geometric creation. In particular, Dylan's moving interpretation of
the classic, People Get Ready- .

there's a train a coming

you don't need a ticket, you just thank the Lord
there ain't no room for the hopeless sinner

no hiding place from the Kingdom's Throne

And off film he was quoted as saying "We are of one soul". It remains to be seen.

In a fairly recent interview, Dylan states that "music attracts the Angels of the Universe". I don't know about that, but I
do know that the music on this new album attracts me greatly. It's definitely a head-phones album, with superb
balancing and mixing, and needless to say, as you know by now, a pure flux of liquid, variable, shifting and insistent,
weeping, protesting, exclaiming and happy marching music. In categorisation it's like Sunshine Of Your Love meets
Johnny Nash on The Dark Side Of The Moon.

You might think there's a dearth of metaphorical gestures, irony and understatement. but it's there all right, nighlighted
and complimented by Dylan's tonal expression and his joyous. suicidal and occasionally light-hearted timings.
Throughout his career it's not been just what he's said that's struck the ncrves of the brain numb, it's what he's missed
out. It's the spaces bursting to get out of the gaps created by his vocals accelerating and decelerating to ride the surf on
the waves of his music, and there's rarely ever a 'wipe - out'.

Despite the compactness and preciseness of this not over-produced set, Dylan shines through like a star amongst stars,
so much so that he tends to debilitate his excellent support. He declaims his faith throughout the album with little
decomposition and no degeneracy in sight. It is another circle in his life completed. His very first experience in a
recording studio back in July 1961 was backing Harry Belafonte, on harmonica, on a Gospel number entitied Midnight
Special - another train, or the same one still chugging away here in '79? This song had a chorus line of 'shine your ever
loving light on me'. Not dissimilar to 'shine your light on me' in Precious Angel. Interesting. A personal thought is that
the aforementioned 'Angel’ is not so much the wispy-winged breed as a more solid flesh and bone mammal. Sense
suggests it is a 'coloured’ girl, lover or acquaintance who was the instigator of Dylan's reformation (if he needed any).
He states in the song both our forefathers were slaves - the blacks and the Jews?

Dylan's frankness in his personal status is to be admired along with his unashamed profession of faith. In Gotta Serve
Somebody he refers to himself as ‘Zimmy'. Never before in any form. record. interview or writing has he cver
mentioned 'Zimmerman'. Except for in a paragraph in the original manuscript of his book Taranfula, which was edited
out of the final released version. The paragraph headlined as One Leg At A Time included the line the Jewish boy.
Zimmerman, I seen him walking his spider on the Pan Am building and what are you gonna do about it, creep? Perhaps
the book's title was derived from this line, as it's difficult to connect it to any of the poetry in the released volume.

Back to the song in question, Dylan mentions you might live in a dome? Thus erasing the memory of his self-
indulgence in trying to create his own Xanadu, with his two million dollar mansion, which boasted a copper dome,
precariously positioned in Malibu, California. It was conceded during his sad divorce proceedings.

In Slow Train, not so much in reflection. but still presently evident is his concern for his family. He says, it sure does
bother me, to see my loved onexs iurned into puppets. As Sarah, presumably heads into the sunset with some bad talking
boy on a suicidal journey through life - in Dytan's eyes at least. They're just helping to furnish the Giolden Calf along
with many other repetitively mentioned comrades and ex-confidantes.

The deliberate deficiency, lyrically, in Man Named All The Animals transforms a nursery type composition into a
genealogical jump into the first book of the Bible. It's happy-go-lucky structure is frighteningly contradicted by thc fetid
conclusion. As if the singer after the halcyon name-game has been frozen in his tracks at the sight of the unmentioned
‘snake’. There's the reality that all's not well in the Garden and that the seed of evil is already encroaching the smugly
supposed tranquillity. And so the album continues through I Believe In You, Gonna Change My Way Of Thinking,
Do Right To Me Baby and When You Gonna Wake Up? and balance out ideas, desires, failings, and most of all the
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increasing and eternally self-destroying insurrection against the basic laws laid down for humanity. It's a depressing
and hostile world to carry a light through on your own, alone in being, but hopefully, and alone in spirit.

The single take Trouble In Mind, a mighty marvel of R & Bluesy storm-breaking proportions, fits admirably into the
vein of the album sessions, from which it was taken. I would have deemed it worthy of inclusion on the album at any
cost, or at least have marketed it as the 'a' side of the release. Dylan's vocal attainments here are likened to a free-fall
parachutist who, for a few brief moments, evades and barrier of time {sic}, and then catches his breath as his rip-cord
jerks. Still you can't teach an old Columbia Records new tricks.

Dylan's intrinsic genius is rendered almost visible, an ectoplasmic climax hovering over your turntable as the final
album track When He Returns is transmitted to your senses. It's a constellation of all the aspects of his art and his
euphuistic manner. (Would it be boring to say, his oils just might have started to dab that longed for 'masterpiece'?)
From Beckett's first notes on the piano, like an introit to the whole, to the faded, damped fingerings, we witness Bob
Dylan, the composer, artist, tru¢ professional and original Dylan creator. '"Nobody sings Dylan like Dylan' said the ads
back in '66. What could they say today? God, even atheists must be stirred out of their feigned 'neutral ground' at the
sheer conviction of the performance alone here. What poetry. Surrender your crown, on this blood-stained ground - The
depth of fecling. How long must I suffer? . The insight. '..the weakness you conceal.

The interspersed thoughts of right and wrong projected by the album suddenly inundate and intersect at this point, as
Dylan leaves us with the somewhat disdainfully uttered knowledge of man's insignificance, as regards his schemes and
plans, and more-over that God, himself, has got plans of his own, to set up his throne - (unknown to us) - when He
returns.

Finally, the album either leaves you feeling intestate, or glad that you've been helping to build the rails for the train, to
earn yourself a place like the figures depicted on the cover scene. If you can fall or crawl into the latter category, then
you too can cry out with some confidence. 'It's alright Ma, I can make it'. But If you're one that's intoxicated with life
and are completely intractable, well ...

In my eyes, the album stands up bravely amongst the new wave and general depravity on gold-plated iconic supports.
But will the pillars crumble as brother Bill gets his great thrill? (Highway 61) - Only time will tell. At least HE can die
happily ever after.

I would hastily point out, that I have only just skimmed the surface here - there are possibly myriads of ideas that
require discussion and solution. Either Dylan is a genius for writing these lyrics, infused with 'barbed wire' perceptions,
or I and other Dylanologists are geniuses to be able to bend them to satisfy our own personal whims - I think the former
argument would win universal vote. Still, you can 'deny, defy' or maybe even 'crucify’ - but please don't dismiss my

Ccase.
IF ANYBODY ASKS ME, If IT EASY TO FORGET?

Dylan came through the 'purple haze' of the sixties. A survivor of ambition, pressure, managers, drugs, critics, fans,
fame, wealth and fate. He's been 'Knockin' on Heaven's door' for a long time, but how would we remember him, if he
were to leave us tomorrow - his life 'ending at the shore? How would we keep our eyes 'glued to the door' without him?
How would he be remembered apart from his literary legacy?

Maybe his wish would be in the vein of one of his earliest Guthrie-esque renditions, when he moved north [sic]to the
bright lights and seedy cellars at the start of the sixties - Remember Me - when the candlelights are gleaming,
remember me at the end of a long, long day As opposed to the jingle jangle morning. Perhaps leaving Gypsy Queens to
play his grand finale. When that day comes, I will again awake so alone and terrified, put my fingers up against the
glass, bow my head and cry.

If only dogs could run free, but it doesn't seem likely in our lifetime. All we can do is stare straight ahead and try so
hard to stay right. Lend an ear to the Moody Blues's song Watching and Waiting, or if that's not your scene, you
weighted 'tin' freaks, then how about Budgie's In For The Kill, then go back and re-affirm Dylan's work in a new light,
that is, if you've got a few years to spare. We're a long way from Genesis and a long way from Armageddon but then
again, it could be tomorrow. And Bobby ‘you're so far away from home'.

I'd like to finish with a final quote from the man himself when asked how he saw himself:

"I'D LIKE TO THINK OF MYSELF AS THE ONE WHO CARRIED THE LIGHT-BULB" - 'nuff said.
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Bits & Bobs THE CUTTINGS: Page 1
[ Page | Source [ Author(s) | DATE |
3 ILeft to Right 1. NME Angus Batey 20/2/93

2. The Independent Giles Smith /2193
3. NME Terry Staunton 120/2/93
H(lop) The Daily Telegraph Mick Brown 8/2/93

(Btm) Hello IN/K 21/2/93
5 The Daily Telegraph Michael Gray 12/2/92
6(Lop) |Evening Standard Max Bell 8/2/93
| (Bum) Time Out [Russ Fortune 22/72/7?
7(top) The Guardian IAdam Sweeting 9/2/93
(left) elody Maker Andrew Mueller 20/2/93
(right) mle Observer Neil Spencer 14/2/93
8 clockwise from top left: Hot Press IBill Graham 7

ME Public NME 20/2/93

elody Maker News Column 20/2/93
i The Mail On Sunday N/K [7/2/93
10(top) The Daily Mail IRobin Eggar 19/2/93
{btm) The Daily Mail IN/K 9/2/93

11 clockwise from top left:

The Financial Times Andrew Clemens 11/2/93
aily Express rances Hubbard 8/2/93
Eaily Express Readers’ Letters 12/2/93
aily Mirror IN/K 13/2/93
12(top) The Daily Telegraph IDavid Cheal 9/2/93
(btm} The Times David Sinclair /2193
13 0 79 N/K \April '93
14 ‘What's On Mike Nicholls 3/2/93
15(top) The Birmingham Post Dennis Ellam 9/2/93
(btm) Jewish Chronicle Don Camell 12/2/93
16 |The Bradenton Herald Jay Kirschenmann 6/11/92
17(top) The Independent Sandra Barwick 13/2/93
(btm) he Scotsman {Myles Palmer 10/2/93
18 lockwise from top left: The Guardian Pass Notes Column 4/2/93
iverpool Daily Post Tony Kenwright 72/2/93
The Independent Gastropod column 13/2/93
19 Main:The Irish Times compiled Brian Boyd 30/1/93
[Lower Ift hand:Irish Press Barry O'Kelly 6/2/93
20 Irish Independent Tony O'Brien 5/2/93
21 iclockwise from top left: The Irish Times Dave Fanning 8/2/93
Sunday World N/K 7/2/93
'The Irish Times N/K 5/2/93
22(1op) INot The View (Celtic Fanzine) [Feb/Mar '93
(btm) Brum Beat #144 Mike Davies Dec 92
23-24 Record Collector IPeter Doggett Apr 93
25 (top) ((London) Evening Standard (photo) ITim Cooper 8/2/93
(midd) Rolling Stone "Random Notes" 1/3/93
(btm) RCD Vol 1 No 9 Paul Ashford Mar 93
26 (clockwise from top:)
The Daily Telegraph Mick Brown 8/2/93
Private Eye Pseud’s Corner wie 21/2/93
NME "Reeling Around" [27/3/93 4]
27 (clockwise from top right:)
INewark Star Ledger Jay Lustig 11/12/92
'The Times N/K 21/11/92
The Sunday Sun (USA) John Sakamoto 1/11/92
Pittsburgh Magazine [Dan Cook 23/12/92
28(top) (The Improper Bostonian David Fenigsohn 9/12/92
{top rgt) Postcard Tracy O'Connell 23/12/92
(btm) The Record Collector Peter Doggett Feb 93

Cuttings Table Of Contents is continued overleaf....




Bits' & Bobs THE CUTTINGS: Page 2
| Page | Source | Author(s) | DATE _J
29(top) MNewark Star Ledger Steve Maginnis 122/9/92

(btm) Spy Paul Iorio Jan 93
30 glockwise from top:) _
anbury News-Times rary Graff 122/72177
Photo Rolling Stone Jan 93
Through The Wind & The Rain Liverpool Fanzine Spring '93 (#17)
Sunday Express N/K 24/1/93
31 New Satesman & Society Liz Thomson = 5/2/93 E—
32 The Boston Phoenix . Jon Garelick 6/11/92
13 clockwise from top:)
e Times Literary Supplement Aidan Day 5/2/93
The Record Collector Peter Doggett 77
- Goldmine ~ [Matt Whorf 11/12/92
34 {top right)El Pais (Spain) Photo 23/1/93
{below picture on right) The Record Collector [Peter Doggett lan 93 (no. 1631
{below picture on left) RCD (Carol Nattrass Vol. 1 No.10
{btm right)Vox Gavin Martin Tune 93
{btm page) Q Sid Griffin June 93
| (far left)The Record Collector _|Peter Doppett tian 93 (No. o
135 (clockwise from top:) | _ . |
Q Comipiled by Martin Aston fun 93
I'he Sunday Times Magazine [Tim Willis 2/5/93
ICountry Music People John Tobler May 93
The Record Collector - Peter Dogett May 93
36 (Right) olling Stone Book extract - see accreditation 1/3/93
(Left) ﬁolk Roots _ [Readers's Letters B 12/77/93
37 he Guardian Weekend . IMichael Gray [24/4/93
38 {clockwise from top right:) ' .
[The Times N/K [8/5/93
[The Independent James Rampton 8/5/93
Today (Supplement) N/K /5193
The Guardian saidy Smithies 8/5/93
I The Daily Telegraph (Supplement)  R.B. 8/5/93 |

And that is it for Bits & Bobs for this issue. For new readers, I'd like to point out that there are normally all manner of
other little sections beloved by ...well, er, by me anyway. These include references to Dylan in films, books, T.V. and
anything else I have come across or someone has sent in. For example, in the middle of May someone wore a Dylan Tour
Baseball cap in Eastenders and Dave Ward reported this to me at work the next day. About ten others called/wrote to say
that they: 'Didn't normally watch the programme, but last night I just happened to be channel-hopping and.....'

All manner of contributions did, in fact, come in - and my heartfelt thanks to all who chipped in. Many will be included in
future issues, I simply ran out of time and space in this one. Jailhouse John deserves a special mention here as he has been
reporting Dylan snippets on almost a daily basis for weeks now. His every move seems to bring him across another Dylan
reference. This doesn't please him at all - as he likes to 'escape' from Dylan when I'm not around - particularly when even
a 'safe haven' like Now Dig This throws in a mention or two. (Like the fact that Dion's Dream On - just out - includes a
"morose” One Too Many Mornings.) He does however dutifully report all of them even though the only ones that give
him any pleasure are the ones that send me scuttling out to buy a CD.

Keep them coming folks, normal service to be resumed in Issue Ten. The next issue will also include an interview with
Paul Williams and an in-depth look at his writings on Dylan. (The first in a series of profiles of Dylan critics - Michael
Gray has kindly consented to be the next subject.) Bob Forryan has contributed one of his best ever pieces; JRS has
picked a brilliant song for From Behind A Burning Bush, there will be a fascinating article on Visions Of Johanna and a
study of Dylan and the feminist critique. Plus Some Other Kinds Of Songs returns with an article on Bob Neuwirth! How
can you wait? Why not do a friend a favour and get them to subscribe ?

Last word here to Captain Picard:

Villains who twirltheir moustaches are easy to spot, those who clothe themselves in good deeds are well camouflaged.
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BOBDYLAN
LONDON
HAMMERSMITH
APOLLO

BEING BOB Dytan must be one of
creation’'s more bizarre
experiences. You've been prophet,
sage, guru, mystic, righter of
wrongs and (almost) slayer of
dragons. You have, at one time or
another, meant something to
practically everyone,

Now into your second
haif-century, you're stiil traversing
the globe with a compuision that'd
better suit the Ancient Mariner,
eachnightplaying a minuscule
selection of the vast number of
songs you've written over the
years. Two squilllon people tum up
to see you, and every single bloody
one of them goes home saying,
“yeah, Itwas fantastic, but | wish
he'd played ‘Subterranean
Homesick Blues'.

But sometimes, Iike on this flrst
evening of the by-now traditional
blitz of Hammersmith gigs, Dylan
manages to successfully reinvent
himseif again. Tonight sees him
reinterpreting his chosen
repertoire in a siick country-rock
manner, and an
uncharacteristically
well-rehearsed band respond
enthusiastically to the task. At
times (especially during the set's
unlikely highpoint, ‘1 And |') the
sound Isreminiscent of Green On
Red's desolate blues howl, though
the closing encore of ‘Everything s
Broken’ kicks off like the Batman
TVtheme played by The Cramps.

Dylan's acoustic guitaris the
dominant factorin a crystal-clear
mix, arefreshing change from the
lasttime he played here, when he
seemed to think that the thing
slung over his shoulderwas a toy
drum.

His playing, moreover, is so
assured thathe’'sableto givea
true lead to the other four
muslcians and assumes complete
control. And, even more
Importantly, he's quite obviously
enjoying himself; breaking into
frequent grins, lurching and
wobbling arhythmically and even
cracking what seem to be jokes.

OK, so his limited vocal range
planesthe interest off some of the
moreangulartunes, and the
extemporised instrumental
passages that double the length of
almost every song lean towards
the featureless attimes. Butit's a
vibrant, electrifying performance
from an artistwho looks to be
enjoying his craft more than he has
done inyears.

Rightnow, it mustfeel justfine
being Bob Dylan.

Angus Batey

Bits & Bobs

Page 3

ROCK / Bob Dylan
is back. Giles
Smith was at the
Hammersmith Apollo

In the
depths

WE'VE all heard the stories about
Bob Dylan’s cussedness — how
he'll stop songs half-way, twist
them out of recognisable shape,
maybe play nothing youw’ye ever
heard. But what’s impressive Is,
he’ll never let you down the same
way twice, Take the first night of
his week-long run li Hammer-
smith — compellingly awful, re-
sourcefully rubbishy. Just when
you're thinking he couldn’t care
less, he digs down deep and finds
some new way not to care.

1In the stalls, it was wall-to-wall
Dylanologists, block-booked into
the best seats. Often depicted as
humouriessly in thrall to a set no-
tion of Dylan’s greatmess, the |
Bob-spotters are in fact more fun |
than that; Dylan’s moments of 24
carat direness are to be collected
and discussed as avidly as those
rare nights when he really sparks
off. With that in mind, everyone
wasg on thefr feet when the lights
went down and a volce asked us to
welcome “Columbia recording
artist, Bob Dylan”.

The first thing that happened
was almost too collectible to be
true. For some reason Dylan’s mi-

crophone stand had only been
partially erected and was at walst-
height. As the band tumbled into
the opening bars of “Maggie’s
Farm”, Dylan sauntered forward
and wrestled the stand to a viable
singing position. But before he
could get a word out, the stand
plummeted again, sending an al-
mighty clunk through the PA.
Dylan retreated, glowering, while
a roadie scampered on and fixed
the mess, The famillar Dylan
comedy of despair and disdain
was already under way, and he
hadn’t even started singing yet.
When he did, his voice was a
bleary honk. He strained his way
through “Don’t Think Twice, It's
All Right”, “Tangled Up in Blue”,
and most of the time, he sounded
like someone fooling around in
the bath. At the end, you were
clapping your memory of the orig-
inal, or clapping Dylan for writing
it — clapping anything, frankly,

other than the truly horrible ren-

dition which had just gone by.

In the audience, there was some |
tutting about Dylan’s choice of |
band members. Two of them were |

wearing cowboy hats (Tony
Garpier on bass and Williams
Baxter on slide guitar) while the
guitarist Jobnny Jackson was
apeing Eric Clapton in an expen-

sive, flowing suit. It was the lot of ,

Ian Wallace to drum along with
Dylan’s unpredictable changes of
pace and volume,

Dylan himself played an acous-
tic until near the concert’s end.
He seemed to be using a thumb-
pick early on (hard to know why;
he doesn’t usually), and later he
abandoned it in favour of his own
thumb. Solos were frequent and
lengthy, some sweetly tuneful, but
most a mess of thumping, plink-
ing and buzzing, often in the
wrong keys. Each number
dragged on for ages. On at least
two occasions, the applause at the
end of a song died down and you
realised that the number was, in
fact, still going on. Dylan did thaw
a little, managing a bow before he
lurched off behind the amplifters,
hitching up his trousers.

Behind him lay some of
songwriting’s flnest moments,
deftly trashed; “The Times They .
Are A-Changin'” in which the
punch line had been sung an oc-
tave lower than the rest of the
song;  “Tambourine  Man”,
wherein the chorus melody went
up, instead of down. The audience
left bright-eyed and animated. It
had been a night to remember.

RODDY FRAME
LONDON
HAMMERSMITH APOLLO

SOME OF us have been a little worried
about Roddy of late. His tremendous
version of ‘Half As Nice’ for the NME's
‘Ruby Trax’ album aside, the '90s have
notbeen kind to Aztec Camera, and the
planned re-emergence last summer
suffered a setback when the ‘Spanish
Horses' single feil at the first fence. |

So, what are we to make of the soio
Roddy opening for Dylan? Well, with only
two new numbers on display the jury is
still out, but this 40-minute career
resumé does much to confirm the boy
Frame’s status as a national treasure.

When he shuffles through an early
B-gide Ilke 'Orchid Girl' we're reminded
ofthe precoclous talent who, atthe
ridiculous age of 17, could “judge this
world through jaundiced eyes”, who
could knock out protest ditties itke ‘Birth
Of The True’ at will,

Wereflect on the New Man-isms of
‘How Men Are’ (aithough slipping into
the chorus of Curtis Mayfield's ‘People
Get Ready doesn't quite work), and the
stripped-bare rendition of the Mick
Jones collaboration ‘Good Morning
BHrtain’ minus the BAD (meaning bad)
sloganeering praves thatit's actually |
quite a good song afterall.

There’s no obvious link between
Frame and Dylan (although both have
had atbums produced by Mark Knopfler),
but Roddy switches from his own 'Down
The Dip’ into Bob's That's Alright Ma’
with consummate ease. i

Dylanologists welcome him with open
minds, save for one sad little shitwho
cheers the fact that Roddy has reached
his last song.-Undaunted, Mr Frame
addresses the crowd: “Hope you all .
enjoy Bob Dylan tonight,” he says, and
adds with a finger pointed at our rude |
friend, “but you can f—offl”

Greatretort, greatvoice, great songs.
Fingers crossed the great album is just
around the comer.

Terry Staunton
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DYLAN

T he mythical status enjoyed by Bob
Dylan early on in his career was
partly the result of keeping out of the
public eye. Most British fans didn't
get to see him undil the late Seventies,
a good 15 years after he had
established himself as rock’s foremast
songwriter. Even then they were
obliged to attend vast open air events,
hardly the ideal environment for
listening to a man as celebrated tor
his poetry as his music.

Recently, however, the singer has
taken to performing at London’s
Hammersmith Odeon, or Apollo as it
is now called. A medium-sized
theatre, it offers the kind of intimate
atmosphere essential for enjoying a
performance by somebody of Dylan's
depth.

Most of the audience appeared to

for Dylan

his life older than the Presi-

Bob Dylan may look increas-
ingly as if he has stepped out
of a major traffic accident,
his work may have become

times shambolic, yet his
capacity to draw the faithful
remsains undiminished.

of Dylan’s six London shows
had, on the whole, worn no
- they have receding hairlines

and fuller stomachs, they
also still have dreams.

For the last five years
Dylan has toured with the
avidity of a man who doesn't
know what else to do with
himself. His concerts now
seem less like special occa-
sions than cosy family
reunions: sometimes the
patriarch is benign and effu-

sive, sometimes grumpy and
out of sorts; one is expected
to forgive him anything.

Increasingly, the patriarch

has seemed preoccupied,
given to strange whims and
last night was no exception.
Dressed in black, he edgédd
on stage without acknowl-
edging the audience and
launched into a strident Mag-
gie's Farm, backed by a
stand-up bass and steel gui.
tar which lent the song a dis-
tinctly countrified air. The

AT 51 — for the first time in

dent of the United States —

increasingly uneven, at

The audience for the first
at Hammersmith last night

better than their hero. But if

The times show no
sign of a’changing

dreamers

Mr Tambourine Man
played the first of
six London concerts
last night. Mick Brown
joined the faithful

voice is not what it was; the
nasal whine has lost what-
ever capacity for purity it
once had; cracked and bro-
ken it now evinces a different
kind of poignancy, of an old
prize fighter on the ropes.

In order to make life more
interesting for himseif, Dy-
lan now approaches perform-
ing with an almost careless
spontaneity — changing the
order, sometimes the
arrangements, of songs from
night to night. This perfor-
mance was spotted with
signs of misunderstandings
between Dylan and his band
— Tangled Up In Blue had all
the faltering looseness of a
rehearsal. And yet the effect
remains curiously mesmeric.

Whatever his present
shortcomings as a per-
former, the songs' quality
stands supreme and it is any-
way his accomplishments
the fans come to applaud. By
the time of Mr Tambourine
Man — the whining harmon-
ica, the catarrha!l grean —the
years had rolled away and
there was hardly a dry eye in
the house,

be long-term followers, as familiar
with the more obscure material as
they were with the old classics. Bob's
choice of musicians was also
inspiring, two steel guitars and a
double bass bringing the best out of
the rich catalogue of songs.

They opened with Maggie’s Farm,
that tongue-in-cheek protest tune
dating back o the mid-Sixties. Half-
way through the set, the singer
became more romantically inclined,
performing She Belongs To Me, and
Tomorrow Night, and a ballad from his
latest LP, Good As I Been To You. In
between came a selection of vintage
album tracks including All Along The
Watchtower and Tangled Up In Blue,
Bob's sensational ode to the break up
of his marriage.

Much of the playing included shrill

bursts of harmonica, the insqument
Dylan almost single-handedly
introduced to pop in his early days as
a Greenwich Village folk singer. Back
then his stage act could be quite
whimsical, the highminded idealist
surprising spectators by pretending to
fall off a chair Charlie Chaplin style.

Although this behaviour wasn't
evident at Hammersmith, Bob Dylan
certainly appeared to be enjoying
himself. Being a small venue, it was
possible to see his reaction every time
one of the band hit a wrong note.
Sometimes the singer played a few
solos himself, notably at the start of
My Tambourine Man, whose elaborate
lyrics were recalled word-perfect.

Other highlights included the
bitter-sweet Don't Think Twice, It's
Alright, and the philosophical Simple
Twist Of Fate both reinterpreted in the
staccato style reserved for all his most
cherished tunes. He was on his best
form for years, so hopefully it won't
be too long before Dylan thrills his
British fans once again.
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Bob Dylan has been performing in London this week.
Michael Gray joins fans who go every night to watch
and worship

OUR shows down, two

to go — tonight and

tomorrow at Hammer-
smith Apolio. These Dylan
weeks draw people from
throughout the land and
beyond. This is a chance for
us to step back into the past,
to indulge in intense time-
warp pleasure.

Contrary to the standard
line (in broadsheets and tab-
loids alike), Dylan fans con-
tain only the same propor-
tion of lunatics as the general
population. Before the third
concert [ eatin an [talian res-
taurang near the hall. Almost
all the diners are on their
wiay to see Bob Dylan — they
are discussing the man and
his works. It is the one per-
son clearly not concert-
bound who sits sweating in a
padded ski-jacket, rolling his
serial-killer eyes and chew-
ing soup in time to the
Muzak.

Twenty per cent of Dylan's
audience is the same every
night, not because we're
barking mad but because the
concerts are not tlie same
every night. Dylan's perfor-
mances remain individual,
sometimes radically differ-
ent events — and among
those who rearrange their
week to attend as many as
they can are people who visit
art galleries, know about
wine and food.

Why not? What are vou
doing tonight that's so much
more important than stand-
ing in the same room as one
of the few undoubted
zeniuses of the 20th century?
OKav, if vou think he can't
sing ynu may as well stay
home. But consider this:
when he gave two perfor.
mances in [srael in 1987, his
repertoire was wholly differ-
ent each night. On the early
1990 tour. including the
Hammersmith shows that
February, he sang 80 differ-
ent songs in 14 concerts.
What other performer
would. or could, match this?

Fven when the songhag
hardly varies from night to
night (and this week at the
Apollo seems to have worked
out that way), the interpreta-
tion certainly does. The
upshot is that if there are
sometimes poor concerts
there are also magical ones.
This week's first show
offered enthralling bril-
liance, the second was as
good as a concert can be, and
the third. though it had sub-
lime moments, fell a long
way short. You'd get nothing
so real from a performer less
reliant  on  intelligent
spontaneity,

It's not only real theatre,

The songs they are a-changin’

it's real music, like jazz. He
breaks all the rules except be
true to yourself and live for
the moment. His being *'past
it" is simply media ennui.
Just the way he moves his
left leg is worth more than
the complete works of
Anthony Burgess.

We come, we see, we
exchange rumours. So what
news of Bob? It's rumoured
that in Dublin last Friday he
had to lie down for 15 min-
utes before he went on.
Seems okay when he does,
though,.. And for the first
three London shows he
appears with exemplary
sobriety and promptness (at
9.03 pm, 9.03, and 9.03).

Not all of us are so calm
and well. One fellow aficio-
nado and hypochondriac
picks up his phone a fort-
night ago and says: ‘My
hands are sweating and it
hasn’'t even started yet."
Another fan is walking along
three days ahead of the
shows and sees this black
Mercedes roiling along the
Strand, numberplate ZIMI.
Zimmy! (Dylan's real name is
Zimmerman.) This is not
exactly Bob's style but it's a
heady moment. Then he

realises he's outside Zimba-
bwe House.

Meanwhile, Glen and
Madge Dundas from
Thunder Bay, Ontario, are
driving 350 miles through
snow to catch a flight, They
have to-leave another Dylan
fan behind. ‘‘He had a friend
die — so he's not coming in
until Thursday."' :

Then there's Larry. Larry
insists on having the same
seat every night. He gets this
not merely by queuing (lots
of career heavies happen not
to be well enough to go into
work the day the tickets go
on sale) but by turning up 24
hours ahead of the rest. He
not only is the queue but
issues numbered cloakroom
tickets to those who come
later.

This year he gets his
favourite seat — for every
night except the last. This is
part of a block of four allo-
cated to the promoter him-
self. Larry can't let it go at
that. He phones the pro-
moter. He argues, faxes, vis-
its. Finally, Mr Big's secre-
tary admits that he doesn't
know exactly which seats
he's holding. “‘Well!" Larry
says. "‘There you go! I've got

Rob Dy lan and his son after & concert: Lo fans, the way he moves his feft leg is worth more than the complete works of Anthony Blursm'

four front-row seats myself,
so we'll swap them!" And she
looks at Larry and knows
that this is how it has to be,

As a rule there's no such
clash of interests at Dylan
shows now. Gone are the
days when the front rows
would be occupied by a
parade of models and celeb-
rities. Dylan has abolished
these people, insisting that
the front rows be sold to the
public.

At Tuesday's show, we find
Bob Geldof in row R, directly
behind Annie Nightingale.
Geldof keeps talking away at
the man alongside him. At
the end Annie N (speaking
for all of us who've had to
beam out the yabba of others
at such events) turns round
and asks: '"Why did you
bother to come?” Geldof's
riposte is ruder than it is
witty.

After tonight and tomor-
row, the Never-Cnding Tour
may come back again next
year — or he may stop any
day now arntd never perform
live again, It's easy to rub-
bish him. [t's a richer experi-
ence to be there.

Michael Gray has written hooks on
BBob Dylan and Frank Zappa.
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Dylan’s a delight as
the band tries to
stay on the frack

ERFAPS It was as &

result of having

played the previous
evening in Dublin [n

the company of Van
Marrison, Bono, Chrigsie
Hynde and Elvis Costella,
but Bob Dylan was in unusu-
ally expansive mood last
night as he settled in to a two-
hour marathon of songs that
found him scavenging
through the past, commit-
ting his customary hara-kiri
on more well worn chestnuts
while illuminating others
with a macabre relish, -
Backed by the now famil-

iar figure of stand-up bassist ~

Tony Garnier, an indispen-
sable rock given Dylan's
haphazard methodology, and
with guitarist John Jackson
revving and rocking in the
slipstream, a lot of the

Bob Dylan
Hammersmith Odeon

MAX BELL

musical slack was taken up
by newcomers Winston
Watson Jr on drums and the
excellent and versatile Buck
Baxter, beavering away
gamely on pedal steel, lap
and mandolin. . |
Credit the band for their

tenacity in keeping pace,

with the estesmed Bob dur-
ing his walkabouts. They

-g]ayed the sea of calm to his

eacon of chaos where lesser
men would surely have run
screaming into the night.

The pattern was set with

Dylan holding court centre
stage, mumbling the lyrics
and strumming his acoustic

Bob Dylan

HAMMERSMITH APOLLO;
SuN-TUE .

If you've: "got Eoby Dylan’, vou've got it
had. It doesn’t matter whether he's being
good, bad or embarrassingly awful, he's
always being Dylan. Ancr for many,
that's enough. Not too many years ago
his concerts took on 2 specil meaning;
people would queue alf night for tickets,
and debate the latest phase of his errant
genius. Nowadays though, o' sham-
bling, rambling Bob seems to play con-
certs in Hammersmith more often than
he receives long-service awards from his
various back-slapping, tuxedo-toting,
muso-millionaire buddies. Indeed, hav-
ing apparently melded the idea of the

rock "0’ roll circus to the Woody Gutline
hobo aesthetic, the guy seems to spend
most of hig life touring, with, as some
sage or prophet put it, no direction home.

is lime, as well as the usual crap
band, we're promised a large acoustic el
ament to the shows, probably drawing
on the traditional folk stylings of his lat-
est album, 'Good As | Been To You'
(Somy). Indeed, the accomplished sim-
plicity, and overall coherency of that
record, bodes well for rhese concerts.
Who knows, maybe the old dog could
even yet roll back the years and hurn ina
few concerts to confrant, confound and
confuse, with that typica]lr lazy and en-
maging Dylan-diffidence of old. Whatev-
er, expect a different set each night,
albeit with the same rather dergressingly
obvious core of worn-out ‘fEvourites’
And don' forget — never mind the qual.
ity, it's Bob Dylan. fass Fortune

in that distracted style
reminiscent of Willie
Nelson's off-kilter attack,
though without the latter's
undoubted ability to make
the notes. If Bob's time-
keeping left a little to be
desired his sense of theatre
appeared intact when he
launched into Maggie’s
Farm, looking and sound-
ing like a pouched marsu-
pial that had been dis-
turbed during hibernation, -

A passionate Lenny
Bruce and a sketchy All
Along The Watchtower
gave way to an early high-
light, Tangted Up In Blue,
still & novel load of the man
at his finest. In contrast
Positively 4th Street in-
duced more of a double
take. If you didn’t know the
song you'd swear that Dy-
lan had ripped ifs guts out
altogother. Stuck Inside Of
Mobile With The Memphis
Blues Again was slmilarly
mauled. . L

The acoustic interlude
prompted Dylan to cast a
beady eye at his latest piat-
ter, the ironically- titled
Good As I Been To You.
Jim Jones, a blood-curdling'
tale of convicts being
shipped to Oz, was particu-
larly fine though She Be-
longs To Me and Mr Tam-
bourine Man got the more
rousing reception. The gen-
eral bonhomie reached fe-
ver pitch during a near far-
cical demolition of Don’t
Think Twice It's Alright
when Baxter, as' bemused
as anyone by now, missed
his cue for a mandolin solo.
“We rehearsed it a hundred
times,” Dylan guffawed.
“T'll fire him.” Cat’s In The
Well and I &1 set the show
back on what passed for an
even Kkeel before The Times
They Are A-Changing and
Highway 61. Just as hippy
jam time beckoned, Dylan
threw a rock 'n’ roil Elvis
pose and sneered into Bal-
lad Of A Thin Man, deco-
rating it with a mapnifi-
cent spaghetti Wastern
harp blast that socunded
like Augustus Pabio.

A crunching, electric
rockabilly Everything Is
Broken brought proceed-
ingz to a Juddering hailt.
Dylan smiled, waved a
cheery farewell and mos-
eyed off using a dMferent
door to his band. He's an
artist and he don't look
back.
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Erratic ballad
of a bored man

Adam Sweeting

REIVING with mipuszero

cxpectations. | was sur-

prised to find fhat fab's
opening night at the renamed but
stit] “legendary Hommersmith
Apollo was rather good in places.
Within moments of the scheduled
9pm start, the veteran *vaice of a
peneratlon” was croaking
through Maggie's Farm as his
band scraped out 4 raucous rocka-
billy beat. 5

If he seemed to have forgotten

both the tune and the words of the
ensuing Lenny Bruce, at least he
could feel confident that Lenny
wasn’t going to leap onstage and
start berating

BOBDYLAN/
RODDY FRAME
THEAPOLLO, LOWDON

TONIGHT, Bab Dylunis
opplauded for still being alive.

Tonight, Bob Dylan is
applauded for subjecting the
azsembled broce b‘;{d middle-
manogrment nobodies,
salesmon and schoolteachars
o crtepid run-through of his
greatesthib that epproximated
ta noihin?hso much as un aged
;{r;dy wea ;-I-,:rbw Ian‘ Bm:‘:'ioneﬂe

in songs o n
ona kgzoo. Tonl?igﬁi, ‘I}mn}’h
Maker's Block Mal Smith, a
ruddy-cheaked 29, is angrily
colled “a fidgety schoolboy™ by
some menopousal hamidan—

bably ona of those fina
iberals who booed Sinsad
O'Connor = fer s affence of
siHing on a seatback. Rock and
the cther thing, itcould be 1aid,
nro visibly conspicuous by their
very absence,

Two years ago, the kast Hime
Bob's never-ending lour came
thiaugh kewn, it had been
farastie, o halr-raising theotre
of the absurd thatfully lived up
to Allon Jones” memarably
comparison of “Wailing For

ot directed by Som
zle::kinpunt‘ﬂ Taking dd}" ight innd

ying shecura songs his b
earhy ddnthoow, o
making tha hits sound like
anything but themsebros, Dylan
bl shown some spark, some
thrilling marvedek ?i’; Tonight,
he just seams like he con'twork
out why he's doing it any mare,
Thinking of the monsmous
wealth—and, erga, tetl
freedom - he must by neow

commond, neither cend,

Nor, for that matter, were the
crowd, who seemed grateful sim-
ply for the chance to celebrate Bob
at relatively close quarters. The
strange and inexplicable progress
of Bob Dylan has reached the
point where the initiates now
applaud anything he does, while
everybody else has washed their
hands of the whole business.

By Bob's standards, he was
friendly and outgoing. By about
halfway through the two-and-a-
quarter hour performance, he was
volunteering brief announce-
ments between songs, although he
made them while the applause for
the previous number wog still
going strong, and they were thire-
fore incomprehensible. The cholce
of material, too, was mostly

prime-time Dylan, even if it took
me until the second verse to iden-
tify a melody-free Positively 4th
Street, and even if Tangled Up In
Blue was sung in a ranting, whin-
ing monotone which would have
given a Bob-novice no clue what-
soever about the song's power.

It's impossible to tell what
Dylan thinks, or what effect he's
trying to achieve. He’s obviously a
capable guitar player when he
wants to be, judging by the recent
Good As [ Been To You album, but
his soloing here was sloppy and
uninterested, as if he were delib-
erately throwing an out-of-tune
spanner in the works. And having
sung the opening salvo of songs
fike a man with a coil of barbed
wire rammed down his gullet, he
launched into a folky section and
found several new shades of vocal
timbre. The historic saga of Jim
Jones being deported to Botany
Bay could cautlously be described
as ‘tuneful’”’, while Dylan lav-
ished tasteful light and shade on
Mr Tambourine Man and Don't
Think Twice It’s Alright.

Yet there was rarely any sense
that Dylan’s attention was more
than 50 per cent engaged. While
lead guitarist Johnny Jackson or
slide-and-mandolin man William
Baxter were soloing, Dylan-had a
disconcerting habit of rolling his
eyes upwards in apparent
boredom.

In Tambourine Man, Bob
ahruptly stopped playing while he
went looking for hly barmonica,
leaving Tony Garnier plonking
out a solitary pattern on his stand-
up bass. Something had
apparently caused friction
between Bob and his musicians.

However, the closlng section
found the band suddenly reaching
a new level of intensity, galva-
nised by the return of drummer
Ian Wallace. Dylan grabbed a
black-and-red Stratocaster to help
whip up the pounding gproove of
Higbway 61 Hevisited, while the
concluting Everything Is Broken
roured along like a ghoat trakn
from hell. Hob must have enjoyed
it too, because he permitted him-
self a Oeeting ymile ut the end.

Alegend lost in the myths
of times a-changin’

THESE days 2 Bob Dylan con-
cert supgests the gathering of a
jost sect, asembled for rites
whosc precise purpose hag long
been forgotten but which the
tribe continues to ¢nact.

For his part, Dylan seems as
engpared n the ritual as his
loyal - fans. Last week’s six
nights at the Hammersmith
Apollo (né Odeon) were the lat-
est instalment of the so~called
Neverending Tour whick has
traversed North America and
Europe mote or less non-stop
since the Jate Eighties,

Why, at 51, he should feef the
need to do so iz anybody's
guess. Even if his muse hasn’t
deserted him completely, she
has certainly become an oid
flame who visits onrly intermit-
tenly on record, and the Dylan
legend weuld probably be bet-
ter served by seclusion and
silence than by second-rate

The fact that he'd heen danced

inta the ground by his opening
actean’t have helped. Rod
Frame, abwoys af his best solo,
had been his usual ¢harmin
;:-Uquel oc;f romontic brar hy

| sort people 1mprmsed
thart sart of thing marvelled at
his oftun plain ustenishing
guitar playing, Ye! mora were
struck, once again, by that
voice, the siren with a lilt. The
restof us kind of siretched out
on the spare seats, istened 1o
songs like “Oblivious”™, “Hew
Maa Ars® and “Devn The Dip”
o gorgeous new ane with
samathing obaut chocks in tha
fitle — rerﬂected rueful | that, for

rs of trying, we sl con’l
5 v hg; ’c?n property ond
warriad for futyre generotions
who will hove grown vpwitho,
at same poinl, wanting to be
that man.
Boh who?
ANDREW MUELLER
—

albums like Undar The Red Sky
and shows which vary between
the dismat and the humdrum.

The famous vocat chords, for
one thing, have collapsed. What
David Bowir-once described in
song as ‘a voice of sand and
glue' has been ground down to
an almost monotone rasp, not as
desperately tuneless as on his
{ast visit 1 couple of years back,
but  still  sevecely limited.
Dylan's voice never was the
loveliest of noises, of course,
but in his prime it"could crackle
and sneer with electric passion,
while the [later, countrified
Dylan crooned convincingly.

Mow every song comes out
sounding moze or [ess the same.
The preatest hits that comprise
most of the set bave been re-
arranged onhce more [0 accom-
modate his voice, and there are
some lengthy instrumental
breaks to help things alosg. His
current Live-piece band proved
tight and efficient, with lead
guitarist Jobnny Jackson ham-
mering out pur ful solos,
and tasteful curlicues whining
from the pedal-sicel guitar of
Williarn Baxter.

There were few other conces-
sions to showmanship last Mon-
day. Occasionafly the tousled
head would lift and the piercing
blue eyes would rolt, but the
singer spent mast of his two
hours onstage either shoe-
gazing or frowning 3t the
microphone while he sang,
Crowd pleasers like 'Mapgie’s

Farm’ und *All Along The
Watchtower” were dispatched

rfunctorily, while *“Tangled

pr In Blue® passed in a sham-
bolic sprawl that had the band
shkrugping at each other as they
tried to fgure out what was
happening.

The best moments came with
the acoustic interlude, where
Dylan highlights some of the
folk standards that make up his.
latest album, Good As [ Been To.
You. ‘Jim Jones'; a prisoner’s
tale of transportation to Botany
Bay, was hartowing and
intense, with Dylan reminding
us that he &5 a competent guitar
picker, More surprisingly, 'Mr
Tamhourie Man® ripped
and skipped with beguiling
lightness, with Dylan’s suck-
und-blow harmonica playing at
its idiosyncracic best.

Just as abruptly, the ic
vanished. ‘Don’t Think Twice
It’s Alright’ was rendered as a
Jessie Fuller-style blues, a
buzz-saw vocal extinguishing
all meaning from the song, and
“T'wist of Fate’ was slowed into
1 mawkish country ballad.
A poundiog finale included
clamorous versions of *Highway
61’ and *Everything’s Broken®,
but a second encore of It Ain't
Me Babe' was sad and ragged.
The faithful cheered wildiy, but
the lasting impression was of a
once inspucationat artist trapped
iiide his own myth, declining
slowly into irreievance.

Nell Spencer
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BOB DYLAN (The
Point Theatre, Dublin)

"Afler ail the lights were blinking.

In the headiines of your thinking

While your open eye was

winking

Al the one or two hard feelings

One or two hard feelings

One or two hard leelings left

behind”

“‘Moargan The Pirste’' - Richard
Farine

80 WHICH Bob Oylan concent
did you sea? Next day, there
was no middleground in the
notices. Dylan was either an
enthralling trickster, still
reinvigorating his music or a
self-indulgent charlatan in
contampt ol his public, Seidom
have | read reviews so utterly at
odds. One lesson that shouid
have been learned long before
Zoo T.V.: There is a very thin
and fragile line between the
shaman and lhe conman.

From the technical angle,
there is also another simple
reason. if you must play a
concert with an acoustic double
bass, be sure the sound
permeates the whole hall. At
times, Dylan and his four-man
band were playing a sort of
miniature chamber country-rock
which was not aiways
overpowaering at the back of the
Point. in consaquorica, tha
telling minor details could
dissolve and leave you losing
the plot.

Thus Dylan played two
concarts; offered two
expariences. Upfront you could
get lured into the games he was
playlng with his back-catalogue;
at the back, you could be
distanced and start to wonder
why the hell he was purposely
inducing himself in the
continuing ritual annihllation of
his myth.

Yet such confusions make
perfect sensae, for Oylan is a
man of multiple perspectlives
who stlll embraces chaos
without knowing il it embraces
him. Forget the sixtias siren of a
generation palaver. One
consiant thema unites all his
records and performances: Bob
Dylan is an intentional illusionist
who most touching instinct is to
dislrust all surfaces. Take that
as shamanic. Bob Dylan will not
clarity our confusions, instead
he will contuse our ciarilications
it may still be ail "just a series of
dreams”.

He stepped off everyone
else's ganerational tramlines
long ago. Parhaps it wasn't
blindingly obvious in the early
sgventes, but it was certainly
apparent when he released
“Slow Train Coming’. if nothing
alse, Dylan's controversial
Chrlstian phase was the artistic
watershed, the point when he
implicitly announced his
determination 1o diverge from
any neally prescribed
generational agenda. But those
who lost him Lhen aiso lost
“Jokerman™.

And so he constanjly
remodels even his most

Bits & Bobs:
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chernished songs, provoking lhe
queslions: Is it his music? Or is
it our music? Or can or should it
even be possessed. Nobody
expactad Miles Davis 10
eternaily repeat his solo on "My
Funny Vaientina”, so why
should anyone command 8ob
Dylan to only make replicas of
his music.

Besides, since this was the
first night of his European tour,
Dylan was still inkering, letting
the band cast over thair lines
and then hauling them back to
see il he'd netted any new calch
in his songs. Qbviously Dylan
baliavas thal mere
reproductions of his own past
would be takes; he will not do
the impossible and artistically
unforgivable and clone time.

So the start was both teasing
and tentative. "Maggie's Farm"
was a cunning opening
statement of Intent It wasn't
crammed with scalding guitars.
Instead the band found new
spaces in the song which
pivotted on Tany Gamier's
double bass and a drum pattom
that was naar Labn. If you
wonen'l damanding duplicalas, il
was a small gem,

1.083 30 “Lanny Bruce |s
Dead" and "Posltivaly d4th
Sureel” which ware a biur of
goneric Dylan, with closa to
irnpanatrable vocalg. In batwaean
“All Along The Walchiowar” was
bolh intnguwing and erranl.
apening with 8 nod 1o Handrix
from Jobhm Jackson's guitar
whiia. in a gasture of aomawhaol
waary honasty, Dylan put his
most waight Into the linea: "Lel
us not tatk falsely now, tha hour
is getting late”. But then itran  *
down slowly, Dylan blipping
away on his harmonica as if he
still hadn'l found what he was
newly looking for in the song.

Yet this was heartland music
as if a slightly Upsy dobro player
had lumbied into a Mexican"
cantina band after travelling all

* the way Irom Minnesota 1o the

mouth of the Mississippi belore
turning westward to the Rio
Grande. Thus the musical spell
of “Tangled Up In Blue" but you
could also feel that Dylan had
withdrawn into his song, puzzled
that his singing still hadn't quile
found the emotional slot.

“Stuck Inside Of Mobile (With
The Memphis Blues Again)"
began to raise the temperature
belore the first triumph, "She
Belongs To Me". Again a
remodelled inlra with an
inturiatingly familiar guitar riff,
choogling just west of New
Orleans like a slowed down
Creedsnce. it may be one of his
most affectionate early songs
bul by now, the snake was
staning to unceil on this night of
the full moen. "For Halloween
buy her a trumpet/And for
Christmas give her a drum”,

Indeed and Dylan was starting
10 give flinty voice and finally
find the phrasing thal makes him
unique. Ha went acoustic wilh
Garnier for “Tomorrow Night"
and “Diamond Joe™, the latter
with its reterences o Botany
Bay compelling welcoming,
Identitying chooss rom the

audience.

Again "Mister Tambourine
Man" received the Dylan
swilcharound. No longer a song
of gooly psychedellc mystique,

he hit the iine 1l came loliowing _

you' and the sport of earlier
dreams had been replaced by
their later harsher
responsibilities.

Ha was loosening up but he
could still toss out tough-minded
punchlines like "/ have my love
and the Lord have mercy on u§
all” an "Qut In The Waest”. but
then "The Times They Are A
Changing" was almosi waltzed
belore a marvellous “Highway
81 Revisited".

Again a contrary but classic
reshading on the intro, with his
nimble band starting out on Bo
Diddley and then hitting the
harder stult with a quote from
Canned Heat's "On The Road
Again”. They cruised, Dylan
flow. still resurrecting and
renewing the American
metaphor of the road that goes
on forever.

Graduatly he had rolaxed.
First ancors was "Ballad Of A
Thin Men' a sung even mare
partinent removed from is

original ganeralionol contexl
since Mr Jonas, who doesnt
Kknow wha is going on, Is now
everyman not a mere haplossly
and hiplessly misundersianding
Tima hack lrom Ihe sixties.

Then “Everything Is Brokan”,
Ihe only song fram Iha
undeserved commercial (alure
of "Oh Marcy', which ssemed o
acl as a complimantary bookend
10 the opening “Maggie's Farm™,
as the two sgngs of econumic
failure. Yet it didn't end severely
but with a shared joke as Dylan
sang “It ain't me babe/lt ain't me
you're looking for, babe"” and the
audience bellowed back the line
in responss, telling him ha'd
linally been twigged.

And so happily ended the
latest lesson with a smile.

* Bill Graham

L2 ¢ 8 2 8 8 8 &
Imagine our oliis! incredulity
when Oublin, olharwisg knowry
as the poor man's Soatile and
owned by U2 on alimash

poshasl aalaras, I seams thit

Dylan's otlita - sngikal snoiak

willuralfur Uim, pislrol attendant
H5 and d

basis to boot, turned out to ba the |
place to stargaze this weekend.
Firsl, BONO and LARRY
MULLEN (rom (surprise,
surprise!} U2 delied pleas and
dealh threats {rom lhe easy of
hioaning public to golup and sing
onstage with JOHNNY CASH,
Then, Iha naxt mght, all Ihvay o!
themlimo-ed down 1o VAN
MORRISON's gig and
procegdedtojoin Q8B
DYLAN, ELVIS COSTELLO,
STEVE EARLE, STEVE
WINWQOD, CHRISSIE
HYNDE,NANCI GRIFFITH,
JERRY LEELEWIS and
KRISKRISTOFFERSON
onsiage for a rondivon of 'Glora’
thatcan only be described 35
The Planol Of The Apes mesls
THE ST WINNIFRED'S
SCHOOLCHOIR,

Meanwhliia, pop lemplss
lurned Extremaly Serigus
Musigian Aclually WENDY
JAMES skulkad 'inlensaly’in
the wings for a bil beforg
ravealing har lrue colours by
asking SINEAD O'CONNORIiI
Johnny Cash was lennis player
PATCASH'sdad. -

Sinoad hatsell only siayed
lonyg enough 1o down 3 law [
Peculinr Braws but was spotied
lalet in ihg waakeng iaughing
hystancaily as sho and her

snowbools ingemously
‘repaed with chewing gum and
giasioptasts - did not comply
willt [he rostaurant’s drass code.
QOr anybody else's for that malter.

Other Dylan stories include
ihalof hirn, Cash and Chrissis
Hynde demanding a guided our
around Dublin's famed Guinness
brawery al 4.30n the morming;
Dylan and Van 'Night Faver'
Morrisonin ulira-rocky “thumbs
i boll-laops, 1ho lott lug
sensations on assorted local
wancallag s, and Dylan ngisting
an walking lwo milug 1o s gig at
Tho Pout with no mindor, no
dirgclions and 67p in his pocket
Wrough parts of Qublin Vietnam
Vels and seal killars would think
twice aboul.

Evaniually, Dylan arrived only
o 0@ lold: “F—oll, you old
cerehct. . you'renol Dylan™ by
18 sacurily.

Atlzast Dylan got a good show
ol support al twa Paint gig - Elvis
Costello, Van Motrison, Johnny
Cash, U2 etc, otc. . . Whatisit
with gll ihis insidious mutual
back-stapping? 15 there some
musical lrgamasan organisahon
we SNOukE know abcnit? At his
Hammaramilh Apalic nights ha
only managed ts ultracl the kes

!DAVE STEWART and
ROGERDALYREY. Mo

companion BOB DYLAMN waro (Wohder Dylan anded each show

thrown out ot one af Qublin's

BONO’S BEANO

BONO and BOBDYLAN ioined VAN MCRRISON onstageat the Dublin
Paint lastweekend. ihwas Bona's firs) gmfmmnca in his homerown for three
o

rs. He duerted with Morrison on
n, Elvis Costelio, Chrissie

1By Ineowing his harmonica at Ihe

tour manager and storming ot

into the might.

", before being joined by
de, Stevie Winwood cnsall

Kris

Kristolferson for o version of Oylon's “¥ s All Over Now, Baby Blue®.
The previous evening, Dylan, Morrison and Bonohad all dined ogether
atthe U2-owned Clarence Hotel where they surprised guests by singing

number of Dylan songs.
Dylan hod rehearsing in o room next
IoU2atthe F Studios much of he week

belore. At his Dubiin Point show, the night
before the Morrison gig, he cycled to his own
gigwith aminder, an
row on his tour bus after the show and
refusedto travel on it.

Acouple of nights later, all of U2, minus
Adom Clayton, joined Johnny Cash ond Kris
Kristofferson ol the Olympia Thealre for o

version of the country classic, “Big River”.
They loter met up with Sinead O'Conner at
o Dublin nightdub.

then hod o faming
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A hard

for Dylan’s
son to follow

LIKE FATHER: Jakob ot 22

dishevelled clothes.

tonight begins his
final tour of Britain

with a concert in
London?
But no. It's Jakob

Dylan, his youngest son
whose band, The Wall-
flowers, Is building up a
critical head of Steam
both here and In
America. A UK lour
is planned tfor the
apring ~ =" only
weeks ~after
Dylan's fipale’ —
when the"'Flow-
ors' hrand of folk
and  punk  will
~ gattempt to woo
an entirely new
generstlon,

It is undoubt-~
edly & hard
reign  23-year-
old Jakob's
poing to follow:
i three decades of

songs like
Blowin' In The
Wind, Tambourine

Man, Knockin®* On
Heaven's Door and For-
ever Young.
Jakob has the same
brooding despondency —
and the same loathing of
journalists — ‘but he
says: ‘My dad's music
has never really been an
fnfluence on me.
‘I grew up lstening to
British punk. I'm much
more {nfluenced by The
Clash, The Jam and
Elvis Costello.

Classic

‘People always ask If
being Bob’s son affects
the band, but I'm too
busy with my own musle
to worry about what's
gone betore.

Jakob wasn't even
born when his father
was a hipple icon and
his mother, 8Sara

y HEST ird il .-I g
" W E L g ‘

BROODING: Jakob Dylon heading his own bund

£ -
LIKE SON: Bob at 22

THE similarities are uncanny; the hay-
stack head of hair, brooding eyes and

Surely this is the young Bob Dylan, a time-
warp clone of the 51-year-old troubadour who

Lowndes, was the name
and inspiration of one of
the classic love songs of
the Beventies. The couple
divorced in 1977 when
Jakob was seven.

The Wallflowers
formed out of a series of
jam sessions held at a
bar In Los Angeles —
and chose & name from
an old Dylan song writ-
ten when Jakob was still
{n nappies.

‘It wasn't Intenttonal,’
he says. ‘My dad's writ-
ten a lot of songs. It's
hard to find a title he
aln't used yet. Obviously
my dad has heard our
songs, but he doesn't try
to give me advice.

‘All this father/son
stuff Is in other people's
minds.’

Refusing to compro-
mise is just another fam-
1ly characteristic.

Homer, the siut
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Jakob Dylan: ‘1 Just want to maks it on my own terms’

The son who won't
play Dylan s fune

UNCHED over his miecrophone,
the lead singer of the Wallflow-
ers is trying to work up the au-
dience — & hard task when you
are the support group.
There s something naggingly
about It;’lwtir u:;ouéld. It isn't jus{. A5
organ bu L] EQ|GIUIIVOOEO e young
man centre stage. pWhen the spomgms;ooda
the shadowed singet, ail i8 illuminated, rekin-
dling old memories blowing in the wind.
Jakob Dylan, Bob Dylan's youngest child, is
23 and has slghtly finer fealures than his
but they share the same

famous father,
unmistakeable profile and
piercing blue eyes,
Jakob, however, 15 not just
wary but deliberately avoids
comparison with his father, pre-
ferring to hide behind the ano-
nymity of The Walltlowars,
whieh (rustrates his  record
company, Vicgin America.
While Jullan Lennon, Wison
Philips and many others have
cashed in on thew famous par-
en ., Jukob refuses to play
the Dylan card.
‘We worked really hard on
this record and we don't want
i1 w0 come and hear it tor
the wmnx yeasons,’ he exphiina,
J‘ an mmher cignretie
which gives his vowce that fa-
miliar rough-hewn edge. ‘Wilson
Phillips T ain't &nd I'm proud of
it I played a long time belore

{amillar
e Hanunond

Hob Dyian and son; A private relationship

by Robin
Eggar

anybody ve # damn who T
was, I oouldn’t get a gig at the
local club, yet if 'd said who 1
was I'd have got it right away,
Who wants to do that? Cthers
might, but it sounds like a
nightmare to me,

‘T supposa I could haye
changed my name, but why

shouid I? I'm proud of i I just
want 0 make it on my own
terms.

‘I've been asked what it's like

haring » lmmd ftor s fMmther
ever sunce can  remember
being uked questiops. I

oouldn’s him belog an-
yone else s it peems compintely
natursl (o me.

‘f had a pretty normal up-
bringing and I'm 3till being
brought up pretty normal!

Hii relationship with his fa-
ther {5 a private ane, Ha wss
with Bob ¢n his recent Bnl::ah
towr but st quictly Lo the back
of the limousine. .

T grew up in recording num-
o% but any echoes of my dad's
music you lear are just coinai-
dences. echoes like you hear in
many :thu; bantdmmﬂnmuk- my
sm:? ut doeas Eive me
advice. '\ have no desire w be

the volce of & gunemuon There
rre plenty of good es out
there alrudy No one wants to
hear gnother peace song. [f
John Lennon, Bob Marley and

my father couldn't get the

point acrosy, [ dan't think [ will
00 any gookt.

Jakob cowdn't care less that
he was born two weeks after his

tather played the lile of Wight
Pestival or that Poraver Young
WRS wrnten about his
babyhoou.

Hc

ht when his
enly dlvurciltg His mor.her.

Lowndes Dylan, left

with her (ive cluldxen nnd
moved into the Hollywood Hills
‘We weren't brought up aa
spoilt LA brats but I alwmnyz
had a oodmea.lewrydny My
older hmuwm and zisters
woys played music. From r.hn

time I wore a nappy there were M

always instruments around, but
tho rimt time it reslly struck
me was an ol upright wooden
pluno up ngainst the wall I al-
wnys wianted W know how to
piay that.’

Jakob demonded hds own gl
tar 6t 12 I tu.llsed thae I
wasn't going to make it in a
band just playing 30 1 declded
to onto writing and singing,
I didn't write my first decent
song until T m 19. which s
presty late, but 1 have aiways

wanied to moke music (Or a

THERES no dhigulsing lho hmllv
ressmblance between Hob Dylm

um thaim bor

end hls uon Jehob.

Th. 5 V-ywac-old roch leged has stweys
e(orrud to let his muasle Ja 1he 1alking.
Aﬂd arviving ot their hoted

'I'hl
sloaynd Ilam Hippad
Lnndgon

, Dyl Junioe dhapinyed the teo-
Mch hia (llh' -

Bath wportin
through Hemungton Jeksh,

Inader of Lp-snd-comi
ﬂn:o. W-Ilﬂm'n'l. bk
k glasses 1o cormpiete e

teathar jackaty, P
mlns’ll dvlv-
forming

Amastican hand

Him father. dhbevelied ws Lsuad, (8
aln safl-out sherwrs In what m

Plcture: DAVID XOPPRL
foar will be hin Nnet wis, I
Landen. ORasrimmnnce i

ont ot
s

changing that much,

But with sn hadr alr-idx
wiliingrss fo lwhe up 1
wms (hat tha limse mey noi ba &

mpluying ®
mantle, 1
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Pop concert

Dylan

What drives Bob Dylan on to
tour and tour again

a profouand mystery. The
never-ending circnits of the
world must fulfll sowme deep
psychological need that a more
sedentary form of existence
could not. For Dylan to stay

in seclusion, dispensing the
occasional album with the
seigneunrial flourish befitting

a rock legend of his luminosity
obviously would not suit him.
Yet there is no evidence that
he takes any obvious delight
in the contact with his fans;
for.two hours he gives and
the.audience takes, while not
a word is spoken and smiles
are strictly rationed.

1t is an uncomfortable
prospect; there are to0 many
Eruesome reports from around
the worid of an apparently
bored Dylan going through
the motions oblivious of
-sarroundings-while-his band
does-its-best-to-second-guess
the next move, to.approach
any appearance with ;odﬁve

tions. Tuesday’s
m was the third in
Dyian's week-long London
ran. By his standards it was
a relaxed and invoived affair;
at times he seemed almost
pericy. It was also, In its way,
totally spell-binding.

There were plenty of ragped
edges (does this man ever
rehearse a.song df'rom
beginning to end, one
wonders?), a sprinkling of
miscalculations (usually
involving the harimonica), but
never a hint that he was
anything but fully engaged.
His current four-piece band
has a country-rock feel,
leavening its heavyweight
guitars and drums with string
bass, slide guitar and
mandolin; that sound was laid
down at the very start of the
set, moving from “Maggie's
Farm” through “Every Grain
of Sand” and “Tangled Up in
Blue” (the resilience of this
song in particular tested
almost to destruction) on to
a ferce, nnforgiving “All
Along the Watchtower which
graduoally built in intensity
and concentrated Dylan's
efforts ever more. The same
kind of momentum was
generated at the end of the
evening, by which point it was
possible to adjudge that Dylan
was, really, enjoying himself.

Perhaps that is the point.
1t is the search for the fix that
comes from the occasional
great performance which keep
hiin going, 30 that each
concert is an experiment, an
attempt to find another means =
to-that end; How-else to.
explain the constant worrying
away at the lyrics and the
melodic lines? In a treasurable
acoustic set halfway through
Dylan refurbished something
of his most familiar songs
from the sixties. There was
nothing-arbitrary or wilfal
about it — the tender way in
which “Mr Tambourine Man"
was recast, shorn of its

vocal line and

delivered as an introverted
chant complete with haunted
harmonica coda, or “Don't
Think Twice” had its melody
completely recast seemed
anything but arbitrary. For
the fans hearing those songs
now may be a precious

ia; for
Dylan still, extraordinarily,
they carry the potential for
renewal and refinement.

Andrew Clements

f* TIMES are definitely
2 a-changin.” When silver-
haired playwright Tom § !
turned out to see his idol Bob
Dylon along with us, and a cou-
ple of thousand others, he was
raduced to buying his precious
ticket from a tout.

And all attempts to appear
forever young and hip — in a
brown bomber jacket ~ were
boosted when a burly security
guard frisked him for *‘cameras
and cons.”

Time is right for Dylan
to hang up his guitar

MUCH AS I always admired Bob Dylan, it was
with a sigh of relief that 1 read he has done his last
tour and decided to call it a day.
There is nothing more disappointing to a fan than
to see their favourite, ageing singer trying to put
the clock back to yesteryear and retive their
young and rebellious days.
It is much nicer for people to sit back and listen to
old records and remember the past than it is for
them to be given a rude reminder of how old
they themselves have become.
S Timms, South London

DAILY EXPRESS writer Frances :

Hubbard wants to know why Bob Dylan’s
popularity has endured. Well, like Frank Sinatra,
that other crooner whose popularity has never -
waned, it is the ability to put across his messages
of truth in music. The lyrics are good, the voice is
still strong and, aithough Sinatra and Dylan are
compietely different, they are the mastersofa
once-proud era of popular musie never to be

forgotten.
Mrs S Lyons, Wembley, Middlesex

Times are
certainly
a-changing
for Bob
Dylan fans

THIS, Promises Bob Dylan, will
be his last British tour. The man
who sung the anthem for an era
by telling a generation of
Flower Children to.Get Stoned
is 51 now, and his voice sounds
considerably older.

But if you closed your eyes
last night at the Hammersmith
Cdeon and forced your
imagination to soar, you could
— just — prelend you were
sitling in the 20-year-old
sunstiine of Woodstock while
he Knocked On Heaven's Door.

" Though the audience then
might have been younger, .
leaner and more subversive
than the pany-tail and
bomber-jacket crowd at
Hammersmith, they could not
have ioved him more.

{fthe times have a-changed,
Dylan still inspires passionate
leyalty from his followers. He is
a slightly crecky living legend
who triggers a warm flood of
nostalgia every time he opens
his mouth,

No one could distinguish a
word, thanks to the famous
adenoidal Dylan diction. They
lapped it up anyway.

Power

On first sight, [t is hard to
know why his popularity has
endured. His stage presence is
minimal, he makas no attempt
to ook animated and little
pretence of liking all the people
out there who paid £21 a ticket
to hear him.

His rum?ied head was bent
for most of the evening at right
angles to the micraphone, ina
posture of intense, unsmiling
concentration.

The voice, never exactly
melodic, has turned into a
shorthand version of its old self,
with the whines and mumbles
grossly exaggerated for easy
recognition, and all the bits in
between left out,

He sounds Itke a sozzled
amateur impersonator who has
stood up to do his Bob Dylan
turn at a part?(;

But I quibble. Dylan has a
power beyond mere basics like
tunefuliiess. He is fascinating to
watch simply because of his
huge imporfance to modern
rocis music.

After hail an hour or 50 you
can even forgive the swallowed
notes and gawly shufﬂin%.

Oylan is tg be admired far
still doing whal he's been du‘.n&
for the last 30 years, We shoul
remember him with affection,

FRANCES HUBBARD
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Has the tambourine man
lost his marbles?

ROCK / David Cheal watches Bob Dylan mangle his own songs

FIRST. the good news. On
his opening night at the Ham-
mersmith Apoilo. Bob Dylan
gave a show which consisted
almost entirely of old favour-
ites from what is generally
regarded as the golden age of
his career — the opening
decade. Maggie's Farm, Mr
Tambourine Man, Positively
Fourth Street. Highway 61
Revisited: truly, this was a
timely reminder of the fact
that Dylan was once the fin-
est songwriter of his
generation.

Now. the bad news. Few, if
any, of these songs as per-
formed on the night bore
anything more than the most
fleeting of resemblances to
the original versions. The
arrangements, the instru-
mentation and in particular

those famous melodies and
refrains were subjected to
the kind of structural alter-
ations for which planning
permission ought to be
required.

One verse of Tangled Up in
Blue. for instance. was deliv-
ered almost entirety on one
note: Don't Think Twice
became a mumbled. mean-
dering, throw-away vocal
doodle: Mr Tambourine Man
was a harely recognisable 10-
minute whine,

So what's Dylan's game?
it's hard to be sure. but the
likeliest explanation is that
he has become bored with
singing A ll Along the Watch-
tower and Ballad of a Thin

_Man night after night. He has

written plenty of new materi-
al over the years. but Dylan
himself must know rhat not
much of it ts particularly
good. and that anyway what
his fans want is to hear hun
singing the songs which
made such an impartant con-
tribution to the soundtrack
of the Sixties and Seventies.

So. in the course of the so-
called “never-ending tour'
on which he is currently
engaged. he has applied him-
self diligently to the task of
reconstructing these mini-
masterpieces in order both to
keep his fans happy and to
satisty his own hunger for
change.

All very good in theory, but
the_reality; is that this pro-

What becomes a legend least?

Bob Dylan
Hammersmith Apollo

IN THE two years since Bob Dylan
last played at this venue, the accolades
have continued to pile up. Critics raved
over the award-winning boxed-set, The
Bootleg Series, a collection of previgus-
ly unavailable material, released in
1991. Tobutes flowed thick and fast
when he tumed 50 the same year. And
last October, a galaxy of stars partici-
pated in a concert at Madison Square
Garden to mark the thirtieth anniver-
sary of his career as a recording artist.

But as a contemporary phenomenon
Dylan’s stock has never been lower,
His core audience is aging and
dropping away, and his only new
album, the acoustic Good As I Been To
You, was the latest in a long line of
poor-selling, uninspired farragos.

In performance he has therefore
been leaning heavily on material from
his back pages for many years now.
and with only a few exceptions. the
choice of songs here made it a virtual
Greatest Hits package: “Maggie’s
Farm”, “All Along The Watchtower”
{ Ia Jimi Hendrix}, “Tangled Up In
Blue", "Positively Fourth Street”, "She
Belongs To Me”, “The Times They
Are A-Changin’'" and “Highway 61
Revisited” amang them.

Which is not to say, given Dylan's
famously idiosyncratic readings of his
own compositions, that it was an
especially predictable event Most of
these otherwise familiar songs were
rejigged, and usually there were holes
in the new arrangements big enough
to drive a bus through. ‘

Guitarist Johnny Jackson and bass-
ist Tony Garnier provided the reliable
backbone of his four-piece group, while
Bucky Baxter added - dapper steel
guitar and mandolin colourings. But
the drummer, apparently a last-minute
replacement for the missing Tan Wal-
lace, was less familiar with the arrange-
ments, and Dylan's method of
signalling the endings meant that
most of the songs tended 1o fizzle out
rather unconvincingly.

Half the time it looked as though
Dylan himself did not know what was
going on. He played a lot more puitar
than usual. and Jaunched into chaotic,
jabbering little solo breaks whenever
the mood took him. Disaster struck
during an otherwise rather appealing
version of “It's Alright Ma (I'm Only
Bleeding)”. when, accompanied only
by upright bass and mandolin, Dylan
repeatedly fumbled a section and the
song ground to a halt. No one seemed
bothered and the adoning crowd gave a
mighty roar of approval at this latest
evidence of its hero's humanity.

This is surely part of Dylan’s
problem. In an age of high-gloss,
digitalised production values, Dylan’s
ramshackle manner and all-too-obvi-
ous propensity for making mistakes is
part of his appeal. The sloppier his
playing and the more unsympatheti-
cally he mauls the tunes and words of
his songs, the louder his audience will
applaud. Like the restaurant that never
receives any complaints, it s a situation
in which standards are likely to decline
rather than improve.

cess of reconstruction
appears to have been com-
pletely arbitrary: different
tempi have been introduced.
new instruments and keys
have been experimented
with. always with scant
regard for the musical pur-
pose of the originals.
Tangled UUp tn Blue, for
instance. is one of the most
poignant moments from that
magnificent album com-
memorating love and loss,
Blood on the Tracks: in the
hands of the wizened Dylan
of the Nineties. however, it
completely lacks any kind of
emorional impact. .
What's most dispiriting
about all this is that while it
is piain to_the uncommitted

observerthat Dylan has-lost
his critical marbles, his fans
— blinkered by a kind of
pathological devotion to this
enigmatic character — con-
tinue to cheer him to the
rafters whatever he does.
Doubtless if he were to play
Like a Rolling Stone on a
kazoo they would whoop and
yelp with delight.

Frankly, they are kidding
themseives (at £21 a seat,
who can blame them?): this
show was a bitter disappoint-
ment, and only the profes-
sionalism of his four-piece
backing band — who must
often have wondered
whether they and Dylan were
on the same planet, let alone
playing the same songs —
prevented it from sliding into
complete disaster.

An alarmingly clumsy performer, he
seemed unable to strap on a harmoni-
ca rack or plug in a guitar without
getting his lead tangled up or bashing
awkwardly into his microphone stand.
And how is it possible to play the
harmonica, professionally, for 30 years
and stll show no signs of im-
provement?

Some of the re-arrangements did
throw new light on old songs. notably a
sprghdy. stripped-down  version of
“"Mr Tambourine Man" sung with just
an acoustic guitar and upright bass
accompaniment. And there was a good
feeling about the show as a whole, as if,
for all its shambling imperfections. this
was a performance from the heart. But
if anyone other than Dylan played a set
of 25-year-old songs as ineptly as this
they would be laughed out of town.
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occasionally cantankerous but undeniably
unique Bob Dylan was back in London last
month to play yet another six shows on the
Never-Ending Tour. Adrian Deevoy reports.

SUNDAY

Dylan's first live appearanca in Britain for two years
and the audience response is one of unequivocal
confusion: some say it was memorable, others dis-
miss it as forgettable and, if pushed, one small
Jewish songsmith would probably say it was regret-
table. ST

The four-piece band (ead guitar, lap
steel/slide/mandolin, upright/electric bass, drums)
are at best approximate, at warst appalling and at all
times bewildered. Arrangements are elasticised to
allow Dylan to noodle interminably on his acoustic
guitar, directionless double-string extempaorisations
fret-buzzingly strummed with his right thumbnail
being the order of the day. it's a shambles but es
always with Dylan, a compelling shambles. Your
buttocks clench with anxiety so frequently that by
the last encore they are positively prehensile. It's like
sitting through a Mike Leigh season. But that, it
seems, is the lot of a Dylan follower: some shows are
a home defeat, others a no-score draw, then out of
the blue he pulls off a handsome away win.

Tonight, however, was more of a mid-week train-
ing session. Things went badly from the off. As the
generously be-stetsoned band kicked into the
opener, Maggie's Farm, Dylan's mike-stand tele-
scoped into itself, settling at waist height as if to
record the doubtless fascinating reminiscences of
the venerable songwriter's genitals.

A derslict rendition of Don't Think Twice, It's
Alright has Dylan so embarrassed that he actually
speaks to the audience. “He's rehearsed this a hun-
dred times,” he wheezes-alluding to his bass player
who had inconveniently failed to read Dylan's mind.
*Maybe I'll get rid of him.” The expression on the
bassist's face suggested he was thinking along sim-
ilar lines.

Overheard audience comment:
“Depressing. Even living legends should rehearse
sometimes.*®

Star rating: » »

MONDAY
It has become a custom that the more devoled
Dylan fans meet in the bar of the Hammersmith
Novotel each evening pre-show to discuss events
to date and speculate about the coming perfor-
mances (“The chances of him doing Idiot Wind have
got to be 20-17). They're a decent bunch of people
numbering lawyers, librarians and labourers. Only
one of them wears his eccentricity on the outside.
He is called Lambchop. He resembles Fagin's bet-
ter looking younger brother and sports a feathered
hat which he waves from the front row each
evening. Last night he received that rarest of feath-
ers when Dylan — who is notonously myopic - leant
down from the stage and spoke unto him “l was
shouting something at Bob and he said, ‘What?' |
think it was,” recalls Lambchaop coolly.

Tonight's show couldnlt be further removed
from last night's, Dylan's singing - which 24 hours

earher had veered between a disinterested Nonk
and a protracted catarrh solo ~ is superb, marinad-
edin pathos and dripping wisdom. He actually plays
his guitar rather than just scratching at it and
remains engaged (hroughout, a reassunng contrast
to the sleepwalker who performed yesterday.
Overheard audionce comment:
“It's just s0 increditle 1o be in the same room as Bob
Dylan.”
Star rating: * * *
TUESDAY
“No reason 1o get excited,” sings Dylan all on one
note as the remoulded All Along The Watchtower
chugs intoits second verse. “Too focking fight there
isn't,” laughs Bob Geldof, tonight's companion, who
up until the regular four-song acoustic section
remains humorously but defiantly underwhelmed.
The next line that grabs his attention is She's a hyp-
nolist collector/You are & walldng antique in She
Belongs To Me. “God, he sang that with particular
emphasis, didn't he? he notes. Geldof first saw
Dyian aged eight yaars old in Dublin in 1966, He last
saw him from tha wings of the then Hammersmith
Qdeon when he was, the big Irish boy recalls, “shite”.
Waearing a designer-hostile cousin of the Starsky
cardigan, Dylan delivers a superb acoustic set.
Tomorrow Night and Jim Jones from Good As |
Been To You are delivered with a gripping intensity
and are rapturously applauded. For 30 minutes of
the two and & quarter hour set the atmosphere
transtorms into that of a particularly attentive folk
club. Dylan obviously appreciates this and sum-
mons some of the week's finest individual perfor-
mances. Mr Tambourine Man and Don't Think
Twice are given a sprightly skifftish feel with the dou-
ble bass holding the rhythm and Bucky Baxter's
pedal-steel pining lonesamely in the distance. Dave
Stewart appears before the encores and prompts
Dylan to say, “(Mumble, mumble mumble) Dave
Stewartl” By the end,-even Geldof is begrudgingly
impressed,
Overheard audience comment:
“Heisn't so much singing as painting with his voice.”
Star rating: * * % &

WEDNESDAY

Day off (for all concemed).

THURSDAY

Dylan has this.look. He lowers his head like an
aggrieved bullock, hikes up his eyebrows and
directs a piercing gaze at an unsuspecting band
member. Getting caught in this beam could mean
one of many things: a} take a solo, I'll see you at the
start of the next verse; b) I'm about to take a solo, |
could be some time; ¢) end the song after this cho-
rus; d) Hebrew is only effective as a number system:
discuss; e) hello there!

The band look back at The Commander helpless-
ly, bringing to mind Miles Davis's insightful quote: “if
you knew what | was thinking, you'd be me.”

The level of concentration in the audience is
especially high this evening. The Apoilo is
almost humming with the stuff. Minute
changes to lyrics are clapped and tucked
away for fulure Dylan discussions (the car-
penter in Tangled Up In Blue is now a truck
driver - a pithy commaent on the ravages of
recession or the failing of a faully 51-year-old
memory?) The hammonica breaks - the gen-
eral standard of which have been lerrific — are
silently scrutimsed for the tiniest of similarities
to the onginal recorded version (invariably
with no joy whatsoever).

Jim Jones gets such an emolional reac-
tion - the applause dies down lhen swells up
again and then again - that Dylan decides to
treat the audience to the classic Zimmathon
Desolaton Row but forgets the words
halfway through. No-one minds. they all
know them anyway

He encores with Whal Good Am 17,
Everything Is Broken (on which they sound
like David Lynch's house band but shghtly
weirder) and a sad and poignant it Ain't Me
Babe.

Overheard audienco comment:
“It's wasn't like any other concert I've ever
beento. It was more ke being in a weijrd film.”

FRIDAY

Tickets for torught are tight. The touts

blue-arse about, buying and seling.

Every ane of the six shows is sold out and

business is good. That's a total of 15,000

people coming to watch Dylan savagely

revise some of their favourite songs, t's a

unique thing. You won't hear anyone else

doing it. Eric may do an acoustic Layla

and Elton may gaspelise Your Song but

no-one sets about their back catalogue

quite like Dylan. He gets inside the melodies, inverts
them, corrupts them, deconstructs and reassem-
bies them. They may have started life as clean-cut
sober tunes but lonight they're going home with
someone else's trousers on their heads and lipstick
on heir thighs.

Friday's songs are no exception: Just Like A
Woman is reflective, almost moumful; Simple Twist
Of Fate, sung in a low cracked caw, brings a coupie
of people in Row R to tears and | And |, the volcanic
centrepiece of each set (which Dylan told Leonard
Cohen took him 15 minutes to write and takes
almost as long to play} receives its most broodingly
powerful reading thus far. This is music steeped in
experience. The little girls — and there are a few here
~don't have a clue what the old buzzard's on about
but, for once, the grown-ups understand.
Overheard audience comment:

“I wasn't crying during Simple Twist Of Fate . . . | just
had something in my eye.”
Star rating: + * »

SATURDAY

Call it last night nerves but thera's an argument
brewing at the bar of the Novotel. Some pecple who
are proudly boasting that they wera out drinking with
Dylan's minder until five this morning are unhappy
about the guitar noodiing (which, it must be argued,
has become more and more fascinating).

“He did six songs in 45 minutes,” complains a
man who is big in double-glazing. “If he cut out all
that messing about on his guitar, he could have done
11ori2."

"My problem,” grumbles an American, “is all
these 12-bar things. He does Cat's In The Well,
Highway 61 and then Everything's Broken almost in
aline.”

*| just wish he'd vary the set more,” moans a
brassy blonde woman.

Could Dyian have overheard? The set starts with
a frisky Rainy Day Women which leads into a tremu-
lous Pretty Peggy-Q and then a version of Shooting
Star which managss, if such a thing were conceiv-
able, to be simultaneously tender and apocalyptic.
Later he strolis through it Takes A Lot To Laugh, It
Takes A Train To Cry, the residency’s only true
blues.

Tonight Dylan is not so much dressed as swad-
dled in his bus conductor jeans, a Japanese jack-
ef, a loose black and white shirt, a thick black
leather waistcoat, a white sweatshirt and a string
vest. Unsurprisingly, perspiration is cascading
down his magnificent nose. Dave Stewart reap-
pears for Highway 61 in full rock'n'roll matador
garb and despite many attempts to induige in a
spot of onstage bonding with Dylan is pretty well

ignored.
Six nights of studying this mesmeric figure on
stage - back-tit, shadow-strewn, expression

inscrutable - has become like staring at the sea. He
bagins to mutate into his 20-ear-ald self, then it's
1965 and he's on stage in Don't Look Back, the next
moment he's at Concert For Bangla Desh, then
Earl’s Court in ‘78 and there’s the same expression
he had on the back of Oh Mercy. And he's singing
Take me disappearing through the smoke rings of
my mind/Down the foggy ruins of time. Crikey! It's
no wonder these poor people go mad. More!
Overheard audience comment:

“You hear people talking about charisma but now |
understand what it is.”

Star rating: &« % % % B

Thanks to John Bauigie and Mark Elien for their help.

Star rating: * % kA K
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His back pages

here arg 3 milhon sto-

nes aboutl Bob Dylan,

but let's lace it. the best

ones musl come from

fettow legends. So come

on dawn Keith
Richards. As the famously dilapi-
dated old Stone tells it. the two of
them were in Sevtlie for some
recent gung-ho guitar festival.
Dylan apparently turned to Keef
and observed, "l could do what
you do but you could never write
Desolation Row

I's not easy to wind up the man
who has probably done more for
Jack Daneels sales than any other
burbon drinker, but then Bobby
always was a conirontationai old
50-and-s0. Which 1s partly why we
love him so much  and probably
why he happened in the first
place

The Beatles might have brought
about teenage revolulion, but
Oylan laid the loundation stone of
rock culture. In words and music
he articulated the sertiments
vaguely aroused by Brando and
Fresley Haling trom a respectable
middle class nome n the
Amerncan mid-west, where his
shop-keeper parents would display
his albums. Dylan was the delini-

tive rebel without a cause.

The early '60s U.S.A. might
have been close to the McCarthy
witch-hunts, but there were 3lso
prosperity. Vietnam had yet to
becorme a big issue and the only
kindered spirits our Bob could find
when he hit Greenwich Village
were 3 bunch of superannuated
protest singers. Pete Seeger and
the ailing Woody Guthrie might
have been cult figures on the folk
scene but they were soon made
aware of imminent eclipse.

After begging and borrowing and
kipping on floars, Dylan got him-
self gigs at the appropriale venues.
He also secured a record deal by
performing live in an A&R man's
office. The first three albums fali
into the category of acoustic/protest;
classic love sangs like Don't Think
Twice, It's All Right acting as an
antidote to the historic Blowin' In
The Wind and the vitriolic Masters
of War,

The third LP, The Times They
Are A-Changin’ is a social con-
science job, the title track and
With God On Qur Side giving way
to serious tales of injustice (Ballad
Of Holuis Brown, Lonesome Death
of Hattie Carroll). The subsequent
Another Side Of lold a more per-
sonal tale (My Back Pages, the

y o

The recent 30th anniversary tribute
showed a very rough looking Bob
Dylan; his voice cracked and dry, his
playing lazy. He wasn’t always like
this, y’know. As Mike Nicholls
recalls, there was a time when the
Great Zim was helping to shape the
future of modern réck music

monumental /t Ain’ Me Babe) and
then the fun really began.

It was said by hlerary academics
(wake up at the back there') that
Shakespeare had only written
King Lear, he would still be regard-
ed as the finest poet in the English
language. Now get this. If Dylan
had only recorded Bringing It All
Back Home and Highway 61
Revisited he could still rightly
claim {0 be the king of rock 'n’ roll.

At the start of his career, he
declared his ambition was to be
“bigger than Elvis™. With these
records this was something the
singer-songwriter (as opposed to
singer-bodyshaker) achieved
Lyrically, Dylan couid be found
completely out there, presumably a
tribute to the substances being
introduced to his spindly frame.
Astonishingly both atbums
appeared within five months of one
another in 1965, a remarkable feat
in view of the verbal deasity of
tracks like Mr Tambourine Man,
Gates Of Eden and It's Alright, Ma
(I'm Only Bleeding) all of which

., comprised most part of one side of

the first of these LPs.

Their intense metaphors (“Take
me disappearing through the
smoke rings of your mind/Down
the foggy ruins of lime” and "With
his candie lit into the sur:Though

. its glow is waxed in black} contrast

dramatically wilh exquisite ballads
like She Belongs To Me and Love
Minus Zero/No Limit ("She knows
too much to argue or to jugge”)

Highway 61 is probably Dylan’s
first fult-blown rock record. It
opens with Al Kooper's Hammond
QOrgan intro to Like A Rolling
Stone, the first single aaring to
clock in at around seven munutes.
Ballad of A Thin Man, Just Like
Tom Thumb's Blues and
Desolation Row reprise the previ-
ous album’s excursion into the
realms ol the surreal (“Ezra Pound
and TS, Ehot/Fighting i the cap-
tain’s tower”), overshadowing the
next album 8Blonde On Blcnde.

As if cutting six startling albums

in three years wasn't enough, the
mid-60s also saw Dylan getting up
to various other tricks. A controver-
sial tnp to Britain was captured on
the hugely entertaining Pennebaker
documentary, Don't Look Back.
and there was even an anthology
of poetry, Tarantula. Meanwhile,
he was forever touring the States:
on one particular. outing stopping
off at each post office to coilect
packs of goodies dispatched from
his office.

Naturally, this punishing pace
had to stop. It did so via a ‘motor-
bike accident’ in 1967, when his
only release was a greatest hits
collection. Olher interpretations of
this mystery seclusion include
putting in some months at a drying
out clinic, but hopefully the truth
will never be known. Less mythical
is the tact that with the exception
of 1975's Blood On The Tracks.
Bob never regained his mid-60s
stride. i

‘'68's John Wesley Harding had
3 certain monochrome char, while
Nashville Skyline ('69) and Planet
Waves ('74) both contained pleas-
ant songs. The following year's
Rolling Thunder Revue tour (fea-
turing ex-Spider From Mars Mick
Ronson and former Byrd Roger
McGuinn, who apparently went off
with Bob's wife) was good low key
tun, much better than his Earls
Court and Blackbushe dates in the
summer of ‘78. As his UK tours
became more Irequent, so did the
mediocrity of his output, with mast
of the ‘80s albums like Empire
Burlesque and Dylan & The Dead
scarely being fit to grace his name.
Still you want genius, you take
whatever comes with it, Last time
he played Hammersmith ('91), |
had to walk out.

Some say that n a perfect world
Bob Dylan would have died in that
motorcycle accident. But then there
would have Qeen no 8lood On The
Tracks, just a very contrary corpse

Bob Oylan plays the
Hammermsith Appolo on February
7-9, 11-13.
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Nearly everything is working perfectly

Bob Dylan
Hammersmith Apollo, London

When Bob Dylan is good, he is
surprisingly good — such is the re-
signed expectation, even among the
zealots in his audience, that he will
do little more than stand on public
display like the Ancient Icon who
refuses to crumble gracefully.

Night One of his latest week-long
Loadon residency, therefore, was
something of an astonishment. Dy-
lan re-introduced into his work a
few qualities which have been miss-
ing too often in the last decade: en-
thusiasm, for a start, also exuber-
ance, not to mention an ability to
remember some of his own best-
known lyncs,

From the opening Maggic's Farm
to the closing encore Everything Is
Broken, he delivered more than two
hours-wotth of spirited selections
ranging (rom 60s classics to his lat-
¢st acoustic blues re-workings.

Chaos always threatened of course.
There was the occasional misplaced

Rock

Bringing it
all back

home

By Don Carneil

harmonica, and the frequent lost
chord, but then every vintage Dylan
show has been a narrow tightrope
walk between confusion and bril-
liance. Backed by a tightly effective
bar-room band, Dylan himself con-
centrated much time on his own
guitar playing, a skill which seemed
to have been long-lost during the
years when he chose simply to stand
up and strum,

His choice of playlist was less than
adventurous, but on the night three
landmark songs from different eras
— She flelongs To Me, Tangled Up
In Biue and | And I — reached
standards that compared with any
known versions in the past, on stage
or on record.

According to uncorroborated ru-
mour, this tour is Dylan's farewell
ta live performance. If it were so,
then it would be a pity; the best
might already have been, but on
this evidence there is still a great
deal of excellence to come,

0O Until Saturday. Tickets: £21.

Dennis Ellam

for example, came to a meandering
stop halfway through.

But out of this apparent wreckage,
drawn by the acoustic-wielding
pirate captain himself, comes the
magic.

The night's, acoustic, version of
“Positively 4th Street” was mesmeric.
Slowed down to half-speed, it had
Dylan spitting out the words with a
venom of which I thought he was no
longer capable.

This was followed by a jazz-tinged
“Memphis Blues Again” with the
pedal steel guitar taking the organ
part and then, before we knew it, we
were carried into a sad, country ver-
sion of “Love Minus Zero.”

An hour passed before we heard
anything from the latest recording,

Bob Dylan’s gigs are legendary for
their disregard of the rules of rock;
not for him the well organised,
immaculately crafted show that pass-
es for a concert these days. And
indeed, on Sunday night at the
Hammersmith Apollo. the chaos
theory was bome out once more.

Songs were reworked and
reshaped. plaved at different tempos
with different arrangements, and
seemed to come as much of a sur-
prise to the backing band — drums,
electric lead. upright double-bass,
and a pedal steel guitarist doubling
up oa bottieneck and mandolin — as
they did to the audience.

The stab at “Don’t Think Twice,”

“Good As I Been To You.” This
came in the shapc of an indifferent
“Tomorrow Night” and a crackling
“Jim Jones,” the latter prefaced by
his first words of the evening: “Hello
everybody.”

Next came the crowd-pleasing “Mr
Tambourine Man,” revamped to
such an extent that 1 found myself
actually lisiening to — and approving
of — the song, as if for the first time.

By now, the night was more than a
wallow In nostalgia, 1 was a great
night of music. To crawn it all, out
came the harmonica for a lengthy
solo.

Having begun with the song that
normally concludes his concerts —

Spirited performer: Bob Dylan.

“Maggie’s Farm” — followed by a
Hendrix-inspired “All Along the
Watchtower” and a plaintive “Lenny
Bruce,” Dylan treated us to a refa-
tively unusual excursion through his
back catalogue — “Cats in the Well”
and “l'and " making rare appear-
ances — before waltzing back to a
country-style “ The Times They Are
A-Changin’.”

Predictably unpredictable, Bob
switched to electric guitar for- the
closing oumber, a scorching
“Highway 61,” fuelled by a pedal
steel “police siren.”

The encore was inevitable, its con-
tent wasn't: a doomy “Ballad of a
Thin Man" and a ragged “Everything
is Broken.” Two hours-plus of fresh
and vigorous performance — quite a
feat for a 51-year-old man, five years
into the “Never Ending Tour.”

Why does he carry on? Even hard-
core devotees admit the voice has,
gone. He has nothing left to prove —
he quite simply changed the face of
modern popular music for ever and
that's an act that can’t be repeated.

But there he stands, legs astride
and guitar strapped high on his chest,
motored by whatever demons drive
him, centre-stage, night after night,
like some ageing, paunchy prizefight-
er. singing songs that his followers
know better than he does.

Mavbe we should just be thankful
that the only thing he knows how to
do is to keep on keepin’ on.
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Don’t call him a legend

For Bob Dylan, what's important
isn't the legend, but the art, the
work: “if you try to act a legend,
it's nothing but hype.”

JAY KIRSCHENMANN
Hataid Glall Wiles

parking controversy and setting
trends tor more thun 30 years, Lhe
staging poet Bob Dylan is on the
road.
Actually, he never left the road.
He's still un what Dylan-watchars call the
“Never Ending Tour,” a suvernl-year, onga-
ing road show that iy climhing Loward 500
performances seen by tnillions ol funs
around the world.

Dvinn, fumoua {or sanga like The Times
They Are A-Changin', Blowin' In The
Wind, Just Like A Woman and Lay Lady
Ley, playn small holls, ‘Tickeis {or his shaw
Monday at Van Wezsl Performing Acts
Hall, Sarasota, sold out in three hours,

Local musician John Prestia said he nev-
er camped out for tickets for any artist, but
he did for the Dylan show.

“I played that night until 2 or 3 a.m., then
went straight to Van Wezel and plopped
down on the sidewalk with some other
folks, playing Scrabble and talking all
night,” Prestia said. “He's a legend. I just
had to get tickets to that show.”

Dylan is a modest, subdued man, accord-
ing to the few interviews he granted during
the past few years.

“Nostalgia is death,” he sharply told
Robert Hilburn of the Los Angeles Times
in a February interview. (Hilburn has inter-
viewed Dylan several times during the past
few years,) :

“It wasn’t me who called myselfl a leg-
end,” Dylan said. “It was thrown at.me by
editors in the media who wanted to play
around with me or have something new to
tell their readers. But it stuck. It was im-
portant for me to come ta the bottom of
this legend thing, which hun nu reaiity at
all. What's important isn't the legend, but
the art, the work . .. If you try to avt o leg-
end, it's nothing but hype.”

He dismissed many of Hilburn's ques-
tions about the '60s as “ancient history.”
When someone on his tour bus gave him a
copy of the 278-page Tangled Up In Tapes
Revisited book, a chronicle of the last half

usic makers:

Who: Bob Dyfan

Where: Van Wezel Parforming Arta Hall,
777 N Tamiami Trail, Serasota

Whan: 8:15 p.m. Monday

Tickets: Sold out

Information: 953-3366

of Dylan's 32-year career, he briefly looked
atit and then gave it back. PO

The book includes the places, dates and
song titles he sang at various concerts.
When Dylan handed the book back, he
said, “Naw, ['ve already been ail those plac-
es and done all those things,” Hilburn
wrote. “Now if you ever find a book out
there that's going to tell me where I'm go-
ing, [ might be interested.”

Dylan, 51, was born Robert Allen Zim-
merman in the mining town of Hibbing,
Minn. He changed his name (honering poet
Dylan Thomas) in the late '508 while per-
forming solo at coffeehouses and attending
the University of Minnesota (he legally
changed his name in 1962).

He moved to New York in 1961 and soon
was discovered by Columbia Records exec-
utive John Hammond, who heard Dylan
play by accident during a rehearsal nesvion
of folk singer Carolyn Hester — Dylan was
playing harmonica for Hestar. Hammond
sat up Dylnn's fisst recording sassinng, do-
cording to The Encyelopedin uf Pap, Rack
& Soul.

Even though his first three albums were
popular, remoin{ng on beat-sellor, liats far
many weeks, Columbia alinost missad tho
hont on hia later classics when company ex-
ecutives talked about dropping the artist
because they felt his style didn't fit the
firm's roster, according to the Encyclope-
dia. .
Much later in his career, Dylan eventual-

rock bands to various styles of music, Dylan

has continued to evolve and change deapite

what the fans said.
 Last month, at Madison Square Garden,
| a stunning lineup of musicians joined Dy-
lan for a four-hour, $5 million tribute to
Dylan and his music. . )

From Goorgs Hareivon mmd Eric Clapton,
to the Clancy Brothers and Johany Cash,
the night proved why Dylan has been so in-
| Nuential and his music so important: He
| has teanscended all the bacriera. Laota o!
" prople say, "Guod music in good music.
Dylan, who sings CGarshwin-Woody Guth-
tie, the {nk Spata and Stephen Foster.
proves it.

“He absorbed everything,” Liam Clancy,
whoge family wos part of the rich Green-
wich Village music acene Dylan joired in
tho oscly 'GOA, eaid in & racont Associntad
| Press atory. "When he started writing
songs, it was shocking and frightaning. It
wan a8 if he could tap inte your mind."
= On his latest ringle, Gand Az | Been to
You. relessed Tuesday, Dylan turna bock to
basica, telling his musical talen with only
his voice, guitar and harmonica. ‘The album
collects 13 old folk nnd blues songs, all ap-
parendy of significance Ly Dylan.

“What's almost entirely absent ia polish,
angd some of the vecals are taw uven by Dy-
| lan stanclards, giving the songs the one-
| take feel he obviously wanted. The record
| dovsn't even huve a produces,” David
Hinckloy, New York Dnily News writer,
said in his recent album review,

On the new albym Dylan starts with the
Amarican folk clnssie Frankie and Albert
and ends with the old.country fave Froggiv
Went a~Courtin, Among the cuts between
are lesa-Tamiliar” tunes, such av Archur
McBride and Canadee-I-0.

Dylan dips into tho blues for several
standards: - sincluding - Tomorrow
Night,which (or wmeny years was Lonnie

1y emb 1, then r d Christianily.
During his "born again® period, 197982 or
w0, hin concert tour was met with empty
seats and, nn some occaslony, aven hoos.
Howaver, during Lhnt time ho relenssd Lhe
nlbums Javed, Shot of Love and Siow
Train Coming, which rose to No. 3 on the
charts and earned him a Grammy for one of
the songs, You Gotta Serve Somebody.
From his early roots of simple folk songs
accompanied only by his voice and har-
monica, to drastic style swings, from full

Joh 's theme, and Step It Up and Go,
popularized by Blind Boy Fuller in the '30s,
Hinckley wrote.

In an 8-year-old interview, again by Hil-
| burn of the Los Angeles Times, Dylan

sheds some light on his feeling about his

style and the old tunes:
“When | started, ! combined other peo-
ple’s styles unconaciously . . . § crossed Son-
| wr ‘Terry with the Stanley Brothers with

Roscoa Holcombe -with-Big Bill Broonzy
with Woody Guthrie ... nil the stuif that
was dear to me.

“Everybody eise tried to do an sxact, rep-
lica of whaot thoy heard,” Dylan sald. “T was
doing it my own way becauss | wosn’t en
good as, say, Erik Darlingor Tom Paley. S0
{ hed to toke the songs and make them
mine in a different way.”

Folk Festival in July, ing new, personal,
nun-protest mnm..Meeup'll'.hy;“lga ] .

uties Aug. 28, Desire, released in '76.

The Basement Tapes released in '75; records

A Dylan chronology

John Bauldie wrote s chronology of Bob Dy-
lan's career for Columbia Records. Hera are the
highlights:

1941 — Born May 24, Robert Allen Zim-
merman in Hibbing, Minn.

1946 — First public performance, age |,
Babby sings Accentuate The Positive for his
grandmother, Anna

1881 — Bob writes a poern for his mother,
at age 10 — his first crealive literary work.

1966 - Bob gets his firsL puitar. Hears
Johnny Ray, Hank Williams and Little Richard.
Plays in high school rock bands the following
year: The Salin Tones and Elston Gunn & ‘The
Rock Bappers. e

1960 — Cets (irat gigs after playing rock
music for a year. Plays alL Kinkylown culfce-
house cailed The 10 O'Clock Scholar.

1181 — Moven to New York, plavs Cafe
Wha! tn Greenwich Village. Firal ’J)rnl‘cuiunnl
recarding, plaving barmonica behind Harry 3e-
talunte un Middarght Speaial. Signed to Colum-
kon  Hecurgs and  begins recording his lizat
album, fob Dylan, in #lovembov.

1982 =" Bob' Dylarr releasad ~in  March

Writes Blowin’ In 1
The Wind, which he
records in July. Le-
gally changes name
to Bob Dylan in Au-
guaL.

1963 — Releasen
second LP, The
Freewhcelin'  Bob
Dvlan, in  May.
Plays (irst major so-
lo concert aL New
anl_(l To:’n Hnll‘il(n

pril, then walky .
out on The £d Sul- Dylanin '63: He

ivan Show., having i |
been (arhidden 10 wrote 237 sangs in
sing Talkin' John tOree years.
Birch Paranvid
Blues, Stnes Hlowin” In The Wind at the New-
port Folk Festival in July — Dylan hecomes a
atar, |

1984 — Releases Times They Are A-Chen- !
gin® and a new album. Aaanther Side of Hob
. Dylan. Disappeints folk-music fans at Newport

1968 — flaluaiqs Like A Foiling Stoar, &
song critice any in hin greatest and most impar-
fant song. Releanss Bringing It Al Back Home
using slecteic backing musicians (or the first
timne, prome wt the Newport Folh Fostival
whert ha la Gacked by tha Paul BulleeReld
Blues Band. Hel Highway &1 R d.

1988 — Relommes Blunde On Blonde in
Nashviilu, Plays wath ‘The Band, falls off motor-
cycle in Woodstock, N.Y.. demagea neck.

1948 — Poriorma (hree songy sl Uhe Woody
Guthrie Memorial Cuncert, bis fimt nppeasance
sinco his acodent. Had spent the pest year
making. music with The Band in the basament
of thuir houne, Blg Pink,
coneract with Columbin in August 'G7, Racorda
Naghuille Skyline in 89, i

1870 — Awarded honorary docsorals of mu-

+ig by Princeton Univemity, releasss New
Mornin,

1975 — Appesrs al the Concart {or Bungla-
desh, organized by Georgs Harrivon, at Madison
Squarce Garden.

197278 — Pliys tha msthnw Allas in the
e e Caerett & Bitly The Kid: the flm

cound Lrack amid album Ovlan released in 73,

ulbum Pianet Waces and live LP, Befure the

Fhrd reloaned ia 'Thi.Blood mn ghe,Tmgks pnd.

Signed 8 Myva.yenr |

1876-78 — Hord Rain telensed'In "76" Bob
and Sera Dylan divurced in 37 Dylan's four-
hour fllm. Renaid & Clurs relessed in '78 to
mixed reception. Begina huge world Lour in the
Far East in 78, tha same year he releannd fob
Dyfun AY Hudnkan, o ry

197982 — Dvlan ls canvorted to Christian-
ity in "79: Stow Train Coming ix relenned. Wina
1980 Grummy Award for Bost Mals Rock Vrocal
Perfacmance lor Cotta Sirve Somedody; Scud
ta reteased, Shot of Lous relemswd {0 'S0 admibe-
ted 10 Sangwriters' Hall of Fame in 82,

1983-85 — [nfidels seloased in ‘83: Reol
Live valensed in 89 sings an We Are tha
Worid;, Empire Aurlesque and 83-track: retra
spective box st Singraph s relessed in "85

1988-88 — Tours with Tom Paity & The
Heartbreakers. attracts audiences of more than
one miltian. releases Knocked Oul Looded in
B8: indueled iy [ock 'n° Hoil Hall O M
wnd Torms The Travellng Wilburys in hia ga-
tage, releasing e Wilburys' fiest alburo in ‘8H.

LIBRDL —~ M Merzy, tecorded i New
Qrleans, and Dulun & The el reloaned in "3
Ehreeler The fed Sky antd secund Wilburyv ale
Lum relenand in B0, accepts Lafcame . Achisve:
ment aword st the Geummy Awards 1,
Celubicated Buth birthdey May 24, t98L,
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Still live: Bob Zimmerframe!

THROUGH the flaring lights it
was possible to see the double
chins waver as the famously dole-
ful face bent to the microphone.

Now you would not think i to
look at him

But he was famous long ago

For playing the electric violin

On Desolation Row

Behind me a woman stared
through binoculars. “You can see
all the wrinkles," she said. “Well, I
suppose we've all got them now.”

At the bar before Thursday’s
performance there had been
much discussion as to why, at 51,
Bob Dylan still puts himself
through live shows. There is cer-
tainly no flicker on that lined
countenance to suggest that he
enjoys them. The critics have been
less than enthusiastic for some
time. This week the Times critic
asked: “How is it possible to play
the harmonica professionally for
30 years and still show no signs of
improvement?” Last year a Wash-
ington Post correspondent went so
far as to suggest, at the time of
Dylan's Madison Square Garden
concert, euthanasia.

Even his devout foliowers —
and the Hammersmith Apollo has
been packed out all week with
them — admit that their hero,
seen live, has some flaws. “He can
be halfway through your favourite
song until you realise which one it
is,” said Marcos September, a 21-
year-old convert, a statement
which was confirmed halfway
through that night's concert when
two Dylan devotees gave me two
different titles for the song he was
then singing.

Michael Stanhope, a teacher in
higher education, said he had
been listening to Dylan since he
was a student at Newcastle Uni-
versity in 1966. He has all his al-
bums, bar one, including the re-
cent releases. “There’s usually two
or three great tracks on each al-
bum,” he said. “I just love him.”
But even he, when [ said I hoped
he would enjoy the evening, said
sadly: I probably won't. I haven't
enjoyed him for ages.”

Expensive
rehearsal

DYLAN is never the same twice,
varies a lot from year to year, and
has good nights, bad mghts and
great nights. He was solid in 1989,
magnificent in 1990 and mediocre
in 1991, but Sunday night's low-
energy, low-volume [30-minute
set was the biggest anti-climax
since Mick Jagger's new solo
album last week.

Stand-up bass man Tony
Gamier and pedal steel player
William Baxter came on in stet-

Still, whea the singer appeared,
the whole audience in the front
stalls rose to its feet and began to
sway to and fro to Dylan's lugubri-
ous notes like 0 many snakes be-
fore a charmer.-

It is possible, of course, that this
charm partly resides in a kind of
mutual masochism: that Dylan en-
joys singing “such depressing
songs ... they're nothin’ but the
unwinding of my happiness” (as
he wrote in 1l Qutlined Epitaphs)
and that the audience enjoys hear-
ing him suffer.

“I think he’s a poet,” said Paul
Curinarski, 29, standing in the
lobby, wearing, with his Levis, a
mock 18th-century sailor’s hat and

SANDRA BARWICK

a single ear-ring. “I've read Wil-
liam Blake and the beat poets, but
Dylan's more relevant. [ feel the
pain in his songs.” If his hero were
to feel some more pain, he
thought, he might regain his cre-
ative spark. He was talking to Sue
Austin, 26, who appeared to con-
firm a masochist trend among the
Dyilanites.

"I had a friend who was a dope
smoker who ended in a lunatic
asylum,” she said. “He used to
play Highway 61 all the time. At
first I thought, ‘Get this whining
off!’ But when he left [ went and
bought the album.”

On Sunday night, depression, if
not pain, had seemed to be evi-
dent. Not until half way through
did Dylan begin to sing with any
emotion. Watching him picking up
his harmonica, to a roar from the
crowd, I felt a surge of pity for him,
as he were an ageing circus ele-

sony, never a good sign, Drummee
Winston Watson Jr was tight and
busy, but (ar too light. Lanky lead
guilgrist John Jackson looked
voguely famitiac (rom "91.

Aler Iwo tame, anaemis num-
bers [ thought: “Well, they can't
play Afl Aiong The ‘Watchtower
with Lhis band!™ bul that was the
very next song — barcly cecognis-
able, lacking the drama that Neil
Yaung gave it at Lhe recent lele-
vised tribute [from Madison
Square Gardens. I

Many sangs were sloppy, with
vagus  famms  fizzling  out
incoherently. After an hour one
gradually got used ta the tame
sound and [eeble playing, and

phant, condemned for ever to play
old demeaning tricks to please the
crowd. How must it feel to know

that most people believe your best-

creative-period was more than 20
years ago? The loudest applause,
of course, came for the Sixties
songs. When he sang:

Your old road is

Rapidly agein’

Please get out of the new one

If you can't lend your hand

For the times they are a-changin’
it seemed sadly apposite, particu-
larly when, on “It’s Alright Ma
(I'm Oaly Bleeding)”, he stum-
bled and stopped altogether. “Go
on, Bob! Go on!” men in the
crowd cried, raucous and mourn-
ful, like geese on the wing, ad
though Bob nesded the sympathy
and support of the messes below

to kesp going. But by Thursday hiy |

mood seemed to have changed.
He sang from the start with much
more conviction, .and kept .the
pace going, bowing as uproar
greeted the end of each song.

For the times may-be changing
in his favour. There were many
teenagers in the audience, drawn,
they said, more.by the music than
the current Sixties revival

“Music now,” said Patrick
Harte, 18, “is drivel. There's no
soul in it.”

“Yeah, my Dad listened to
Dylan,” said his friend Haley
Ottaway, also 18. “But it doesn’t
put me off.”

Marionne Juanette, 25, was
wearing a floppy mock Sixties hat
and pink fun fur coat. "I didn’t
like him at first,” she said. “All
that whingeing, Then you hear the

lyrics. They're brilliant. I can dig -

where he's coming from.”

By the bar iwo members of the
Sixties generation were contem-
plating the revival of Dylan's music
among the young of the Ninetics
with sortiething approaching com-
placency. “I tell you, it makes your
generation’s taste in music valid,”
said one of them, a dental surgeon.
“When I first heard it, wham! It's
the most amazing thing I'd ever
come across — just poetry. And

Dylan's singing improved. A tinny
harmonica solo on Mr
Tambourine Man was quite touch-
ing, but when a semi-acoustic
Don't Think Twice, It's Alright col-
lapsed in chaos, Dylan grinned
and said: “This has been
rchearsed 100 times, it's just crazy.

The first night audience,
younger than any Dylan crowd (
have scen, stood throughout,
applauding every song generously,
apparently happy to have paid
£21 to watch a rehearsal.

Mpyles Palmer

now, yous kids listen to Bob Dylan
ad say, ‘We agree with you'."

1t is the poetry and the emoton
behind it that make Dylan % be-
loved. The words are so muffled
and droned in his live perfor-
mances that the songs are almost
as incomprehensible as opera in a
strange language. It does not mat-
ter to his audiences, who have the
words inside them: they are visibly
in mystical communication with
Bob, on his bad days or his good
ones, What do the critics matter?
Who cares for journalists? Not the
man on the stage. As he wrote in
1 Qutlined L;?zmtaph.v:

No, ! shall not co-operate with
reporters’ whims . . .

who have no way of knowin’

that [ ‘expose’ myself

every time [ step out

on the stage.

Nic McAndrew, a busker, had
come to hear him play, “He's a ge-
nius,” he saxd “People like Words-
worth, you're force fed and you
don't understand. This guy says it

lain, If you think about it, he’s a
Eusker of genius who got lucky.”

Homer, the slut
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[Passyores ———
No 82: Bob Dylan

Age: Could be anything between 40
and 83, but believed to be 51.
Appearance: Bag-person with myst-
cal pretensions. Weird waxwork
complexion, inexpertly applied dol-
lops of eye make-up and taciturn
manner suggest that Bob has been
released into the community before
completing course of treatment.

Early life: Born Robert Allan Zim-
merman in Duluth, Minnesota, but
busied himself systematically eras-
ing his past. Visited dying Woody
Guthrie in New York in 1960, a ges-
ture which established his connec-
tion to American folk-mythology. By
1965, had had enough of folk music,
Civil Rights and being followed
everywhere by Joan Baez, and was
credited with inventing ‘‘folk-roek’
on Bringing It All Back Home album.
Original purpose of: To turn sixties
pop from brainless. gormless din into adult medium exploding with soctal,
political and psychological content. Even the all-conquering Beatles felt it
necessary to follow Dylan's lead into psyche-probing imagery.

Purpose of Dylan in the nineties: To demonstrate that a living legend can
“sing’”” like a sea-lion with emphysema and still draw full houses. To
demonstrate that even a living legend could use a holiday. To provide living
proof of all the horrible things Norman Tebbit says about the sixties. To keep
biographers, book publishers and concert promoters in work.

Great things about Dylan: Unimpeachable coolness, circa 196566, Hilari-
ous press conferences with woefully “‘square” reporters yet to be obliterated
by the “New Journalism’. Hired The Band (then called The Hawks) as
backing musicians. Made several of the finest albums in rock history —
Highway 61 Revisited, Blonde On Blonde, John Wesley Harding, Blood On
The-Tracks. Even managed classic “religious” album, Slow Train Coming.
Things we can blame Dylan tor: Donovan. John Cooper Clarke, Dylanolo-
gists. Renaldo And Clara, the original unwatchable movie. Ruining careers of
several artists hailed as "the new Dylan”. The Traveling Wilburys. Farm
Aid, invented after Bob’s classic un-performance at Live Aid.

Famous catch-phrases: “To live outside.the law you must be honest.”
“Even the President of the United States must sometimes have to stand .
naked.” “The Times They Are A-Changin’.” ““The ghost of electricity howls
in the bones of her face.”

Worst line: “Wiggle wiggle wiggle like a bowl of soup”.

Bitchiest remark: (to Keith Richards) “I could have written Satisfaction but
you couldn’t have written Desolation Row."”

Bob’s problem is: He’s been Bob Dylan for so long that they won't let him be
anybaody else.

Least likely to do: Marry a nice Jewish girl and open a bagel factory.
Least likely to say: Anything, especially “I love you London, you're a
beautiful audience.”

CRE

Anxious to discover the dark di-
etary secrets of the man who
wrote “Talkin’ Bear Mountain
Picnic Massacre Blues”, the Gas-
tropod called backstage, only to
be told by Debbie, of the Popcorn
catering company: “Dylan often
says that onstage these days, but
nobody knows what it means.”

DIEHARD fans of Bob Dylan
were intrigued when, during his
London concert last weekend, the
idiosyncratic fiftysomething
folkie, usually so taciturn between
songs (not to say forgetful of their
lyrics), dedicated “Mr Tambou-
rine Man” to “Nick, the chef™. It’s
common knowledge that many
veteran rock stars long ago gave
up sex and drugs in favour of food
and drink — Dave Gilmour of
Pink Floyd appeared as the guest
restaurant critic in the Times re-
cently — but who is this chef, so
close to Dylan's stomach?

Could Bob have heen referring
to Nick Nosh, of the Nosh Broth-
ers, self-styled “hooligan gour-
mands” who have just graduated
from catering rock’n’roll recep-
tions to running their own restau-
rant in London’s Fulham Road?
When the Gastropod put this
question to him, Nick became eva-
sive, admitting that he has met
Bob Dylan, but denying he’d ever
cooked for the great man. Then he
added, “Forget about it, man,
It’s just a ragged clown behind,

I wouldn’ pay it any mind.
N’s just a shadow that you're
Seein’ that he’s chasing.”

A withess
of the end

T WAS a tough
decision to miss the
regular pllgnmage
to London to see
Bob Dylan last week.
After all, I’ve seen him
every time he's toured
Britain since ’66.

I kept telling myself
that if you could have
seen Elvis in '56 would
you have really wanted to
go along every time he
played Vegas in the 70s?

While the decline in Dy-
lan performances is not in
the Presley league, it's un-:
deniable that, over the past
decade, many of his con-
certs have been lacklustre.

By Sunday 1 was regis-
tered with Dylanholics
Anonymous and had made
the decision - | wasn’t go-
ing to go.

Quite how [ wound up in
Hammersmith on Monday
night with a collection of
sad old Dylan bores was
beyond me. Probably some-
thing to do with having to
complete the set. I've seen
the other tours, could I
really miss this one.

Anyway, Bob made some
sort of effort, his guitar
playing was remarkably
good and the voice a cut
above the tuneless rasp
that it has descended to
since Live Aid. Even the
song selection was better
than I might have hoped.

1 enjoyed it, he remains
a hero, yet it would be un-
true if 1 dido't admit that
Dylan has wilfully de-
stroyed his own legend so
much that I don't feel ex-
cited by his stage presence
any maore. Before the muse
deserted him he was the
most important figure in
rock, now he’s just another
performer. .

A few days later I went
to see the lady on whom
the muse has currently
settled. Tanya Donnelly
and her band, Belly, are
stunningly good yet the
only Belly most Dylan
freaks understand is their
own expanding girth.

Homer, the siut
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Six days before Bob Dylan’s Point concert,

four longtime listeners tell Brian Boyd if the times have changed yet

Dick Spring: ‘Bob Dylan could see through leaders’. Ph

EVEN yewm g, [

was arked to write

an articla _on_ Bob

Dylan for fn Dublin

magazine. Ever sinec
then, overy now und again |
read  leprned  commenialors
|umcmn1 that | have no po-
{itkal philosophy other than
what | picked wp from
Dylan's songa when | wat in
my impressionsble 20,

So here [ am, doing il sgaia.
Watch out (s Ihe |aarmed com-
mentstor — they'ne sbout Lo
have nouther Meld duyl

Back when | wrote 1hat (mal
wiicte, | did sarmething wimost
equally dangerous — | wore &
izather jacker far 1he phutoplriu
bl mecomiphnied the piece. I'm
malgnished, even to this day, by
the  number  of who
remember tho leather jacke; —
and who were cither horified
that n Thonists cauld wear such
iy, or delighled that the leader
wl Ihe Labour Party oould smile.

Sevan yours laler, and even
though " times thoy aro &
changin',” your Dob Dryiso fan v
il leader of 1the Labour Pary,
bark to being Tdouivle epuin, arnd
siil¢ Lrying to smife, And il you'd
T T the  budgewry
arithmeiic, rnd trying lo recoo-
¢lla il with 1he commilments
wa've made, you's ﬂvu credil far
uny allempis Lo 3mE.

s look m Bob Dryisn i
termis of & political philosaphy,
just for the sake of the learncd
ommentators. 7t might owe & lot
more lo gt festing than Lo lofs
mad [t of blopdlem erudilios,
bui it's nol half bad — nolhh!z
that makes you dop snd Lkinl
s ST

o1 canmpie, il you lluien care-
fully 1o a song ki Masters of War
froea 1961, 102 bard o excape g
wensa of revulzion [rom much of
the illing and slaeghiar chat goes

Changed times, but
the legend endures

“I THOUGIIT he was dead untll I heard he
was tnmin:i to piay here,” sald a late coavert
to the stij1 living tegend at the Hob Dylan
concert in Dubtin last alght.

Splicy-halyed 20-year-old Claudla Hocke
frem Bopnybrook nocmaliy 1siens te
cotilemparary hands like Emetiona) Flak,
but went ajang ta the Polnt lasL night Lo see

Dylan magic bridges

the generations
By BARRY 0'KELLY

the man they say s naw back in §:

“lle's coming hack — ail the old s1ars from
the sixlies and sevenlles sre,” she sadf, |

Judging by the average age of the erowd,
the tlimes are M‘h:nﬂnf {ndeed for ihe oid
Leoubadeuyr, who up untll recentiy wis
regarded &1 35 £ond a5 dead by many young
people, -~

1l seemed aﬁpropri:te 1hat Galvway's The
Swnning, with thelr punk-infl d rock
and roll, were bradjght Nloag Ls & support act
L& pet the siudents 2od New Age hippy fans
golng befarn Dyitn arrived.

o1d ape hippy taps, fellowing him sioce
(be sixt{es wnd seventies, did nof need n
rupport act. As leriysomething {an Mlke
{iznnon (tom Ralaklde observed, “This IS
my fifth time 10 se¢ him. Ue's usually bad,
bul [ keep coming back to see 1 be will do
the business. He's slill 2 enlgma. [te's stiil
relevant”

Dublia solicltor Phil McEnroe added:
“Pvlan has iways meant something ta me,
even AF he keeps coming on bale apd belyg
unprediclable, He now peems (o mean

something to every generation since the
sixtles.”

The preal bardt crossover appeal was ajso
notable in the backsage altendaace, There
(0 enjey the gig Lo the VIP area were UZ's
Bono and The Edge, Elvls Coztello, Krls
Kristaifersop — who took a hreak L appear
on the Late Late Show — and the Hothouse
Flowers' Liam O Maonlal and Flachna O
Braondin.

Out frent., the capacity crowd of 7,000 were
l.iﬂlll’lf the)r feet, swaying and bopping —
depending oo age.

g:l Lhe 7.000 d1¢ nof include
photographers. The star’s management
ordercd that no press pholographers be
allowed {nto the Point, before or during the
concert.

Dylan himself atknowlcdged the recent
comments o hls rencwed appeal, especlally
among the young, with a rate slage rendillan
!l.!,f one of his sizlies eompositions, My Back

ages. . . y

*“Oh but I was so much older then, I'm

younger than that now," he sang.

hand in hend shth mdlry sdvens
tures “You Muaten 1he 1npgery, for
the odhers 10 [ire, / Then 32t hack
and waich whilo tho death counl
i digher { You hide i your
NLAMANON £4 e's hlood !
Flowa out uf their bodica and into
The mud,”

fob Dylan's ioepes were (he
imuges of many of 1he rotl:-ﬂnfn
el kim, tully_peonle like
his own v, Woody Gothoie. Bul
it vas his voicn Lhal caplurod &
uumrld-mdeIl _Iudielre Tor mz:a
jroagos, wnd it was his images that
informed and Lafluenced chango
— changes in stiludes 1o sulhor-
iy, Lo demoeracy, and especially,
Luter 1n tht } 96504, 10 war.

Thore were odhar imuges 15 (he
Pl mages, iy im the. Baliad
L , Tikr i the b,

g_?!fo-‘-‘tr Brown sbour & huny
man who his wile amil five
childigts i n (Gt of desparr, 11fe
Ieoked for work and money and
he walked & 1w mils — yorir
children sre e hungry thal they
don't know hew 19 kmle.)

— Bilowin’ in

the Wind _and The

Times They Are
A'Chapgin’. In a scnse, 1hey were
The two soags which best encapsu-
latcd Boih bz [fecdomn and the
idealiz of 1he 19601 -T‘m'{ﬂlm
anyway, both spoke volumey
ln);‘;u:.r}::pie and Lo Lheir wor-
ricd parcrits — far more valumes
than the moro ovesly rebellious
firme af musice.

Hand io hxnd with idesilum
went cynicizm. The penrertion of
change lost ils cospeect for Teaders,
Partly thel was bocausa of Ihic be
havigur of \ba eaders {of coune!)
and pasnity il wea bocause peoplc
like EMI.I! vould see through
thes.:

Dyian wwm't just a cyme, of
opurse, even 1hough that's one of
Uh yualides 1ind ridies all proes

Anne Doyle
Newsreader

Drylan wan God 1o me, [ was g
ng temuger when The Timer

ey Are 4 Changin’ ceme ot
and to poople like me who Mhought
we were really grown up and on
the brink of a revoluiion we
thoughl il wms brilliant, M
favourite ever [ylan song thou
ia Lay Ludy Lay and that came
wul Just us [ was starting coll
bul | wouldn't sead any signifie
CERCO 1L | hat,

| remember all the songs and
when lh? came out — like
Maggie's Farm was the summer of
' — aral b can place ull 1he wan,
with differend limea in oy lile.
The really imperiant thing abaut
Brylas i that he gave a voice o
ey thouwghis 1 admt | %ave up
1he ghowt m B durng the 708 uml
the whole born-agan thing but |
went back and listened (0 them
later.

To anybody from Lhat era he is
one of our own and I feel sorry for
those who didn't grow up then. |
suppose we (hought we could
change the world, we didn't
change much but we tried. No-
body now seems to be interested
10 that anymore, Everyone is con-
cemed with seif-advancement —
but then it's much more cut-1hroat
jobs wise these days. [ still love it
when he sings Knockin' On Heaw-
en's Door .. the flame of love stlt
burmns,

Kevin McAleer
Comedian

1 love Blonde on Blonde and
Highway 61 Revisted, they are two
of my favourite albums of all
time. I'm not really the right age
for Dylan — I came to him 10
vears late, ! started listening to
tm when | was 16 and wouldn't

How many roads
must a man . ..

meaningivl. He wes also inleoacly
whotyncrane, and could wnio
sungy that had 1o come anly from
some  deep  inpce  cipencncc,
hared by nobody el IV's one of
the inysigrica of thase wnps that
someare like me vouldn’t possible
Identifly with them — b | o,
every tiene | hear them, ¢ven more
than 27 yesrs ey

“Fuke me ont g Irtp upon pour
magic swirfimg thip.

Ay renpe have bern sir,

mp Aurtils cin't feol 1o prp

My toes 1o numb i steg, wair
andy far my erls

To v wandering'

I've noticed, Ipoking hack avér
thie, 15n1 | tond 1o uss the
tense when  Lalking aboul
Oylan, cven though he's very
mueh wlive and kicking, a3 snyone
who waiched Prosidemt Chlinton's

van leshity. | supp
1 have to admit that I tend 1o
think of the past tense because
Bob Dylan and | paned company
when he discovered electric rock
music (and | suppose around the
same time [ discovered politics).

But that shouldn't be taken Lo
mean that I want to disavow the
sense of identity [ feel with Dylan
and his music — far from it. Only
recenlly, while | was soil 10 ogpo-
sition, and loaking with a mighly
juundiced eye ol some el the
Illin? the il Covemment did,
the lol]owmu few lynes came to
mnit.

“laknny's tn the  batrement
mixiny up e medicine,

I or the pavemani thinking
‘bour thr Goveramien . ..

Get born. keep warm, short
panis, ramanve, feenn rg dance
Ger dresied, et iNessed. try 1o
be o oueese,

Who Joes i1 emind you of —
and I Bob Dylan & propied or
whai?

Dick Spring

have Hmd Ul miuch appresiation
of the lyrca af thel $iage bt [
liked the mugic.

I think he's soll one of e
Iyachpiny of rock music and he
hag influenced 4 ot of people who
eame sfier ham, | didn’t buy eny
of the wlburne he reteased in the
“T08 hue you would wways bear
him being pleyed and ke iack
of where ho was al. I suppose |
nnssed Bug a bit on ail the pooles
song aspect 1o N1 sopgs bocause
that wasn't reslly my geoscation.
Some of ik haes kecp corming
back 1a your, | like the one sbout
"t statesd off vm Baurbon bul
norn Il 1he hardar seull.”

Dave Couse
Singer with A House:

I'd been in the pub for about
two hours and [ found myseif in
conversation about music with a
blake who was stnging 1he prases
of bgh Diyien. | laughed and he
athed me why, which was a good

ucstion, 3 | coliccizd  my
thouphis, He peve me the vawal
patted history — arriving on the
lolk scene like s comcl, woanng
above |he slralaaphece on an clec-
tric guilar, the motorbike crash
and the slow return to what my
Fricnd al 1he bae recognised as his
1op lorm.

It was 1imc ¢ tho Iruth: Dytan
arnived on a &eng dominated b
sanilised pop graups 23 a breat
ol serulTy lmesh air with a beat-up
acouslic guitar, hamessed his folk
songs to the power of rock, be-
came assimilated into the rock

i and disapp d. In
1966, Forever,

Bands disappear all the time
but rock was ym_mf and i held
onto its heroes a Jittle cighter 1han
it does toslay. The person who
learned the leam (rom his earl
triumphs  way Dylan  himset!,

Homer, the slut
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| Hey Mr Tambourine Man, play a song for me. .. . .

® Bob Dylan fans in happy mood as they arrived for his concert at the Point Depot last night, from left, Amanda Connolly, Merrion S Dub :
Heaford, Kilkenny, Jackie Connolly, Merrion Square and David McGiffen, Kilkenny. ’ y’Picture by ;1(‘;:::,111 Z’lll;a'lg:z

New |

wave of
Dylan

fans at
Point

THIRTY years ago
in .Murrays’ record
shop on the Quays I
bought the first copy
in Ircland of an LP
by a then unknown
American folk singer
called Bob Dylan.

Because it was an
import it cost 23 shillings
— a huge sum in those
days — but only a (raction
of what each of the 5,000
plus fans paid to hear
Dylan in The Point last
night.

More than three quar-
ters of them, [ would gucss
hadn't even been a twinkle
in their parcnts’ eyes when
Dylan was in his heyday.
Teens and twenties every-
where, jeans and sweat-
shirts but not a sign of
beads, headbands or flower
power.

A few balding pates

Bringing it all back to life

HE'S 52 next May, has grizzled
looks which would win him a part in
Dracula, a voice which would have
him booed off the stage in any pub,
and his manner varies between weird
and downright rude.

But then he's Bob Dylan and he
waooed a jom-packed Point in Dublin
last night with a stunniug two-hour
performance which had the fans
gasping for more and the critics cal-
ing their words.

Too often dismissed as well past

T T

By TONY O’BRIEN

his pest, Dylan refuses to play the
game and, just like he did when he
strapped on an electric guitar all
those years ago, he continually con-
founds and confuses.

-Last night the great man decided

10 treat the funs to some of the jew-

els from his bulky treasure chest.

He opencd with a dishevelled but
identifiable Aaggie's Farm and
worked his way through cverything

Strumming an acoustic guitar
Dylan hunched .over his microphone
and dclivered the musical land-
marks,

It was the first night of his Euro-
pean tour, and he was obviously
enjoying himself and the crowd's
warm reaction. He ¢ven managed a
few words of thanks,

reflected the lights on the
stage but fast aight’s con-
cert audience was very dif-
ferent from those who
thronged to Frank Sinatra
fast year in their Armani
suits and fur coats or the
fortysomething hlppics
who brought their children
and picnic baskets, (o
Simon and Garfunkle at
the RDS a few years ago.

Among the unrepentant
early Dylan fans there was
RTE's head of music
Kevin Healy, who told me
thut he had come because

he'd heard that this may be
Dylan's tast ever European
tour.

“I went to sce him in
Slanc a few years back but
I could hurdly sce him we
were so far away, At least
here in The Point he will
be close to the audience,”
Kevin said.

RTE newsman, Coim
Connolly, no stranger him-
selfl 1o a rock und roll
stage, couldn’t get over the
youthful audience, “I am
glad to sce another wrin-

kled rocker,” he grected
me undiplomatically, *I
was beginning to feel like a
baby sitter.”

So no captains of indus-
try or scnior politicians
attempting to recapture
their youth, But the real
celebrities bided their time
before arriving, and just
befare Dylan took the
stage Bono and The Edge
from U2 slipped into the
Point barely aoticed.

They joined veteran
British rock and roller
Steve Winwood, virtually a
contemporary of Dylan's
but wearing his  years
rather better, Also urriving
just before the ofl were
Liam O-Maonlaoi and his
fellow Hot House Flowers
and British singer song-
writer Elvis Costello.

Homer, the slut
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Typical Dylan,
ironic, enigmatic

Bob Dylan
The Point
Dave Fanning

EGARDLESS of how far

you're prepared lo bend
the rules for Dylan, this
*‘deconstruction’ business
eventually becomes a pain’ in
the neck. He's been reinter-
preting those 60s classics for
aver 20 years now, publicly
executing the life, breath and
soul out of cach and every one
of them.

_ I realise that in presenta-
tion, his one-dimensional ap-
proach i§ sometimes
winningly perverse especially
1o some of the older diehards
who'll take any ambiguity they
can get, but the revisionist
slayings he farms out to old
meanin and moments is
eventually quite wearin%._

Thz )&pcnmg on Friday
mjhl. aggies Farm, sig-
nalled a sigh of “same old
Bob”. All Along The Waich-
tower began like Hendrix and
cventually expired undignified
with an_excruciating burst of
harmonica. At the heart of
Tangled Up In Blue is the poi-
gnant perspective placed on a
time irrevocably gome; last
night's version sadly proved
this.

_ Positively 4th Street was pos-
itively unrecognisable, It was a
shambles, Stuck Inside Of Mo-
bile came to life in stages while
She Belongs To Me, complete
with pedal steel guitar solo, oc-
casionally threatened to pro-

vide the sell-cut crowd with a
singalong chorus.

In the battle-scarred love
songs, this was not the voice of
a survivor hopefully headed
for less traumatic times be-
cause Dylan isn't making any
sense out of his back catalogue;
he's just making money. If ail
of this seems churlish or
sacreligious, then so be it
Dylan undoubtedly defines 60s
rock, but gigs like this are dull.

Musically, the leaden
tempes that so oflen bypassed
the tlatencd melodies were de-
void of humour and light —
unfortunately Dylan's idea of a
ankf_ arrangement is to slur a
few lines off-mike. When he
took the spotlight with just a
double bass as accompani-
ment, it was clear that under-
stated care and an easy beat
suited his casual middle-aged
approach.

Jim Jones, {rzm his current
album, was the highlight here,
while Mr Tambourine Man
never got off the ground. Don 't
Think Twice, It's Alréghl, The
Times They Are A-Changing
and Highway 61 found him
cantering down the home
stretch. It din't Me Babe fin-
tshed the night on a high note.

One man's ceiling is another
man's floor. Maybe the faulit,
dear Brutus, is not in our stars
but in ourselves that we are un-
worthy. For many, this gig was
typical Dylan, irenic and enig-
matic.
those. I love Bob Dylan. |
don't like his concerts too
much.

['ve had enouy

of

Dylan recruits Dub

bendforlon

ROCK legend Bob Dyian
was so impressed by a
young Dublin band, The
Frames, when he heard
them rehearsing in a city
studio this week, he inviled
them to support him at a
show in London lonight.
Golden oldie Dylan, who

performed

movie.

The Frames wiil take the

Friday nighl, was surprised
to ciscover that the lead
singer of The Frames, Glen
Hansard was one ol the
stars of the Commutments

in Dublin on

stage

on gig

« 8ob Dylan.
belore

him at
tondon’'s Hammersmith
Apolio.

Bob’s back pages

HE BIG question being
asked by many rock {sns
thie weekend in: Wil

jB«b Dylan asd Yan Mor-
feon jam together an 1tage in
Dublin?" ¢
Being 1he myth-suttaining, can-
tankeroua ationists each can
be, my suspicive 11 1hat they
won't — lhough Beno just may
ake amends for hig lmnippur-
anco at last years Dylan tribute
§ig. In any case, tha resl question
w: 'When wifl song-pocis such as
Dylan anid Mosrison be set down
logether on a — o, better
will, un wudio tape and Rudied in
Trish achools and coll ui key
figures in the culturu landscapa
of the 201 century 7
This is not to supgemt that 1he
scademitcisation of such wnters
shauld be soen a3 IynONYmous
with “legitironie” woccplznoe of
thesr work, On the conlrery, Iec-
of the ant p d by
1coas such es D{lm and
omueon — and, oqually, ioter-
retalivo artiste such aa Elvia
realey — would legiumise liler-
;m cullng;ll llbud.inrfor t‘;m
¢ base of poople
in lrelnmfol.‘udoed. such a siep is
AN IMpETALIYO in relation fo Ihe

.of“m educational sysem i this
counlry.

In this conteal tha JO-year-old
argument ““Aro Dylan‘s soops po-
ctry? i» as outdaied az both tha
divide boiween “high™ and “'low"
culture it invasiably tignifies, and
the reductive 1endency to evalu-
ate the wr1s ouiside Lheir social
-setting. In sn anticie on Dylsn's
PoeLics, publisbed in  Esguire
magazine in May 1272, the liter
ary cntic Frank Kermode socu-
ntcly identified 1he impontance of
Aearing Dylan’s work, “Sinco bt
wriles the words with virlucso
performance in mind, they can't,
on 8 pape, be more than ...
reminders, hints of shadows,” he
claimed, “His » havo to be
%pcn. _cmg . inviting collusion.

0 write thus |s 1o practise & very
modemm an.”

In his Dylsn biography, ¥o Di-
rection Home. Roben Shelwo also
notes that ""as Dylan, & poet of the
clecironiy age, enlered mithions of
homes, poctry in  bocsme n
democranie, social an,” it was
cetumod 1o 1ty oral roots mmon,
the maassrs ruthor than prosery:
for ssadutnca and “the ldtorany
clite” — & Tac1 acknowiniged by
Sovied, poot  Yovescny' . Yaviu-
shenks, who chose Drylan 1a repre-
sens the US st the Moscow
l‘r;l'e;ﬂumal Poetry Fesuval n

Az such, lan undoudiodly
descrvey his 1itle ae the mowt in-
Muentiel song-poet m the hiory
of rock’n'roil. oM g 1O
whether he ia il (fnett true poes
fade in the light of auch achieve-
menty. Far maca im| ntly, by
blending artlstic 1wMucnces from
the Freach Symbolist Is, Lhe
Surcealinta snd Beuls Ilke Alsn
Gimber& to Hank Willlema,
Woody Guthne and Ejvis, Dylan
almost wingichandedty pushed
tock mumc beyond the confincs
of Tin Pan Alley snd inle the
post-modernut  age.  Likewise,
with an sftitude that was part
Brando. part Dean hut mostly
Nt “hin' recle-

fined the role of the rock star for
the Sixtica — and its aud

compusitions, Just Like A Wiman
as “a catal of sexnt stun.”

Working from a biues-Breehtinn
base, Dylan similnrly altered the
wrt of singing, bringing rock songs
closee (o tha rhythms of speech
and poetry, and msking self-ex-
pression mofe important  than
producing  merely  “hesutiful
sounds”, Usiog guitar and har-
monice i & sirpler manner, he
alsa brought the means ol praduc-
Tion within reach of the countlets
Drylan clones that followed — and,
a8 with his songs, dragged the look
of rock starw/(uns from the slage t0

the streel, making  pmiclansn
demim the (abric of 1he docade.
‘s test icvement,

pres

however, was that he politicised
tock 1n the brosdest sensc b{vbo-
coming, according 10 Justin Win.
tle's Makers of Modern Culture, "a
focus fiest for radical dissen), then
for ic_rovolution™, with al-
buma like Tha Tirmer They Are a
Changin’ snd Blonde on Flonde.
This view wus echoed by Diek
Spring reccntly in The [rish

Imas, and implied by Dytan's sp-
pearance at Bill Clinson's insugu-
rul celcbrations vinging Chimer of
Freedom.

otbly aryas. that B polica

y argue that his polit

ﬂ:;um s meoled in & phlxl’:wnhy
which was crysisllised by Drvlen
when he L into the m
chunge 1o the early 1960s.

Bul tmdical dissenters amoog
tock history revismonits, such a
Husty Shapiro, in his book on

drugs
For the Aan, wuggest 1
oute took (0 "psychic ceve
olution’’ finally tef him. and
many of his more impreasionsble
followers, “politically impoteoi™
sl thet lime, "Dylan went 1through
wome peofound drug oupericncet
dunng  1964-1965,"  Shamro
wnites. "He sumed his back on
politics a3 maijuane and acid
turned him in on hamaell. Within
4 few montha tha hard-nosed pe-
Titieal reality of The Lonecyme
Death of Haitie Curroll gave way
to cxpressions yf drug capcnonces
like Chimes of Preedom and Mr
Tambourine Man.” -
Tha singer end political activist
— nnd Dylan's ex-over — Joan
Bacz also claints they q_mfd com-

Funher Jnmn?n i topula-
1on  wiih ibernis, the
Drylsnofogiat A. I. Webenman aiso
claimed in 1971, thwt Drylan, the
one-time suthor of the anli-mitia-
ristic Masiers of War, and a man
botn Robert Zimmermann, “sup-
na the mcint and counles-revo-
uliondry rgacisalion, tho Jewash
Defereg League .. elitant
organiaation whost sim u (@
attack anyone they consider 1o be

anti-Jewigh "
Three r iter Dylan’s vid
fricnd Mim: Fanos responded la
9

that | can’t describe. Why should |
declare something that should be
so obvious?"”

superficial  styhstic  similue-

ilies bepween  their  music,
that Bab Dylen and Yan Marrison
may be beuer known ay “Bors-
agatn Chrstiuns” But Morrisoa
wes borm and rmiscd a Jchovah's
Withess; and the best of his songs,
as with Dylan's, echo from a mo-
ment froren just befose the im.

T IS at this pivelal pont,
rather than through the more

rumours that he was I
dunate pant of the proceeds (rom
Rlé 197 ::mr “to Luml". I?cy‘;ml;-

y procisiming that “ticket pur-
chasers have the right to know
that they were coatnhuting to »
nation it war,”

Qthets  saw 1he  song
Neighbourhood Bullies from s
1984 slbum fnfidels as & defence
of Ziotism, which prompied
Dylan to again decinre “politics
carrup4s ... politics kiils people
.« « polilica iv an insirumenl of she
davil,”” The latler viewpauat,
clesely & hangover from his cxpln-
ration of right-waog Christian (un.

Van Morrisca: “the best of his

rongs echo from g moment

Jrozem just befure the impend-
ing upocalypse

damentalism, is reflected on
19703 albums such as Saved,

The rock critic Jon Landau ar-
gues that “Dylan always was act-

ny "p Y

Ellhc message that comes through
frova Dylen ia 1965/66 is ‘let’s all
] and smoke pot, brcavse
threre’s noafiing elso 10 Uo"." And |
yet eiicH ‘- Watemenls musl be
Viewed in the context ol her can-
tinuing anger at Dylsn because he
marely, if ever, appeared al civil
rights demonstrations or anti-
Vieinam war nallics during Lho
mid Lo Jale Sixties.

Whea slacked by (olk-anger
Phil Ocha Igr "tuming his back on
protest’’, Dylan reportedly
retorted “politics is bullshit . .
the only thing that’s real is innide

e

.,

The Marsint critic Dave Harker «
alay suggestn 1hat Dylen “'sold
oul” whea, with the release aof
Nashville Skyline 1n 1969, tis lye-
ics began 10 “sentimentalise the
family and Jegitimise scx and the
homo in wayy 1otally suppenive of
the donunant weclogy”. Some
feminists  mlwe  Gesnbed such
songs ss ‘propaganda” and dis-
mivied at lanst ane of hin curlice

ingasa mystic and never
entered the political arena.™ While
the second half of thta claim may
seetn Judicrous tn the light of his
manteriul caploration ol sexual
palitics on [974's Hiowd on the
Trocks, few wonld diwpute Lan-
dau’s ddeition rhaz, in esence,
Dylan has probably been “acting
out a religious ailegory on the po=
Jitical landscape of contemporary
America™ and that his concerns
were primarily moral, “*and moral
in a religious Jewish, Christian
sense.”

Some Jews may argue thal
Dylan betrayed his raco by never

2% N ewt

or more directly drawing (rom
“'Ihe peayer book xnd 5 yeurs
of prophets and pogroms' which
Robert Shelton reports "stood be-
hind him as he dclivered the He-
brew scripture in a form of
chlmin?‘ known as cantillation™
duning his bar mitzvah when he
was |J. However, in reply to such
critics Dylan says “l am a Jew. It
touches my poetry, my life in wavs

§ spocalypsc. a
ail tho way bxck through his for-
mative years in Belfast to his
macial roots as a Celt,

Where they differ is that Dylan
1ings &8 if accepting the inevitabil-
ity of those (lames; Mormison
mare often sings 11 il Iryop 1a sal
right through (hem, beck to that
Edenic space known as Caledonia,
“Cyprus Avenuc” or “Coney
Istand”, Nowhere 1s this ionging
for tranxendence more Langble,
ar meso perfectly realised. than on
his first solo album Agiral Weeks,
which set in place the channcls
through winch all his subscguent
wark would (Tow and evolve nght
up w0 the equally anful Ariies
Sunser L

[t in Lis craving at the core of
Morrison's work which makes a
mockery of clgimy thal he has
“wold out™ politically by never di-
rectly sddressing the aobject of
“the troubles™ i Northern lre.
1and in his work. When Bill Flan-
?ln. v hia hook Wearem fn Ay

oul, quoted the lines from Celtic
Ray. “treland, Scotland, Englang
and Waicy/{ can hear the mothers’
voices calling ‘Children, chidren”
“apd ssked if this was & comment
on “the British [sies’ being ‘so G-
vided', Momison replied 7
wouldn't want to get into 1hat rer-
mory . .. il'gljhuu basically a Ceitic
invocation. There's nothing polui-
cal whout it"" Despite Mis dis-
clasmer ¥an Momison clearly
writes from “thal lernlory™,

Likewise Dylan could te caon-
erated, to a deyree, from similar
accusations. Followang the Kenne-
dy assassination and the accelera-
tion of the ¥icinam War, his work
quile accuralcly rellected o mod-
em-day Dante’s Inferon, or Heo-
&ation  Row, rwiber than  the
relatively infantile ‘hippie
dream™; Lhough that, of course, 13
nod the pan of the Sities that
pouple now choose 1o reeall,

Yan Morrison's mawr achicve.
ments i relation to lretand 13 that
by dentifying 1howe points at
which Celiic invocation, music
and poetry by the likes of Hobery
Hurns and Yenis ind Afro-Amerr
van forcer such as Ray Charlen,
Leadbelly and — as wilh Dylan —
Robert  Juhnson  and uly
Guihnie, he pave Insh rock
original idennity.

n this sense (he work he hae
produced ot albums and, maybe
mare  lmportanily, duning vons
certs, when he binds togelher his
sudience with those Celtic chants,
wnll probably aever be equalled, or
surpassed. And no maller how
each may Feel aboul i, they belong
togeiher un 4 Wapw 4hid 10 the
paper of sng/poetry antholiges.
vultueal atilies mnt bestidy ks
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Steinerranean Homesick Blues

BOB DYLAN
As Good As | Been To

You
(Columbia)

Twenty five vyears after his
eponymous debut, Dylan returns
to his roots with a largely mis-
guided attempt to do it all again.
Which is lo say this is an acoustic
album of traditional folk numbers
in the Guthrie/Leadbelly moanin’

folk-blues vein. Now it does have
some good moments, most nota-

bly ‘Tomorrow Night' and a ver-
sion of 'Hard Times' but much of it
just sounds old, tired and pained
as Bobby slurs the words back up
his nose and punctuates things
with rasping harmonica. Tao often
it sounds like someone’s parody-
ing him. And the choice ol material
isn't anything like as inspired as
that angry debut. It opens with a

version of ‘Frankie and Johnny',
inexplicably restyled as 'Frankie
and Albert'and closes with a pain-
ful, interminable hash of nonsense
folk tune 'Froggy Went A’ Courtin’,
By the time he ends with, “if you
want anymore you can sing il for
yourself”, it'll be only the most
ardent devotee who won't find
themselves wishing they had.
Mike Davies

Homer, the slut
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BOB DYLAN

LIVE AND DANGEROUS

PETER DOGGETT WATCHES BOB DYLAN'S LATEST ATTEMPT TO TURN TIGHTROPE
WALKING INTO A SPECTATOR SPORT AT LONDON'S HAMMERSMITH APOLLO

Homer, the slut

t's Sunday February 8th 1993, and
gathered at the renamed Hammer.
smith Apollo are the members of
the Dylan In February club. A

thousand or so strong, though subdivided
into scores of cliques and camps, these
diehards don't associate the second
month of the year with snowdrops or
Valentine's Day. No, February brings A
Week With Bob Dylan — six nights on a
rollerconater ride through paradise, hell
and most points between, in search of
that elusive and probably impossible
fantasy: the perfect Dylan show.

The club last met in 1991, when snowdrifts
and an appallingly under-rehearsed band
didn’t prevent them attending eight ram-
shackle, lacklustre shows — or cheering them
to the rafters. What dragged them into the
chill night air in 1991, and once more in 1993,
were their inaugural meetings in 1990 — six
shows, when night after night Dylan
surpassed himself by breathing new life into
his songs, culminaling in an electric final
night which might just have been his finest
show in a decade.

This February, the omens are mixed.
Reports from Diblin, two nights before,
suggest that Dylan was tired, and probably a
little emotional. Still, this is England — home
of Dylan's most excessive supporters. If the
ghost of Hammersmith 90 still howls in
Dylan's memory, then he'll turn it on for the
club members, one more night.

MEANDER

Or perhaps not. As the loose chords of the
never-absent “Maggie’s Farm” ring round the
theatre, so do the cheers of the dichaids. Only
one thing is missing: Dylan’s voice. The band
meander through two, maybe three verses,
before Bob wanders towards the front of the
stage and starts muttering. A line or so later,
he comes into mike range — and there we
should perhaps draw a discreet veil over the
proceedings.

There nve some atark truths to confront,
For my money, Dylan is one of n handiul of
truly remarknhle interpretalive singers - I'd
shagle out Sinabin nnd Willie Nelson nn hiv
only rivals outside soul music. That doesn't
mean that he nlways hits the notes, simply
that (at his best) he always feels them.

But his vocal instrument, memorably
described elsewhere as “a cross between
Popeye and Donald Duck”, is failing. He
takes several songs to warm into éach
performance (which is why his cameo
appearances on TV are so often disastrous);
and his range, which once allowed him to
swoop from a whisper to a roar in a matter of
nilli-seconds, has been drastically reduced by
the ravages of age. All too often, Dylan on
stage in 1993 is a husk of the performer he
waa even in 1990, his voice a monotone croak,
apparently incapable of inflection or emotion.
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That's the way it was on Februnry 8th, at
\least, a performance made more memorabile,
iif not exactly better, by Dylan’s complete
‘inability to ayne up with hia band. The first
three years ol the Never-Ending Tour — 1988
to 1990 — found guitarist G.E. Smith excrcis-
ing his will to keep the ahow un the raila,
“Since hia departure, niter the Bencon Theater
'gigy in New York in September 1990, nothing
has been Lthe same. “The Beacon in 1989 was
‘the peak,” reckons Dylan's biographer, Clinton
-Heylin, “but Hammersmith and Paris in 1990
weren't far behind. Since G.E. left, though,
there hasn't been a single performance that
comes close to the best of the '88-'90 shows,
For the first year aflter Jacksen took over, the
shows became weaker and weaker. The nadir
was Europe in the summer of '91: there's an
cight-minute version of ‘New Morning’ from
Stuttgart, and I swear that not one word of
the song is recognisable. That's the only time
I can remember an entire retinue of attend-
ant Bobcats turning to each other after a song
and saying, ‘What the hell was that?".”

Studenta in interpersonal dynamics lapped
up the Istest Hammersmith shows, as lead
guitarist John Jackson desperalely senrchml
for & nod, even a glance of encouragement
from his boss, only for Dylan to refuse to catch
hia eye. It taok the irrepressible last-minute
choice of percussionisl, Winston Watson Jar.,
to capture Dylan’s attention, with the result
that Bab spent & significunt proportion of each
show wilh his back to the audience, throwing
ragged guitar solos intc Watsen's bass drum.

That was searcely the half of it. Dylan's
copabilities as a guitnr-player, miraculonaly
renewed on his latest album, seemed s have
deserted him on Hammersmith Sunday
Night. Every song was extended beyond the
boundories of telerance, with Dylan tiking
acouslic sule alter avoustic sule, apparently
determined to keep racking his guitor until
the notes finally fell into the vight order, On
*Tangled Up In Blue”, Lhe mid-seug intarlude
was so lengthy that it was a wonder Dylan
could ramember which pumber they were
playing. Out in the cheap scats, people
were sat head-in-hands, wondering why
they were paying. And a few of the Dylan
In February club roared as if it was the
Second Coming.

Strangely, there were moments when it
was — not on the four-chord “Don’t Think
Twice, It's All Right®, which disintegrated
beyond chaos into a total standstill, and drew
onc of Dylan's rare public smiles, but on
acoustic renditiens ol “Tomorrow.Night" and
“Jim Jones” from the new album, and on a
heartrending *I And 1", which Dylan sang like
a harbinger from hell. ARer that, even the
predictable “Ballad Of A Thin Man” and
“Highway 61 Revisited” carried some weight.

SHAMBOLIC

The week improved thereafter; it could
hardly have been nore shambolic. Mondny
night woy grected by some club membera ps n
clossic, Tueaday wasg slicker (by Dylan's
standards) but not quite ns inspired, though
it had its moments. Dave Slewnrt spurred
Dylon inte a brief show of enthusionm by
supplying guilar on "Highway 1%, nod thure
was an entertaining “Mr Tambourine Man”,
where Dylan sang the same verse Lwice, and
had embarked well into a third rendition be-
fure some distant alarm-bell reminded him
why thuse words sounded strangely familiar.

Every show had ita highlights, usually the
same songs — “Tangled Up In Blue”, the
four-song atoustic sel, and particularly “I
‘And [ “Watching The River Flow” and
“Every Grain OF Sand” were welcome
additions to Tucaday's repurlnire.

And then there was Thursdny — not a patch
on Monday, sume said, though only after
hearing I'd misaed the carlier show. It was
pood enauglt for mo, Uinugh. From Uie seeond
Dylan arrived on stage, you could tell he was
focused on the task ahead, and even “Maggie’s
Farm" wns percformed with seme enthusiasm.
Bob revamped Lhe acoustic set for the only
time that week, aliempling to remember some
of the wurds for “Desolativn Row”, and then

letting slip an angelic performance of “Girl
From The North Country”.

The best was yet to come, though — not
just another staggering “1 And [", but o version
of “Simple Twist O Fale" in which Dylan
momentarily recaptured the emotion he felt
when he wrote the song. e howled the final
verse as il hig lover had just abandoned him
on the steps of the stuge — a nuked display of
cemotion that it was worth the weck’s ticket
money to hear. When he repliced “Thin Man”
with an anguished “What Good Am 1", you
could have transported me to heaven on the
next District Line train.

Friday, by contrast, was a disappointment;
Saturday began encouragingly enough, with
a complete revamp of the opening electric
set, taking in fine renditions of “It Takes A
Lot ‘To Laugh” and “Shooting Star”, but then
scttled (or sale options Lhereafter. That
night, “1 And I" and “Simple I'wist" were only
mildly brilliant.

Six shows, then; six very differenl experi-
ences. But there were two common fuctors.
Every night, whether Dylan had demolished
his heritage or reinvented it, 1 heard casual
punters leaving the theatre, vowing never
to sce a Dylan show aguin. And every night,
most of the February Club were celebrating
a trinmph, even if it only existed in Lheir
heads.

I'm not pointing any [lingers: for four
nights at Hammersmith, 1 was a fully
paid-up February Club member myself. And
in retrospect, I wish I'd seen all six, and I'd
go again tonight, if you could get me a ticket
and the transatlantic airfare. But those
extreme reactions — one, echoed in most
press reviews, utterly dismissive of every-
thing Dylan stands for, the other convinced
that his artistry has survived, even if his
voice i8 dying — intrigued me. What can
we say about a performer wlio can sell out
six solid nights at a 4,000-seater venue, and
yet leave (ot a guess) 50% of his audience
unsatisfied?

ENTERTAINMENT

Well, the first thing you have to do is
throw somne preconceptions out the window.
One thing Dylan is not — and I can't think
of anyone else in popular music this applies
to — is an entertainer. That doesn’t mean
his shows aren't entertaining, whether he's
abandoning his band midway through “Don't
Think Twice" or forcing “I And I” through his
lips like molten fire. But entertainment, in
the show-business “is everybody having a good
time tonight?” sense, has nolhing to do with
Bob Dylan concerts in the 1990s.

That's tough on people who've come for
entertainment -— the ones who wanted to see
Dylan the same way they saw McCartney or
the Stones or Dire Straits, but who'd no sconer
buy hie latest album than they would a har-
monica-rack. What you get with Beatle Paul,
Knopfler and Lhe rest, is a bottom-line of
professionalism and competence. On a good
night, you'll also get varying degrees of in-
spiration and musical brilliance. But at the
very least, a McCarlney or Dire Straits show
will contain recogniznble hit. materinl, per-
formed in n commercinlly uceeptnble style, And
that ia still what most people want from n
night out with a rock band

Not Bob Dylan — and not, therelore, Bob
Dylan diehards either. Whut Dylan requires
from a live show is communication — not with
his audience, who can go a whole tour without
so much as a 'helle’, but with his own music
and (sorry) ‘nrt’. Dylan’s live performances
are as mucl a quest for inspirntion for him as
they are for his audience. We want him to
nchieve it; he wants Lo achivve . But like
anything that rests on being inspired, rather
than manufactured, sometimes it just
doesn’l appear — or else it Lurns up for o
recond, allowing Dyinn to invest one line of
a song with incredible emotion, and then
dissolves inlo the air.

“There are still moments in his shows
that no-one else can touch,” Clinton Heylin
reckons. “That first 'l And I' was chilling —
and to get moments like that makes every-

thing else worthwhile. But there are fewer of
them these days than there used to be. His
voice is going — the band is not up to scratch,
cither, but that's a secondary problem. It's
fascinating to see him having to deal with
the restriclions imposed upon him by his age,
and by his foiling physical powers, In many
ways, his vocal problems make hia command
of phrasing more miraculous than it was
when he was at his peak. But the price you
pay is consistency.”

After thirty years or more as a live per-
former, Dylan is no longer interested in
competence: he needs magic. And at times, in
even the direst show, he finds it. But to drag
that gold sovereign from the well, there are
nights when he has to dig around through
layers of waste products that most performera
would rather leave unstirred. Dylan is one
of the few people prepared to dirty his
hands in search of the moment which
transcends everything; and he expects his
audience to share the dirt if they want to
share the reward.

That may make Dylan a genius or a
confidence-man, but what it doesn’t make
him is predictable. It's been that way since
the Never-Ending Tour began in 1988. It
wasn’t apparent at first, but by stripping
away the big bands he’d been using for over
a decade on the road, he also rejected any
nced to chorcograph his shows. Put twelve
musicians on a stdge, and each one has to
know what the rest are about to do. With
three or four, they can busk it — and Dylan
makes sure they do. Maybe that's why Dylan
tolerates John Jackson’s well-mcaning but
tneffectual guitar playing; it's one less
opinion to clash with his own.

“I suspect the way ahead is to mute the
band,” Clinton Heylin believes. “Even with a
four-piece line-up, the toll of performing in
front of an electric band is becoming too much,
There were times in his recent shows when
he was struggling to make himsell heard.”

Play the tapes of even the finest Dylan
shosws since 1988, and something clse
becomes clear. The hit-and-frequently-miss
nature of his current tour would be impossible
to document on an official album. IFor a start,
you need the visuals — Dylan rolling his eyes
as one of his band begins a solo, sometimes
smirking like a naughty toddler when some
particularly outrageous guitar lick comes
off, more often frowning and tossing his head
ns he hils a succession of clinkers, or finds
himself marooned at the microplione with the
wrong harmonica. Most importantly, you
need to be there, to experience the baltle
between disaster and triumph that makes
up every Dylan show. Stick that on CD, und
all you hear, from even the strongest shows,
is confusion. Sony can't sell an album of
Dylan searching for his muse; though boot-
leggers can.

UNREPRESENTED

So Dylan's most intensive period of touring
is completely unrepresented on officiul vinyl.
And without exception, all Dylun's oflicial live
albums document his least interesting tours

= least interesting but most neceptable to the
genernl public, In 1974, 1978, 1984 well,
maybe nol the 1987 shows with the Grateful
Dend Dylan, his bood and his sudieoee
knew exactly what was happening, Reduce
that to vinyl, and you have o hundy souvenir
ol the shows, und little else. But the tours
when Dylan was taking his life in his hands
night after night — 1966, 1975, 1979, 1980,
and every year gince 1988 — they won't (it
onto a record, or at least one that Sony think
they can sell. (1976 is the exception that proves
my rule, thank you very much.)

That's why the definitive Bob Dylan live
collection isn't the catalogue of official releases
listed clsewhere in this issue, or even the rows
of unofficial tapes that fill the walls of the
Dylan In February Club, but in the memory
of those who've scen him perform and
maybe tonight, for a handful of minutes, on
another stop of the Never-Ending Tour.

Thanks to Clinton Heylin and Johnny Rogan
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Don’t

it’s the
anorak
brigade

"
Hamm
7/2/93
By the looks of it, we were the same
audience that had turned up
previously at the Isle of Wight and
then Blackbushe, clapping some of
the saime songs. Any subsequent
generation was heavily outnumbered;
Bob Dytan has not attracted new
adherents in the same way that his
Sixties contemporaries like the Stones
or Neil Young have, We view each
other from below receding grey-
streaked hairlines (for the true Bob
Dylan fan scorns Grecian 2000}
wondering about people we used to
know, and if this was the avenue on
which we were destined to meet
again some day

Dylan himself was manifested in
the guise of a born-again guitarist
with a Harpo Marx hairdo and at once
sel about declaring his aversion lo
working on Maggie’s Farm, the dill-
like voice cutting through decades.

The best of a Dylan show is the
tension between what he does 10 the
song and what you know it ought 10
sound like Paul McCartney, referring
10 his own new material recently said
‘when we play it on stage it sounds
exactly ke the record’, He said it with
a completely straight face and you
really couldn't tell whether he was

ersmith Apolio

DOB DYLAN has Loon making recorda for mero than 20
yenra and somowhoere ot the Hammussmits Apolls theroe has
1o et someane who was thore at the start,

Iu's probubly got grey Lnle, bat that doosa’t namow 1
down, i avén ll'l{:u nssuma he might siso hova s beard. In

thu foyor for My
Ls groy hair ove

hera, (L comoes In

sl of Dylan's slx jughta in Landon, e

gopty of unfogklon-

ahie ahyioe, With bushy sldeburns, wilh wilrus moustaches

g‘r;td above all with beards, wispy, bushy and everything in

WOOH.

O O ac Tho Griglnel Dylan Fan s probatly a Litie thicker sresnd
the middley ihea he used to‘im bul many of thess Leardod

wondare are wadiling wllh
a titto extzn welghL

And ba won't be ua
trendy as lie might have
been kn '82. But & he's hovo,
It's alarmning 1o dlacover
thal ha's wonring an snp-
ruk, An anorak/

The Dylan vetarane
slund In tiLo huddles Like
traln spollars, exchanging
Lrivls i amerides sad Wn
taps and pullovers that
|nok Yo Lthey dato back ot
lunat pa we the ¥Freo-
wheelln' album,

Samn hava even bronghl
minbwiky 80 Thoy ean ]'nl
down phservalions on Lo
AW BUlg orrRgomenty ar
perhnpa » pibitly ch of
emphnela in Uie Iytic, They
probably have their own

by Tlm Cooper

pen pals and meat up when-
over Hob Ly In tows. Porhaps
thoy are Lhe poople wha ar-
tlva in tha conchies that coue
ftom placpe llke Mlddles
brough, offoring an evenlng
wilhi flvlua Irgond s, per-
Laps, o nlgli ob & centr
[.ondon hotel with some
almr::lnu thrown In. But the
mly otlractlon e Dylan,
agud 81 and #iill going
ntrunq.

A glanca around the feyer
slivws why: thuro arg stndent
fypea In hodr twonlles viar
Ing Lthe sort of clolhes that
ny migh! remember from
bls

ey ¥

chub po they can b

warly duys, There are
poctabla colples in

thelr ihlstles dressed in
jtumm‘u ant) jeans, But most
of wll thevn fre men o thelr

al |

anaraks, Living legend he
may b, but ovgn luls moat Ar-
dent [ane would kave to ad-
mit that Dylan hsa mada
soma quitp awful records and
Ivan pagitively droadful per-
ormisnces In tha post. [%
takea o spociol talent, aftor
gll, to ba Lthe low point of
our own tribute show, as

b managed In Mew York
reconily. d
Yika fuotball fans, Dylan
g fn

strain ot thoos but 'l nlwaye

ba thara, mﬁa ang older {an
in |ha foyer. But why?

Roannne Clnydon, 41, has™

oamne quﬁom ournomoulb
to aoe Bob two nights run-
ning. 1i's the Dylsn voleo
that draws Bor, “That old

avutly veles, And the way

5 aaye upthing at oll 1o the
pudlence — you wall for iha
ong word bo might ey,

She's sccompanisd by Loy
Aange, Adam $lnclsir, wha'a
27 wnd fust a4 fanatical about '
Dylon. *If ho camo on and
spnt on ihe etage, then
whalked off agaln, I'd slill love
it he confessed. Lucklly,
the Mving logend providos
bettbr valtio for @ £21 Licket
than that. .

For soneone getting thelr

decodes, Dylan®s arrival on
stage L9 m bit of an anti
clliing. 1s ontrance with &
four-plece band ia gronted
whil onihuslasm bul srithout
tho aort of hysleria one asso-
olalon with a Uving legend.
It's sovernl minutes boforo
you ronllss you know tha
song thoy are pinylng. Then
It's & shock 40 hoar tha

nalas from him, You already
¥Know Dylan's volce was o na:
86l whino, but If thay meds

him sound Like (his an Spli-
ting linage you's think thoy
were balng crnel Lrylan,

thenk pominess, la not the

port of man to pf hita lateat

LP, 60 wo are (reated Inetead

to o band that llkow to rock

end rell Its way throogh die

old favoucltes, subjoct of
to Dob's reart

col nnged
Intarpretations.

P of the ploasure, It
would appoar frorn the audl-
el}l:iu ]:l-oncuorln]. !.lll} guml.gg
which song be's play
fore he alaris sin h.wﬂu
onca ho alaris, at Joast mos
of the songy are famliier
onaugh for i not Lo be a
protiem that wo can't undor-
atond o word he's slnging
Thara ure whoopa wnd yolls

BabDy/an (in disguise) greets Jack Bruce, during the

eighth annual |
& Roll 1all of
Fame dinner and

Bob: stlit muddling through

taking the piss

Musically, the Apollo performance
was true 1o form, all laced through
with harmonies and jazzy guitai
breaks, although the lyrics were done
straight The songs are a trawl
through the opus - no chronology
and no theme Lenny Bruce, All Along
The Watchtower, Tangled Up In Blue,
The Memphis Blues Again, Tomorrow
Night, Botany Bay, MrTamboutine
Man, Don't Think Twice You think

fortles wilh not mnuch hals
on top, woearl

i woolllus nid

particularly that one?
Why now? Even the
Times They Are
Changing fits in
somewhere. He plays it
without self-parody
and without a blush
{maybe, he’s a Clinton
fan). It's a musicial
affair too, not your
mere 'backing band".
Drums, string bass
(occasionally electric),
occasional Mandolin
and pedal steel, and
Dylan taking a high
profile trading guitar
hicks and solos. The
technique 1s there but
he's not Pat Metheny
nor yet Ry Cooder. In
fact on Mr Tambourine
Man the tricky stuff between
Dylan‘s acoustic and lus mandolin
player falls apart entirely. The maestro
explains that we'd really ike it if they
could only manage 10 play it through
(‘this has been rehearsed about 100
times!’) But it just doesn’t happen,
Cue for shorl break and naudible
exchanges between Dylan and band
memibers But the nature of Dylan’s
appeal 1s that, like Keith Richards, the
things he does wrong get more

first gllmpse after three

whan Dylan plcke ug [
moith organ o the middle
of ono seng and there arg
chuckles whoe playhul old
Dob turms vut to He teeslng.
Aboul an bour Laler he hag
anothar go and this Lime
Ita for real, right In the
middly of an peouatle: Mr
Tambawrioe Marn,

It's not oxacily tho most
tunofut eound oa varth, but
It 8 tha sort of stult from
which Living nda pro
made, e sorl of thing yau
can tell yowr grandchldien
alvout.

applause than the things he does
right The audience responds because,
as always, Dylan is stretching himself,
The songs are not just played, they
are re-incarnated. Also, it's no ‘plug
the new album’ tour, Botany Bay is
the only track from Good As I've Been
To You. For the rest, it's all the classics
re-interpreted by the new Bob Dylan
lazz ensemble, Probably we would
have applauded a rendition of Home
On The Range for vaice, xylophone
and Andean nose flute, The key is the
event, not the music. To reach
Hammersmith, Dylan had come
through wind, fire, revolution
revelation, the holy spirit, Jerry Garcia,
Mark Knopiler, and Dave Stewart and
acouslic folk He does not give up and
he does not play the nostalgia card as
50 easily he could

Over the years a lot of kids have
taken pot shots at him in order 10
make a name for themselves, but he
has persisted in keeping on, On
Sunday night, dispersing in the rainy
streets of Hamimersmith, there's a
feeling that we got full measure It
isn‘t Dylan at his most inspirational,
but you kind of think the ideas will
keep coming, and there will be more
Desires, and more Blood On The
Tracks, and more Street Legals, in
times to come,

Paul Ashford
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Fervent fan Larry the Lamb surrounded by his Dylan collection. He has seen all his idol’s British concerts since 1978

©® When Bob Dylan took to
the stage last night, he might
have noticed a familiar face
in the audience.

Sitting in the front row,
seal A18, was Larrvy the
Lamb. Larry has occupied
seat A18 — about the closest
it is possible to get to Bob

without perching on the
microphone — every time
Dylan has performed at
Hammersmith.

When Lickets go on sale,
Larry is first in the queue
and has now seen all 79

concerts Dylan has played in

Britain since 1978, “I have to
go when he's playing,” says
Larry, who has 900 Bob
tapes. “And I have to get
close. You can read a lot in
the face.”

VN

B The besi short film we

recently Is sadly ineligible for the
sbove Challenge. A prignunt
and amusingly framed porirait,
Bob Bylan Beifast "33 was the
cnterprising idea of some bright
spark at Ulster Television. The
living legend flew into Belfust
Airport foru hastily arrunged gig
at the end of his recent European
tour and the camura crew caupghi
anonplussed Dylan gazing ™ *
vacantly and bemusedlyata very
edgy fan following him through -
the terminal, keen but nervously
usking Bob to autogruph his
album,

Despite Dylan’s evident desj
o be leftulone - he gozes ' ;o 5
through the fun like he's u ghost.,
usheet of plass or merely med,
then waiks right past his 5
chauffeur o standin the taxi. ~ ©
queue - the camera crew stick
with him forsome time. Ashg
gucucs, the fun still hovers
seemingly unahle to belicye thay
this reully is Dylun, scuffling his
feet, wailing for a Belfast 1akj il
The film fadesout 1o tse so nr.ffcj:i

“Bob's rgcent wry recording of & |

‘Sitting On Tap Of The World”
and 1 yoman movjng away from
the strange shambolic figure. Poy
telly atits finest, . T

o udg
Cormer

Just the way he (Bob Dylan] moves his left
leg is worth more than the complete works of
Anthony Burgess.

MICHAEL GRAY
DailyTclopraph
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Bob Dylan
Good As I Been to

You
Columbia Records

The temptation is strong to shrug off Bob|
Dylan’'s latest release. There are no Dylan:
originals here; this is a collection of
traditionals and songsin the public domain.
The first time you hear him singing, “Frog
Went a’ Courtin’,” visions of Burl Ives may
swim before your eyes. It's just Bob, his
guitar and harmoniea, se there's no session
musician intrigue either. The title — Giood|
Ae [ Been to You — could be interpretad as
amessage to ColumbiaRecords. Asin, “Good
as [ been to you, you could just release this
LP without complaint.”

Yet there’s a subtle strength to this
work that grows with each listening. The
more I listened, the more I was drawn to it.
It's as if Dylan decided to pull a Ry Cooder,
tipping his hat to those who went before
him. But the sparseness of the arrange-
ments allows Dylan to come through in
these songs in a way that Cooder often does.
not, surrounded as he usually is by his.
latest sidekicks.

I was first struck by how accomplished
Dylan has become as a blues guitarist. He’s
never going to patent any licks, but after 30
years of practice, he's got most of the basic
ones down pretty well. Then there’s his
voice. It’s perfect for this collection — from
“Frankie and Albert” (AKA Johnnie) to
“Black Jack Davey” to “Hard Times” and
“Youre Gonna Quit Me.” Unlike his first
couple LPs, where he did similar material
and tried to sound world weary, thistime we
can hear he really is.

As the songs spun effortlessly by, Ialso
began to hear some of the influences people
love to bring up whenever two or more are
gathered to discuss Dylan. “Tomorrow
Night” could have easily served as the
template for *T'll Be Your Baby Tonight;” I
also seemed to hear the melody from “If You
See Her Say Hello” on “Canadee-1-O.”

Good As I Been To You won't be a big
seller. It doesn’t break any new ground
(when was the last time Dylan did?). But
longtime Dylan fans will want to pick it up
for the above-mentioned reasons. And so
will anyone else who enjoys well-honed folk
blues songs, It's Dylan paying homage to
songs and bluesmen who've played influ-
ential roles in his life, and he does
them proud

— Dan Cook

* b & 8 Goed As @ Boea To Yo, Bali Dylon {Cotumtna) Mot just
an blhum of folk songs, but an album of obscure fotk sangs, this 1sn't
Nikely to win Dylae many new Lans. Strangely, while Uylan opted Tor Lra-
gir themes (~In My Time of Dyin.” "Man of Constant Strruw,” "Bes
That My Grive 15 Kept Clean™) whiie selecUng foth songs for his (462
dzbul altrasn - hus mosL tradilonnl folk sl hefore this one ~ Gaod
As [ Been To You is dominated by story songs about double-crossing
and/or rakish characters such as “Blackjack Davey,” “Frankle & Al-
bert” and “Diamond Joe," and encls with the children's rthyme, ' Frog-
gie Went A-Courtin’.”

The album as a whole, though. has plenty of emotional depth and
*Hard Times" and “Sittin’ On Top of the World"” in particular are in-
fused with a deep sense of suffering. Throughout, Dylan sounds emo-
tionally engaged in the material (though his strained, nasal voice does
not make for easy listening) and his acoustic guitar playing demon-
strates surptisingly intricate technique (given that Dylan has been con-
tent to strum an electric guitar throughout most of the '70s and '80s).

There are no revelations here, but as a tip of the hat to Dylan's otk
inﬂu%nces as well as an engaging effort. in its own right, this album does
its job.

eration, Bob Dylan, is one-take, rambling. shambling.

now a man 5o out of gotta-clothes-peg-on-muh-nose ireat-

joint with the times that it huris. ment that will surely prompt an
Good As I Been To You {Columbia involuntary wince from even the most
472710 2) is. incredibly, the first diehard of fans. A chance hearing of
since Bob Dylan, his 1962 debut, to “She Belongs To Me” on the radio
feature the rnaster's voice accompa- the other day was a timely reminder
nied by nothing other than his own both of the magnitude of Dylan's
acoustic guitar and harmonica. former brilliance and of the depths to
The 13 titles — all traditional folk | which he has sunk with this embar-

rassing farrago.

canwhile, the former 'songs, such as “Frankie and Albert”
M voice of that same gen- and “Little Maggie” — are given the

Bob Dylan
Acoustic/Good As I Been To You
* & % (out of five) i
As with all things Dylan, this.
collection of 13 traditional folk
songs (out Tuesday) will mean §i
radically different things to differ- i
ent people. |
Jt's a sequel to his first album.
It's a statem%nt a’bout the laclI{t?f By JOHN
merit in today’s music. [
another way to let the air out of his SAKAMOTO
own myth. AAAAA
The cynical marketing angle — Dylan returning to
his roots by recording everything in one take, with
only his guitar and harmonica for accompaniment
— can be dismissed pretty quickly. 1
While Acoustic has the same bare-bones sound as
Bob Dylan,.it leans more toward folk than the latter,
which sounds surprisingly bluesy 30 years on.
There’s also a lightheartedness here that’s miles
away from the first album’s preoccupation with
death. (Think of In My Time Of Dyin’, Fixin’ To Die
and the album’s closer, See That My Grave Is Kept
Clean. The closing song on the new album is Froggy
Went A Courtin’.)

Acoustic’s highlights include a raspy version of|
Stephen Foster's. Hard Times, tackled recently by
everyone from Emmylon Harris to Syd Straw, who
recorded a stunning version in the late-"80s.

Step It Up And Go is slowed down dramatically
from the almost frantic treatment it got from Leon
Redbone a decade ago. Sittin’ On Top Of The World
sounds positively buoyant compared to the 35-year-
old Howlin’ Wolf version, while Tomorrow Night has
the same feel as the slow, moody cover Elvis Pres-
ley laid down during the Sun sessions. l

Maybe it's time to start taking Dylan at face

value. If you do that, Acoustic is nothing more than a
lovely collection of folk music. And nothing less.
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[“As Goob As I've Beex To You”

ICoLuMBIA —

| As Dylan enters the third ; \

decade of his career, his latest effont i

finds the legend once again rein- e

venling himself. As Good As I've —

Been to Yo is an album of tradition- —

al folk songs. Gone are the guest ——

stars and electric guitars. Dylan cut "’”; 65

the stripped-down album alone, /'/_;(;g:;&p}gm
e

with only his sparse acoustic guitar,.am\ﬂ“ o BY o e

and harmonica accompanying hisi<?

ballads.

Instead of the cheesy slow
songs that metal bands claim are
“ballads,” Dylan reminds us of the
traditional meaning of ballads -
songs that tell a story. The lyricsbeo'(
here are all folktales, from the
tragedy of “Frankie and Albent” to
the children’s verse of “Froggie
Went A’ Courtin’.” Only three of
the thirteen songs are Dylan origi-
nals, as they blend in well with the
chestnuts he introduces to a new
audience. His “You're Gonna Quit
Me” sounds as if it could be an old
Leadbelly song.

But Dylan's volce has slipped
into self-parody. His nasal whine
sounds more like Buckwheat from
ithe Little Rascals. Still, he is Bob
Dylan. And on songs such as the
bluesy “Sittin’ on Top of the World”
and the great “Little Maggie,” his
style pays tribute to his original
influence Woody Guthrie. On As
Good As I've Been to You, Dylan gives
his audience yet another chapter
from a long tale and shows he has

ot forgotten from which he came.
-David Fenigsohn

‘Do,\)ﬂ-') VKD

“Under The Red Sky" in 1990 polarised opin-
ion like no Dylan album since (afraid so) “Slow
Train Coming”. This time it wasn't his beliefs
that were called into question, merely his sanity.

BOB DYLAN: “Oh Mercy”

(Columbia 465800 2) (39.01)
BOB DYLAN: “Undcr The Red Sky”
(Columbia 467188 2) (35.33)

After a series of albums best described as
erratic (from “Empire Burlesque” through to
“Down To The Groove”), the release of “Oh Mercy”
in 1989 prompted the usual flurry of ‘comeback’
stories in the press. The album coincided with
the start of the ‘Never-Ending Tour’, though of
course Dylan kept away from anything as obvi-
ous as using his tour band in the studio. Instead,
Daniel Lanois provided a rich, occasionally ob-
trusive soundscape that reecked of ambient
‘atmosphere’, and the sharp focus of the produc-
tion seems to have concentrated Dylan’s mind on
his songwriting. “Oh Mercy”, now reduced to the
‘Nice Price’ ranks in time for the upcoming U.K.
tour, was certainly Bob's most consistent album
since “Slow Train Coming”, and at its besl — the
heartbreaking “Mosl Ol' The Time” and “What
Good Am I?", the apocalyptic “Ring Them Bells”,
the sly “Man In The Long Black Coat” — it neared
classic status. It was also the most listener-
friendly Dylan album since “Infidels”, useflul for
playing Lo those who complained that Dylan
hadn't. been the same since 1965/1966/1975/1978
(highlight the tour ol your choice).

Avoiding the temptation of a soundalike succes-
sor to "“Oh Mercy”, Dylan recruited the Was
‘brothers’ and a host of superstar guests, all of
whom were allowed at least two minutes to fa-
miliarise themselves with the material before
the tapes began rolling. And the songs — quotes
from nursery rhymes? “Wiggle Wiggle”? Which
deep end had Dylan fallen off this time?
Nothing, as ever with Dylan, was that simple.
The song didn’t merely refer to nursery rhymes
— they completely undermined them. “10,000
Men", “2 X 2", “Cat’s In The Well” and “Under
The Red Sky” took the strict logic of children’s
tales and shook it to pieces. Like the “Basement
Tapes”, the album was full of songs that were
disarmingly simple on first hearing, but which
ultimately revealed nothing but enigmas. And
the music was equally strange — one moment
directly plagiarising Bob’s own work (as on the
wonderful “Handy Dandy”), and at another tak-
ing turns as unexpecled as the words. A great
album? IUs still too early to say. But while “Oh
Mercy” gave up most of its pleasures easily, “Un-
der The Red Sky” asked_the listener to tease
them out him/hersell. The fact that you'd even
wanl to try suggesls that “Red Sky” will last
longer than its detractors might prefer. (PD)

TMARGA T
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WHO WouLD
WANT TO BE

HARRY TRUMAN?

'‘Passing the buck’ to Harry Truman

. role model.
DEAR E_DITOR} e Asked if he had wanted to be president of the
While President George Bush and Gov. Bill Clin-  ynited States when he was 6, Bob Dylan replied:

ton try to portray themselves as the new Harry Tru- “No, when I was 6, Harry Truman was president.
man, I am reminded that some people —including one Who would want to be Harry Truman?"

of the biggest rock stars of the '60s—did not necessar- Steve Maginnis,
ily find the 33d president to be an appealing West Caldwell

B Absltely Fourth Al

SPY Presents the Dylan-o-iViatic

l\/J)i(,eoi C.TV

Bob Dylan has just celebrated the 30th anniversary of his Columbia recording
career, and as our own special tribute we've devised the Dylan-o-matic. Now you
too can write the words to a Dylan song: Simply combine che items in the
columns below as randomly as you'd like. Don't read straight across, though—

those combinations are from actual Dylan lyrics! —Paul lorio

A | B - c : i

The drunken politician | leaps upon che streec

That big dumb blonde | witha wheel in the gorge

The heart-attack | machine | is strapped across their shoulders

The leading actor hurried by in the costume of a monk

The savage soldier sticks his head in sand

The rain man leaves in the wolfman's disguise

The poor lictle chauffeur was back in bed

My patron saint is a-fightin, with a ghost

The cowboy angel rides with his candle lit

The shoeless hunter remains upon the beach

The one-cyed undercaker blows a futile horn

The ncon madman climbs on Grand Strect

The wildest cat passes by in a flash

Some old whore advances on your spirit

Natcure's beast fears as they come

The fisherman's daughter {loacs into my room
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Jakob Dylan’s roots are as deep as his dad’s

By Gary Graff
KNIGHT RIDDER NEWSPAPERS

The term “a Young Dylan” is onc of the most
dreaded and overused descriptions in rock 'n'
roll phrascology. It's an albatross that holds
weighty and unfulfillable expeclations.

But when your name happens to be Jakob Dy-
lan and you are indeed the son of Bob Dylan, il's
a tough tag to avoid.

So it's Jakob Dylan’s lot that eyebrows rose
when he emerged with his own band, the Wall-
flowers. He knows his lineage is a greal way to
woo attention {o the group, but at 23, Dylan
knows he's not his father — ceven if much of the
music.on the Walllowers' dchut album sounds
like it came out of the Big Pink house where his
father once recorded with the Band.

“It's natural for people Lo be curious,” says Dy-
lan, who was the inspiration for his father's hit
“Farcver Young." “But it doesn’t do anybody
any good to dwell onit. .. Il I thought about it

too much, T may as well just pack it in and go
away.”

According to Tobi Mitler, the Wallflowers' lead
guitarist and Dylan's boyhood pal, whatever
struggle goes on within his fricnd is generally
kept private. “Back when we became [riends, it
was the regular world of moms and dads. There
was no distinguishing between a famous parent
and somcbody who wasn't famous. The only time
it really comes up is in this type of siluation, an
interview.”

Dylan and Miller met during fifth grade and
shared a love of British new wave bands such as
the Clash and the Jam. They started playing mu-
sic together in the eighth grade — though Dylan
didn't start writing his own songs in e¢arnest until
four years ago.

Raised in Southern California, Dylan has songs
that are accomplished and varied, ranging from
encergetic explosions (‘Somebody Elsc's Money,”
“Ashes (o Ashes”) o winding, drawn-out narra-

» Sixties icons Ste-
phen Stills and Bob
Dylan joined Dylan's
old backup group
the Band for his
classic “l Shall Be
Released™ ot the
Bluejeans Bash,

tives such as “Hollywood" and "Suparfoot.”

IUs in the latter that the Walllowers most re-
call Dylan's dad, with their vivid imagery, hinng
commentary and dense interplay between Dylan
and Miller's guitars and Rami JafTee's rich organ
and piana (ills.

“We used to be a lot more of a guitar band,”
says Dylan, whose tousled hair also makes it casy
to peg his ancestry. “We didn't have as much
space in it. The organ was something 1 really
wanted. I would write songs that had that sound
in my head. It's a way ol exccuting a lot more ide-
as. ... toget areally loose flow in the sound."

Hmmm ., . sounds a lot like you-know-wha's
approach to making music.

“Yeah, (Dad) likes the record,” Dylan says with
asigh. “But he'sreal busy. He's on his never-cend- I
ing tour.

“I1e does his work, and 1 do mine.”

THROUGH THE WIND & RAIN
PO BOX 23 BOOTLE
MERSEYSIDE 130 2SA
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PLUGATHON
A couple of mentlons for two great
‘artetacts'. I've had nlce mentions before,
but never In a Bob Dylan fanzine! HOMER,
the slut  (great titie) Is run by Andrew
Muir, and it's more like a book than a mag.

have (o6 read every Ias: word on

Zimmerman, save yourself the trouble buying

? all the pape’s on the off chance, and

MIAMI VICE actor Don Johnson found himself at
Washington’s Blue Jean Trash concert strumming
alongside the pallid warbler Bob Dylan last week.
They were singing different songs. Don’s tune was
There’s a Ghost in My House . . . Bob was Knocking
on Heaven's Door. Picture: REX FEATURES

Homer, the slut

subscribe to 'His'. A 4 issue suc costs £14
(It's worth it it's huge), but it you sand £4
I'm you'd geot a
PO Box 1494, Fulha— SW6 B6NT.
Great stuff.
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Is heavy academic jargon the right way to tackle a pop performer such as Bob Dylan?
As the dons’ favourite bard returns to London, Liz Thomson criticises his critics

Fighting in the captain’s tower

clegaies 10 the 1993 cooference of
the Royal Musical Association list-
ened last month 10 a yvoung music
graduate deliver a paper analysing
the melodic siructures underpinning the
ocuvre of Abba, The very idea surprises. not
least because maost of us regard Sweden's
major export as purveyors of mere muzak.

Twenty years ago, Wilfrid Mellers, then pro-
fessor of musicat York Usniversiwy, published
a study of the Beatles, Twitight of the Gods:
a post-Leavisite musicological squilyihat still
strikes sparks. A1 the time—a decade alter
William Mann's Times leader discussion of
Lennon-McCartney's “pandiatonic clus-
ters™—it caused more than a few wrinkled
noses in music departments across the land.

Despite such recent iniliutives as Liverpool,

University’s Institute of Popular Music, the
Beades and their like even now gei fairly
short shrift in academe. B, <ul1_;cc1cd o the
analytical disciplines of lit ¢nit rather than
musicology, Bob Dylan seems to have fared
rather betier: perhaps because. as everyone

aknawledged, Homer10o had been a busker.
Indeed, as Frank Kermode noted in Esquire
(1972) when he and Stephen Spender debated
the merits of Dylan: “There's quite a jot of
good poetry which started life in a similar
way—Greek ragedy, medieval ballad.™”

While British crities such as Philip Larkin
and Marxist historian Erie Hobsbawm (thinly
disguised as Francis Newton and writingina
1964 issue of the Mew Staresman) were quick
to recognise Pylan's poetic gift, the critica)
impetus came naturally enough from the US.
In 1965, willh only a h'md(ul af albums 0
examine—the folk- -protest of Freewheelin®
and The Times They Are A-Changin', the
introspection of Another Side. the folk-rock
of Bringing It Al Back Home—newspapers
and magazines gushed (o judgment.

In a now fmnous Beeks vox pop, critic
Jerome Agel drew parallels with Yeveeny
Yevtushenko, while for novelist John Clellon
Holmes, Dylan passed as a poet: ~Of course,
though T think we do him a disservice, as a
senous artist, if we separate his words from
the music he intended ta be their proper set-
ting . . . not since Allen Ginsberg has an
American poet insisted on telling so much
wuth, so uniquely and with such reckless
honesty, Mare than anyone else. [ suppose,
Dylan reminds me of an American Brechi—
the Brecht whose poems were meant 1o he
suig, There is the same cold humour. the
same ironic warmth, the same violent and
splimered energy, the some urgeat, iionsatic
ivelvement in the wity things actaally are.
Anether Dylag returned song 1w peetry, Bob
Dylan bas returned poctry 1o song.”

Wiiting in the Villege Vinice 1w years beter,
after e eamalytic slhums Highweas 61 Re
visited and Blonede on Blonde, back Newlield
saw Dylan as the “Brecht of the jukebox™,
“pocet of the electrie guita™ BEven the staid
old New York Times pronounced himi the hieir
io Faulkner and Hemingway, while poet and
wanslator Kenneth Rexroth staied his finm
belief thai: “"The most impanant event in
recent poctry is Bob Dytan ., | he is the
American beginning of a uadition as old as
civilization in France.™

In the years since, Professor Christopher
Ricks has regularly addressed Cambridae

|

undergraduates on such subjects as Dylan's
use of cliché and Christianity, while in a
ground-breaking book, Song and Dance Man
(1973) Michael Gray treated Dylan as part of
the poetic conlinuum, drawing coinparisons
with Blake and Tennyson, Eliot and Yeats.

More than any other’contemporary artist,
Dylan has been the focus of undergraduate
dissertations, graduate theses and academic
papers. David Monaghan, for example, ana-
lysed Dylan and “The Waste Land tradition”
(English Quarterly, 1973), Greg Campbell
“Bob Dylan and the pastoral apocalypse”
(Journal of Popular Culture, 1975); and
Charles Benjamin Hersch studied the 1960s
synergy of art and politics in “Liberating
forms: politics and the arts from the New
York intellectuals 10 the counterculiure”
(University of California, 1987).

In Perfornned Literature (1982), which
began life as a thesis, Betsy Bowden tackled
one of the essential problems facing critics of
popular music as she scrutinised the precise
relationship between poetry as writien and
poetlry as sung. She argued, in the course of
250 and pages, that the most vital aspect of
Dylan’s art is the reinterpretation that occurs
at every performance with its inevitable tex-
tual changes. Mellers, equally scrupulous in
ignoring such alternative versions, offercd a
musicological analysis in a disappointing
study, A Darker Shade of Pale (1984).

Dylan’sast genuinely importantalbum was
Blood on the Tracks (1974). So, despite spo-
radic fashes of brilliance since (Streer Legal
in 1978, Oh Mercy in 1989), it scems unlikely
that critics will spend serous time on Dylan’s
more recent offerings. But sheer longevity
dictates that he be tuken sériously. Or does it?

In his famous Late Show interview, the
playwright David Hare created a lot of noise
by demanding areturn to *real” critical values
which acknowledged that Keats is better than
Dylan. Hare suggested it was tiine we learned
to differentiate between art and commerce,
and called for a revival of more strenuous
judgments,

The very fact that the debate came down (0
Keats v Dylan indicates the exient to which

_[

|

Dylan has been accepted into the litermy |

canon. But it also missed the point, for it is
surely not a question of who's better, who's
Lest. Ricks, whose enthusiasn: for Bob the
Bard falls short ofd.limin;, him asa poeiper
se, is fond of saying that Dylan is “only as
goaod as Shakespeare"™. Mcaning, presumably,
that Shakespcare, too, . wrole some duff
rhymes. It may also be an acknowledgment
that Shakespeaic’s relationship with society
was dialectical: that, like Dyluan, his, work
both shaped and reflected society's values.
Inevitably uneven but always sumulating,
Dylan—Tlike the Beatles—helped fracture
barriers between art and entertainment. We
need new critical criteita by whicn 10 judge
his work, a new critical language in which (0
discuss it. The  problem is that we are all
locked in to our specialist ologies and isms
and have linle time to learn abour com-
plementary methods. Over the past quarter-
century, discussion of popular culturce in all
its myriad manifestations has been dominated

by sociologists whose terms of reference too
often result in an uncritical acceptance of
much that is artistically unremarkable.

The jargon used by musicologists, sociolog-
ists, semiologists or psychologists perpetu-
ates msu]arlly and exclusivity. If we are to
conduct an’ mu.]hgxblc and imelligent dis-
cussion about popular culture; we must find
an interface—cven Professor Simon Frith has
come avound 1o that’idea and we must rid
oursclves of the notion that something that is
popular cannot also be good.

But we must be rigorous and guard against
the sort of fan’s-ecye subjectivity that dis-.
turbed Clive James. In a 1974 article for
Creem, he noted that analytical procedures
—for Dylan in particular and rock in
general—were “damagingly tilted towards
the descriptive” and that much so-called criti-
cism rarely got beyond liking some songs
more than others.

Escliewing the comparative approach of
*Ricks or Gray, James judged Dylan on his
own terms, prmsm “the freedom of his lin-
gu1stu. invention™ but worrying that Dylan
“can't dlsungmsh in his own work, between |
the idea that is resonant and the idea that
postures towards significance, the image that
ishighly chax ged and the image that is merely -
portentous™. He concluded with the central
paradox of Dylan's work, pointing out how
much of our enjoyment lay in “following his
clear architectural outline and emotionally
solidifying it with an imaginative content it
hasn’t really.got . . . never has so much
arbitrary stressing met so much melodic an- |
gularity-in so many awkward mam'agcs op B
Yet when all is sung and done, it can’t be
denicd that the total effect is on a huge scale:
he dreams great buildings, even if the walls
remain unumbcn.d and the roofs arc open 10
the sky.” |

Tweniy_years on. Jumes' analysis, made in
plain language, remains as good an c\’pl.ma-
tion as-any for our continuing interest in
Dylan, or rather in Dylan's recorded work.
For it does not account for the regular pil-
grimage 10 see him )iy ve, 10 watch him dese-
c..m, o many areat songs, demolish SO many

geeat buildmos™

“Anyoric who did notlive through the 1960;
sm\"ly cannot reatize iow important his al-
bums seained then,” New York Times ciitic
John Reckwell has writen, “They defined a
community.” What Dylan’s concents offer
now, besides the occasional flash of bril-
lance, is a chance to commune once more.

That is why, on the steps of the Lincoln
Memonial where 30 yeurs ago Manin Luther

King dicamed hi cmdrc:nn.l)y):m'sshiun—
bling “Chimes of {icedom” guve William Jef-
ferson Clinton and his wile Hillary such
obvious delight while 12-year-old Chelsea|
looked fiankly perplexed.” The times have
changed: Dylan’s presence among us is now
mosily symbotic. Like Clinton before Arling-
ton’s eternal flame, we go this week to pay
| homage. |

Bob Dylax plays at Hammersmith Odeon on
7.9 and 11-13 February. Liz Thomson co-
cdited “The Dylan Companion” (Macmillan)

Homer, the slut
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SPELLBINDING: whatever sti

have to admii that at this Iate stage
of the zame, my love of Bab Dyian
has become something of a guilty
Pleasure. Dylan is down to his last
eighth-of-an-inch of vaice; the
|nasal' whine that has earned him derisive
|parody since the beginning of his career is
now nothing but a scratchy kazoo. His
live performances are erratic, his albums
hit or miss, his recent telcvision appear-
ances often unqualified disasters. And yet
for me, his concert last week at Beverly's
Endicott College and his new album, the
solo acoustic Good As [ Been to You
|(Columbia), only confirm his continued
status as one of the few pop stars who r2-
ally matter.

1’m not sure how much of this has e do
with music, but that’s the nature of pop,
swhere the musical and the extramusi
iplay an equal hand. Consider Elvis's iirst
45s and his hip-shaking TV appearances,
Pete Townshend smashing his guitar,
John Lydon’s rotten tecth, Madonna’s in-
llelible hit singles — you name it. And
isuch fripperies aren’t limited to rock.
Sonny Rollins once recalled, as a youthiul
\inspiration, sitting in the audience at the
\Apollo Theatre and savoring the shine of
Buddy Tate's shoes.

Dylan embodies these art-versus-image
contradictions as surely as he denies
them. “A lot of people were coming out to
see the 'legend,” " he says of one period of
his touring, “and I was trying to just get
on stage and play music.” But he's aware
of, and proud of, his place in pop history.
So his flight from his own fame is part of
the game of lollowing him.

For ncarly as long as he’s been making
records, Dylan has been fighting his im-
age as well as enjoying it — trying to rec-
oncile stardom and his own undisguised
lambition with the desire to be an artist, to
forge an uncompromisable personal vision
and still be a hit-maker with popular ap-
peal. Rather than undercutting his
uehievements, that tension has contribut.
'fcd to his conlinued vitality.

Take his current modus operandi, “the
never-cnding tour,” which amounts to as
many as 120 dutes a yenr anid yet takes
place virtually in secrat — at collcgus and
in small halls, The tour hes been Eomg on
since 1988, regardiess of whether Dylan
has a new album to plug.

At Endicott, he performed in a tent.
Cars were parked up and down the windy,
narrow Route 127 that runs through Bev-
erly. The promoters,-in- & decision that
bordered on criminally inept, tried to han-
dle the hundruk of out-of-town credit-

s\.;.---

?% :
Dylan still d:
he devﬂs of

ps he might make, Dylan is always expressive, giving passionate yet dignified readings.

card purchases with onc guy manning a
shoebox at a bridge table. Ushers tried to
uphold the no-re-entrance rule for pa-
trons who left the tent. In the middle of
Mclissa Ferrick's opening set, a woman in
the audience had what appeared to be an
epileptic seizure and had to be removed
by security and paramedics, adding to the
confusion as the standing-room-only
crowd filed in.

At first a major star in such an unlikely
context seemed incongruous, Bur cventu-
ally the pieces fit: the country setting, the
fried-dough stands, the amateurish pro-
duction. It was a county fair, and Bob Dy-
lan just happened to be the “entertain-
ment.”

This is as close as Dylen can come o
anonymity, to being nothing more than
local talent, which seems his goul. Consid-
er his recent “30th Anniversary” pay-per-
view tribute concert at Madison Square
Garden, where Sinéad O'Connor's ap-
pearance made more news than his did.
Although that concert re-established the
authority of his original body of work,
Dylan, true to his ornery form, has fol-
lowed it with the release of Good As [
Been to You, a collection of songs whose
writer credits are only “traditional/public
domain.”

And yet his futile pursuit of anonymiry
reaps unexpected rewards on the new
recording, and it paid off at Endicott. Un-
like recent tours and TV appearances, this
one found him hatless, in a brown jacket
and plaid shirt, and if you were at the
back of the tent it was eerie how much he
looked like his old self — slim rather than
overstuffed. Even that bush of brown hair
cut a 1965 profile.

The band lit into the pessimistic world
view of “Trouble” (from 1981's Shot of
Love) as a sprightly country two-step.
This was not the lean guitar-rock band of
last year's Grammy appearance but an
adaptable two-drummer unit who could
shift from country/bluegrass arrange-
ments with pedal or lap-stcel guitar, up-
right bass, and Dylan on acouslic (sirum-
ming “She Belongs to Me”), to a roaring
three-clectric-guitar front line (“Highway
61 Revisited”). There was cven solo
acoustic Dylan at mid set (“Mama, You
Been-on My Mind,” “Boots of Spanish
Leather”) and in the encore (“[t Ain't Me,
Babe™).

Dylan and the band zigzagged through
his career in the 18-song, two-hour per-
formance, from “Don't Think Twice; Jt's
All Right” (1965) to “Unbelicvable”
(1990), from “Magyic's Farm™ (1063) to

“What Good Am 1?” (1989). Through it
all, Dylan plucked muscular acoustic
leads, led the band on hazardous turns
through extended mid-song instrumentals
and semi-improvised codas, and (surprise
of surprises) articulated lyrics cleanly and
with passion, making you forget that
croak of a kazoo when he bore down on a
word ("We never did too much talkin’
anyway”) or rushed shead of the beat
("When you wakc up in the mornin’,
baby, look inside your mirror/You know [
won'T be next to you, you know [ won't be
near”).

t's the nature of the current Dylan
watch that when you react 1o a perfor-
manees with delight, it’s difficult to know
whether you're responding out of honest
pleasure or simply out of relief. (“He's not
senile! He can still do it!”) But at Endi-
cott, Dylan showed a combination’ of as-
surance and offhandedness that was —
there’s no other way to put it — -swing-
ing. It was swing not merely as a rhythmic
concept (though it was that, too) but as
part of the music's disciplined spontane-
ity. You could hear it in the gzntle lope of
“She Belongs to Me”™ or in the winding
journey of “Mr. Tambourine Man,” in the
rising intensity of each verse and of Dy-
lan's harp solo, and in the attention to dy-
namics throughout,

If swing does anything, it focuses your
attention on the moment, and in these
pcrformanccs all clse melted away. Noth-
ing mattered but the song and cach un-
folding event it contained. That’s what
Good As I Been to You is about, with Dy-,
lan the only musician, singing and accom-
panying himself on acoustic guitar and
harmonica.

The songs on the album will be unfa-
miliar to most listeners, except perhaps
for the blues standard “Sittin’ on Top of
the World” and the children’s folk song
"Froggie Went a-Courtin® "(!). There’s a
song of lovers® betrayal in the Old West
(“Frankic and Albert"), a rocked-out boo-
gic (“Step Tt Up and Go") and a mean
blues (“You’re Gonna Quit Me"), a
“Goodnight Irene”—style dancehall lament
("Tomorrow Night™), and Depression-cra
folk ("Hard Times").

But the dominant mood is sct by the
ancient romantic ballads of love and vio-
lence: “Arthur McBride,” about 18th-cen-
tury Irish draft dodgers; “Canadee-1-O,”
about a young fcmale ship stowaway; “Jim
Jones,” about a convict ship; “Blackjack
Davie,” who's the secret lover who lives
on in a wayward wife’s imagination; and
cven the storv of a “lock of Hearts”—stvle

Hmsf@ guitar,
unraye

1..‘

uu*v Wl lh

con man named “Diamond Joe.”

Thesc songs are from the tradition of
British and Ccltic romantic balladry. It’s
the same tradition you can hear 'n th=
high-school classic “The Highwayman™ by
Alfred Noyes, in Dylan’s rendition of
“House Carpenter” (from last vear's
Bootleg Series box), or on much of Join
Wesley Harding.

Dylan’s musicianship is technically un-
cven. His diction gocs in and out of focus,
his guitar playing, though forceful and
rich in detail, hits its share of clinkers, But
the performance is spellbinding. Whatever
the slips, Dylan is always expressive, giv-
ing passionate yet dignified readings, the
repeated melodies and choruses following
cach character to his or her inexerable
fate, He plays “Froggiec Went a-Courtin -~
straight, and his reading brings out the
creepiness inherent in so much children’s
traditional folk music.

What all these songs have in common is
their tale-like quality, their existence, be-
fore their moral or social implications or
didactic purpose, as good storics. They're
told by the traveling storyteller, the
troubadour. In other words, they’re the
songs Mr. Tambourine Man might sing.

The record and the Endicott appear-
ance, as well as Dylan’s comments to
Richard Hilburn in the Los Angeles Tines
early this year, help bring his bedeviled
career into focus. In the Hilburn piece,
he often makes comparisons 10 troupers
like B.B. King and Willie Nelson. When
he compares himself to Hank Williams,
it's" not ‘to position himsclf in the pan-
theon. (He's already there.) What he's
been doing, Dylan says, might not be
“great,” but it's his own. Hank had a par-
ticular way with sad songs, Willic has a
way with bitter songs, and Dylan has his
thing with rhyme and “the forming of
lines,”

Perceived that way, Dylan is just anoth-
er craltsman plying his trade, putting out
albums with seasonal regularity, good or
bad, year after year. Or touring, not as in-
tensely as B.B. and Willie but more often
than the U2 or Guns N’ Roses jugger-
nauts. The performances, the albums, be-
come not special events but stages in the
cevolution of a body of work.

Such an attitude guarantees that, good
or bad, sloppy or secure, Dylan's work
will always be vital. Disscct the legend
when I'm gone, he's saying. In the mean-
time, he'll do his ornery damnedest to
make sure nothing — not fife, not legend,
not pay-per-view — gets hetween the au-
dicnce, or himself,-and his songs.

Homer,
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ichard Williams's Dylan: A man called
RAllas- is a survey of Dylan’s career lav-

ishly illustrated with photographs. The
book is expressly ~ and refreshingly - not an
attempt to spcak of Dylan’s life apart from the
public domain. What is also refreshing about the
history is its sobriety of tone. It is this restraint
which contrasts so well with previous works of a
similar kind. in 1984, for example, Jonathan
Cott saturated his illustrated Dylan with arange
of altusions from Baudelaire to Kierkegaard, as
if the constant importing of famous (and some
rather less famous) names would somehow legi-
timize Dylan as a serious subject.

Williams is less desperate and much less
starry-eyed: “There have been mediocre rec-
ords and worse gigs and a terrible movie,
and . . . some regrettable behaviour too”. But
admiration of Dylan's work, while not blindly
and embarrassingly paraded, is implicit
throughout the book. It is not Williams's pur-
pose to give close readings of those kinds of
Dylan lyric that demand such reading. But we
are taken steadily through the many phases of
Dylan’s public life. Williams recreates the at-
mosphere of Cold War anxiety and Civil Rights
anger that was articulated in Dylan's earlier

HARD RAIN: A DYLAN COMMENTARY
by Tim Riley
Knopf, hardcover, $23.00

With Hard Rain, Boston-area writer and
radio commentator Tim Riley docs for Bob
Dylan what he did with his previous book,
Tell Me Why, for the Beatles. That is, Rilcy
offers an cxtensive, even exhaustive, in-
depth account/analysis of Dylan’s carecr,
focusing mainly on the singer/songwriter’s
most important and lasting legacy, his songs.
The foci of various other Dylan books, such
as “Dvlan the Person,” “folk singer/rock
star,” “celebrity,” etc., all but completely
give way in this volume to the single focus of
“Dylan the Artist.”

In Tell Me Wiy, Riley offered a song-by-
song, picce-by-picce analysis of the Beatles’
carcer and work that was more than pene-
trating — dissecting would be the best overall
description. The book drew mixed reviews,
some praising Riley's detailed knowledge
and elemental underslfmding of the Beatles
and their music, others characterizing the
author’s account as “dry” and “self-indul-
gent.”

In Hard Rain, Riley’s overall approach is
more effective, perhaps because the nature
of Dvlan from the beginning as a more top-
ica)lv-oriented singer/songwriter (than any
o thie Beatles in their individual songwriting
cfiorts) is more condusive 10 such a deeply
analvtical dissertation. Throughout the
book. the author covers ncarly every possi-
ble base in describing not only virtually every
Dylan songavailable on record—{rom
singles and afbum trucks to compilation-sct
cuts and appcarances on other artists’
recordings —but also film and TV projects
and appcarances, book projects, elc., virtu-
aliv everything ever offered for public/medina
consumption from Dylan in his career. It's
nothing less than an all-out feat for Dylan
fans. sort of like “Everything you've always
wanted to read about Bob Dylan and his
nusic and more,” though much like in Tell
Ve Wiy, Riley's no-stonec-unturned
sppraach tends o leave dittle or nothing o

Richard Williams

DYLAN
A man called Alias
192pp. Eloomsbury. £18.99.
0747510849

songs. He follows the singer’s shift into a more
complex lyric manner in the mid-1960s through
to the Christian lyrics of the late 70s. He ends by
noting Dylan’s characteristic willingness to
alienate his audiences. At a 1991 concert,
Dylan, just like so many times before, refused to
play his old songs as cxpected: “reducing a fine
melody and an incomparable lyric to an indeci-
pherable racket”.

Dylan has always liked rackets. Williams re-
counts a performance given by Dylan and a band
while still at school when the noise they made
was sO excruciating that “the principal ran
backstage and told the janitor to cut the electri-
city”. That was, of course, in thé 1950s, and
something of the quality of those times, and of
Dylan’s reaction to that quality, is conveyed by
the photographs in this book.

the reader’s own imagination.

Still, Riley’s display of writing sKkill,
exhaustive research, insightful analysis and
reverence for his subject is amazing. The
baok is perhaps at its strongest in the various
accounts of Dylan’s songs, where the author
describes when and under what conditions
they were coniposed and what they're saying
(to Riley an other music critics).

In the claborate context of the book,

‘memorable quotes are many. Some of the

most notable include Riley's description of
Dylan’s “development from a political
polemicist 10 a minstrel mystic,” and the
author’s description of one of Dylan’s leg-
endary first-take studio sessions as “gut-
charged music-making without a net.” I a
particularly strong portion of the book’s
third chapter, Riley culls the landmark
Blonde On Blonde album “a sprawling
abstraction of cccentric blues revisionism,”
then offers perhaps one of the more insight-
ful and welt-stated accounts/analyses of the
album to date.

Riley covers Dylan’s work and career
chronolagically, but consistently cross-refer-
ences individual songs, albums, appear-
ances, ¢te,. back and Torth and thus avoids
the divness o1 a typical chronology-bio
piece. The author is clearly in admiration of
his subject’s artistry and overall carcer, but is
not afraid to scom critically when necessary,
slamming albums such as 1970°s Self-Portrait
and '80’s Saved, for instance. Riley also
offers ample space to discussing not only the
subtle differences between alternate ver-
sions of Dylan’s own recordings, but also the

similarities between his writing and that of

David Bowie, Van Morrison and, of course,
Lennon and McCartney, among others.

In all, Riley's treatment of Dylan and his
music can get both devoted and casual fans

of the singer to appreciate him anew. Typi-
cally enough, however, even at the cad of a
book such as thiz Dyvlan still remains rather
enigmatic,

Matt Whorf

There is a 1959 high-school photograph of the
young Dylan here, round-faced, with neatly
cropped hair and an upright, conformist gaze in
his eyes. It is a picture which emblematizes the
narrow, mainstream ideology of the times and
which contrasts vividly with the subsequent
weird guises adopted by the man, from the
black-clothed acid-freak of 1966 to the haggard
gypsy look of recent years. Itis as though Dylan
is in permanent exile from the clean-cut kid
imaged in the 1959 photograph.

That stance of exile has lost some of the force
it had in the 1960s and 70s. Many (by no means
all) of the things which Dylan and others like
him had to fight for are now simply taken for
granted by many people. In some ageas of the
political sphere Dylan has been superseded.
When he was protesting at racism against black
Americans and singing at Martin Luther King
rallies in the 1960s, he was protesting as a white.
Now we hear the black voice more directly in the
aggression of, say, rap music. But Dylan helped
to clear the ground, and there are, in any case,
many Dylan lyrics about the condition of exile
which do notdate inthe same way.

AIDAN DAY

STEPHEN SCOBIE: “Alias Bob Dylan”
(Red Deer College Press, £9.95; distributed
in UK. by Book Systems Plus Lid., The
Warchouse, Old Mead Road, Elsenham, |
Bishop’s Stortford, Herts CM22 6JN)

Yost-modernist criticism Anally “hes ob
Dylan via this enterlaining, often enlightening
tome by a Canadian academic. His theme is
Dylan's use of dual identities in his writing —
beginning with his adoption of an alternative
name at the start of his career, and Lhen tack-
ling his deliberately erratic use of personal
pronouns in his ‘love’ songs, his confusion
between God and a lover in his ‘born again’ songs,
his cunning slide between role-playing and,
autobiography in the weighty ‘Renaldo And
Clara’ movie, and his (as usual) subversion of
every literary and musical cliché on offer. .

Scobie succeeds where most critics fail by
making his post-modernist critique readable;
equally importantly, he only rarely seems Lo twist
the material Lo suit his theories. His analysis of
‘Renaldn And Clara' is particularly striking, but
that's far from the book’s only strength, and
Scobie's treatment of the duality theme in the
entire corpus of Dylan’s work is far more con-
vincing than Aidan Day’s efforts in the same
area in “Jokerman”. Only the attempts to make
literal, narrative sense out of such tangled tales
as “Lily, Rosemary Aud The Jack Of Hearts” and
“Brownsville Girl” strain the imagination. Some
stories are hetter left half-told. (PD)
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BOB DYLAN: “Saved”

(Columbia CD 32742) (43.01)

On November 1st 1979, the re-born Bob Dylan
began a U.S. tour at the Fox Warfield Theatre in
San Francisco. Performing not a single song from
his pre-"79 catalogue, he appalled the critics: the
‘San Francisco Chronicle’ reckoned the show was
“banal, uninspired and inventionless”.

The problem? Dylan was touring evangelical
Christianity, which for the diehard liberals in
his audience was one piece of free-thinking too
many. The irony? Dylan was singing better than
he ever had before. The tour continued until
February, broke off for six weeks, and then re-
sumed in Toronto in April, when Dylan delivered
the most impassioned performances of his entire
career. Forget the Albert Hall in ’66 — those are
the shows every Dylan fan should wish he had
seen.

The strangest twist of a bizarre episode was

that Dylan used the first week of his mid-tour
|lay-off to record “Saved” — universally greeted
as the worst album of his career. From its dread-
ful cover art to its depressingly flat production,
the LP convinced those who hadn’t been at the
Fox Warfield or in Toronto that Christianity had
sapped Dylan’s creative spirit.

Looking back with distant hindsight, “Saved”
includes some great Dylan songs — notably “Sav-
ing Grace”, “In The Garden” and “Covenant
Woman” — but few great vocal performances.
There are moments, like the “pinebox” line on
“Saving Grace”, where Bob nears the emotional
depths of the Toronto shows; mostly, though, his
singing is as deadpan as the production. The
mixture of joy and terror that fires the Toronto
renditions of “When He Returns” or “Covenant
Woman” is never matched on this album. Small
surprise that critic Paul Williams felt so dis-
turbed by the gulf between the live “Saved” and
|its studio counterpart that he devoted a booklet
to the subject, aptly titled ‘Dylan — What

Happened?. (PD)
BOB DYLAN: “Knocked Out Loaded”
(CBS 467040 2) (85.36)

Another Dylan album, another enigma.
“Knocked Out Loaded” is dominated by the epic
“Brownsville Girl”, a two-hour arthouse movie
scripted by Dylan and Sam Shepard and
compressed into eleven remarkable minutes. It's
a song about identity, mistaken and lost; about
{the mysteries of fame; and about this movie
Dylan saw one time starring Gregory Peck. Dylan
hadn’t cut anything as powerful or mysterious in
years,

To reach “Brownsville Girl”, though, you
have to sit through some leaden R&B, a sickly
remake of Kris Kristofferson’s “They Killed
Him”, and a ham-fisted arrangement of Dylan’s
own “Driftin’ Too Far From Shore”. Sounding for
all the world like a contract-filler, nailed together
from scraps of firewood, “Knocked Qut Loaded”
has no internal unity, and even its most enjoy-
able moments, like “Under Your Spell” (co-written
with, of all people, Carole Bayer Sager), are
tarnished by what's gone before. Shame CBS
didn’t make a CD single out of “Brownsville Girl”
and leave the rest of this album in the vaults
where it belongs. (PD)

BOB DYLAN
GREATEST HITS VOL 2
EEEEE

|LIVE AT THE BUDOKAN
EERES

(Sony 4712432/4, 4678502/4)
Originally released only in
mainland Europe, 1967's
Greatest Hits Vol 2 comprises 12
tracks, culled from 1964's The
Freewheelin’ Bob Dylan onwards.
Blonde On Blonde features
heavily, as well it might, with
Rainy Day Women Nos 12 & 35,
Leopard Skin Fill Box Hat, Just
Like A Woman and perhaps his
finest pop mom:nt of all, / Want
You. There’s not a Auff track in
sight, and it's just the *hing for
those who reckon he w “uever
the same after the 1966
Motorbike accident.

Live At Budokan was origina
intended for Japanese release
only back in 1979, but after a
spate of bootlegs it came out
here, reaching number 4 in the
album charts. A double CD, it
features 22 tracks, from Mr
Tambourine Man and Like A
Rolling Stone to Is Your Love In
Vain, all captured perfectly. The
Budokan was the ideal place to
record gigs: Cheap Trick also put
together a top class live album
there. Dylan’s Live At Budokan is
virtually a Best Of, and is thus
worth having. It's also important
1o be reminded, after his recent
patchy UK performances, that
there have been times when he's
got it spot on and no mistaking.
(CN)

O A Thin Man before; Henry

BOB DYLAN: “Greatest Hits 2”

(Columbia 471243 2) (57.06)

As its track listing confirms — nothing later
than 1966 — “Greatest Hits 2" was a hurried
| follow-up to the first volume, designed by Dutch

CBS to cover for Dylan's post-motorbike crash
silence. It didn’t appear in Britain or America,
where CBS waited until 1971 to compile the
double-LP “More Greatest Hits’ (already out on
mid-price CD). Its relevance in Dylan’s history is
pretty minimal, but casual buyers will enjoy its
mix of “Blonde On Blonde” cuts and '63-'65
acoustic tracks, while true obsessives will
salivate over the pair of ’66 live photos in the
booklet. (PD)

BOB DYLAN
Greatest Hits Volume 2
{Sony iba}

An ltallan release from 1967,
which may account for the
cheap, bootleg-like cover and
the incorrect ‘Absolute Sweet
Mary' (sic) on the sleeve. The
end of his angry young Bob
phase is captured with an in-
congruous ‘Masters Of War’
and 'Chimes Of Freedom’;
1elsewhere, his electric hipster
|allusiveness and fermented in-
|vective is paraded In a fine mix
of Blonde On Blonde and High-
way 61 Revisited material.

It's a snapshot of one of
rock'n'roli's artistic paragons,
embracing the fluld sting of
‘Just Like Tom Thumb's Biues’,
the deranged swagger - of
‘Ralny Day Women' and the
searing farewell of ‘One Of Us
Must Know'. Bob himself has
seldom bettered these songs.

With such formidable compi-
lations as Biograph and the
Boolleg serles on the market,
true fans will consider this small
beer. But for anyone who has

Each Imaginary tribule corries the ‘KOI'SGI imitates octor Waller
same highs and lows; some Brennas on Just like Tom Thumb's
wonderlul cuts, some absolwlaly  Blues (which the cover lisis s

only heard him mangle these
classics in a recent live show
and wonders what all the fuss

VARIOUS ARTISTS dire ones, some by arlislsyou've  |Tombstone Blues, oh deor); Mooser is about, Greatest Hits Volume
Outlow Blues Volume Twe; "ever heord of. Outlaw Blues Ipararm a sirangely worm 2is a good primer, but better to
|A Tribute To Bob Dylan Volume Twa is no exceplion. Pasilively Fourth Street and ditlo for go directly to the albums it

draws on. @ 8 Gavin Martin

MAGINARY IItCD 040 Grean On Red's Chuck Prophet | Swangelove on Molorfsycho

jproves his recenl solo success wos  Nitemore. For letminol indie
no fluke with a sensitive reading of 1ockers and hardcore

bandoned love: Calamily Jane  Dylanologists anly. # #
obviously have never heard Ballod i Griffin
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COVER STAR:
SALLY GROSSMAN

“Everyone loves me
for that cover.” Sally
Grossman  {aughs
with just a hint of reservation. “I used to tease Bob
about it because people just referred to me in rela-
tion to the photo, and for a while, I thought, Will
this be the only thing in my life that happens? It
docsn’t disturb me any more, but it was over-
whelming at the time.”

The sleeve photograph was shot at the house of
Sally and her husband, Albert, Dylan's manager at
the time. She recalls CBS wanted a female on the
cover. and Dylan, who was staying with the couplc.
asked her. “1 was handy, I guess. The chaise we
were sitting on was a present from Mary Travers,
and the array of things around us was just stuff. Bob
asscmbled, things he liked, including our Persian
cat. We just sat there for hours while the photogra-
pher snapped. Bob was pretty casy going - he was
into the symbofism of all those gathered objects. It
was pretty comfortable at the time. We were in our
living room, after all.”

The sleeve became something of a cause celébre
for vears after: “I remember being in London.
standing in a crowd. and overhearing a conversa-
tion where somcone was saying that the photo was
Bob Dylan in drag. 1 think we both had sharp
angles 1o our faces. But that particulac rumour
went everywhere.”

Sally Grossman’s aflfection for the record poces
deeper than her pictorial involvement with it

*Yeah, that's always been a favourite album of

minc. There arc a lat of great songs on
there but 1 love the fact that Mr
Tambourine Man was on il. That song,
was pretty significant 1o me, enough to
titke me on a trip when Dhear it

Everswhere Alhert went, so did
Sally: 1 didn’t officially work but 1 was
alwavs there.” Having split with Dylan
after the motorevele accident of 1966,
Grossman continsed to manage Peter,
Paul & Mary. adding The Band. Janis
Joplin and Todd Rundgren to his roster,
but gradually got out of management to
start Bearsville Records and Studio, in
1970 in Woodstock, New York State.
When Grossman died in 1976, Sally
thought she should “try and continue
what he'd stanted, 10 take advantage of
it. We've been lucky — we've had the
best of clients.”

In recent vears, REM.. The B-52,
Living Colour, Cher, Mctallica and
Suzanne Vega, among others. have
signed the haoks. The label ceased activ-
ity in 1984 bt five vears later, Sally
opencd The Bemsville Theatre which
her husband  had  designed. =il
Graham said not to doit. because it was
only a 3M-seater, which was cconomi-
cally impossible, but it's so interesting,”
she enthuses. ~Its designed in such a
way that you cansit in the bar and watch
and talk. but not disturb the audicace. An Equity
theatre uses it for maost of the sammer, but we have
music shows. Lindsay Buckingham is coming up,
and we've had Donald Fagen and Phoche Snow
recently.

=1 feel good about it 1 like to do something

where 1 live. something musical and positive,
Music is a way to reach a lot of people, after all.
Camille Paglia said the US should reward
rack’n’roll, because where it poes, demacracey fol-
Jows. 1'm not sure shout that. bt T de believe in
nisic, and that's why Fisiill working with it

Dylan; unofficial live -

*Sony can‘t sell an album of Bob Dylan
searching for his muse,” we wrote last month as
a prelude to our survey of Dylan's official live
releases, "but baolleggers can.”: No sooner hed
‘thoés Words been vert to the printers ihan there
arrived Loy mf-.dﬁ'% boolieg Dylsn CDs which
‘prove it pé Pl = e L LT SR
pmms ﬁrgldwaaﬁo!den\laﬂﬂv' an 18-track
‘collection of radtonal’ songs taken from the
Never-Ending Tour. Originally annaunced (yes,
bootlepgers hava press releases too) as “Bob
Dylan Sings Trad”, the COD concentrales an the
acoustic perlormances which have been a
consistent delight In Dylan’s live shows over {he
lasi six years.

Not all the songs are, in truth, traditional —
*That Lucky OF Sun”, for one — and the quality

of the sound, as well as the parlormances, varles,
but “Golden Vanity” s slill more listenable than
any Dylan live set CBS have Issued over the
last decade.

Then there's “Solid Rack” — a two-CD sel
recorded In Toronto in 1980. As mentioned last
month, the Toronto shows weare recorded and
Mmed for possible live release, but CBS tumed
down a saven-liack LP oflsred to them by Dylan,

- Whoaver made thal declslon must have had

hearing problems, as the Toronto performance is
simply the most magnificent live Dylan recording
I've ever heard. Il the concept of religlous passion
balites you, then Fslen to "When He Returns”,
the unreleased "Ain't Gonna Go To Hell* and
*Slow Train". Assuming CBS still have the original
lapes, they should forget the 1966 boxed set and
plump for Toronto instead. And an official release
for the video of the show wouldn'l go amiss
either. (PD)

Lenciman 10t Amniversary "IV Special,
Like A Rolling Stone, and 1 met him and was
really shocked to find out that he was an
admirer of my songs and was very nice. So

when 1 recorded Boots Of Spanish Leather, |
Bl scnt it off 1o him and told him what we were
fidoing with this album and he went away for
il a vacation for threce weeks and came back and

Bob Dytan To folkies he has been Judas

JT: u get Bob Dyl
play on Boots Of Spanish Leather? Did you
know him?

NG: 1methim last year - I was asked to
comec and sing harmony (or him for a David

alled and asked if we would maybe like

some hanmmonica on it, and we were thrilled
becanse [ would have never thought of asking
him. Everyonc elsc 1 knew [ asked, but Bob
Dylan’s sort of an icon that you don't think
of asking 1o do anything. Also he didn't put

harmonica on his original version of the

song, so il was quilc nice to have that
difference, to have him put harmonica on.

since he went electric, but discovering
Jesus disgusted even your average godiess
fan. In 1978 he became a fundamentalist
Christian after Our Lord appeared in his
sitting room. An evangelical — and awful ~
album followed, as did religious rethinks.
But one belief stays consistent: Apocalypse
Soon. “It’s all in the Book of Revelations.”
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A 1
I'VE ALWAYS ARGUFD THAT A PRODUCER
must serve the artist and the arrisc's proj-
cct, so when Bob Dylan said he wanted
me to produce his new album, [ wasn't
troubled chat he was primarily folk rock,
whereas I was Ra&:B. He'd gone through
his acoustic trip, his clectric trip, his
Nadnille Skyline crip, and now was inter-
ested in keyboards, background vocals,
hoens and big texeures — the polished
R&B sound. He had the songs ready and
nceded only dhe rght musical contexe.

When Dylan walked into the control
room at Cherokee Stydio, everyone
backed off, forming a cordon sanitaire
around him, No one spoke until he did, so
powerful was his aura, :

That afternoon in Cherokee, Bob told
ne he'd been writing on the piana. Since
Dylan famously composed on guitar, I
was intrigued. He walked over to the
piano and played a serics of chord pro-
guessions with the enthusiasm of a child. I
thought it was great, Then, back in New
York a few weeks later, Bob asked me to
produce his next album. L alerted tny man,
coproducer Bacry Beckeet. Naturally, 1
wanted to do the album in Muscle Shoals
— as Bob did — but we decided to prep it
in L.A., where Bob lived. That's when I
learned what the songs were about: born-
again Christians in the old corral.

[ was surprisced. Bue T'd prosluce Bob

Dylan singing the Yeilow Pages il that's
vihat he wanted. Besides,  liked the irony
of Boby coming to me, the Wandering Jew,
to get the ﬁcsus feel. Ouce he saw his ser-
monizing had no eflect on this dyed-in-
the-wool atheist, everything was cool.
Beckete and [ had just come off a suc-
cessful production for Dire Straits,
whose album Contmmnigué was gerting
tave reviews. Mack Knopfler was still
very much on my mind when I scarced
rehearsing with Dylan. I thought Mark
and his drummer, Pick Withers, would
be perfect supplements to Bob's sound,
new elements both to stimulate and coin-
plemene. Matk's vocal phrasing is deeply
influenced by Dylan, and his subtle gui-
tac wastery, [ was certain, would inspire
and push Bob in a couple of different
directions, Bob dug the idea. "Mack does

“Dylan and Wexler m 1972 during

a Doug Sahm session. In 1979,
Dyl and Wexler made
‘Slow Train Coming.’

me better than anybody,” hie said. Seill,
doing Dylan was wicky, He canie to me
because e wanted the sonacity he'd
heard in Arethia and Otis as opposed to
those hard-scrambling, Woody Guthrie,
guitar-on-your-back, out-of-tune, see-
you-down-the-line, thirteen-and-a-half-
measure, out-of-time pheases. I have
always belicved that Dylan's "mistakes,”
his imperfections, were part of his pecu-
liar gift, his naturaluess of expression.
Slick, seamless Dylan wouldu't have been
any good, satisfying neither him nor the
demands of his singular voice.

Bob began playing and singing alung
with the musicians. We were in the first
stages of building rhythm acrangements;
it was too soon for him to sing, but he sang
on every take anyway. I finally persuaded
him to hold off on the vocals until later,
when the acrangements were in shape and
the players could place their licks around
— not against — Bob.

In Muscle Shoals, Bob was uncomfort-
able wearing headphones, and I could see
that the thing still hadn't come together.

*Everyone get together on the floor,” |
suggested, moving the musicians out of
their isolation booths, "Pull up chaits and
face each other.”

There was tons of leakage — a killee
deteiment to decent recording — but 1
knew I needed them to be clustered to
find the groove. I had Steve Melton, the
engineer, roll the quacter-inch tape, and
when he bitched about the leakage, I had
no time to explain because now the boys
were jam:ming, I'd asked Mack Knopller
to play like Albert King, not Mark
Knopfler, and the pickers were cooking.
Now | had them hurry back o their
booths, put on phones and play along to
the cough tape. Soon they locked into
the groove, and we tumed ofl the quarter-
inch, [ had them stop for four or five
silent beats, then Barry counted off, and
kinetic memory kicked in. Now we had
the groove — with the right separation
and definition. From then on, we burned.
In a wecek's timne, using this method, we
finished the chythin teacks and Bob com-
pleted his vocals.

Boly called the cecord Slow Tram
Coming. It was a hit, the single “Goua
Seeve Somebady.” [ also goc Bob his fist
Grammy = for Best Male Rock Voeal
Petformance, When he wondvied what wo
wear to the awards, Lsaid, "Why don't you
all get the latese tuxedos and look fine?”
When the curtain went up on Bob Dylan
and his ragamuflins in their formal wear,
the Dorothy Chandler erupted. ]

Rousra Stone (ISSIN 01033-791X} is pubilished biweek-
Yy — encept in July and at year’s end, when two issues
are combined and published as double issues — by
Straight Arrow Publishers ne, 1290 Avenue of the
Amceticay, New York, NY 10104, Canafian Gooads and
Service Tax Repgiswation flo R12704133%, 1 he sub
scriptian prive i FE Y9 (ar one year and $IBY5 fw e

years Lhe Cavadian subsaription o e s $1100 for one
year, inclling GS'T. Second class pusiape paid at Hew
York, New York, and additional ninling offices. In

Canada, entered at Windsar, Onracia. Postaasren:
Send addresy changes 10 Rotring Stone, PO Box
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EDITOR’S HI-FI CRAP...

A review of Bob Dylan's Good As I Been To
You album in your December issue has just
been brought to my attention. Abuse has a
strong tradition in the arts; Beethoven once
called a critic “Asshole, you double-bar-
relled asshole™, a sentiment which one
might think your reviewer in this Instance
might appreciate. Such abuse as this review
contained nerely undermines the force of
any argument being presented.

You, sir, have performed a disservice to
vour readers by publishing such a diatribe.
The album is full of the most sensitive and
Ivrical artistry and although one might ques-
tion aspects of tasie in Dylan's selection.
surely any fair-minded person would recog-
nise it to be homage 1o his predecassors.

Perhaps I might offer a small piece of
advice? It seems to me the the reviewer's
comments on the sound of Dylan’s voice and
the difficulty of understanding his pronun-
ciation might be solved if better high-fidelity
equipment were to be employed than that
which 1 suspect was available. I suggest for
vionyl LP a Linn Sondek and for compact
disc a machine from Naim Audio might elu-
cidate Dvlan's admittedly dense Minnesota
and tobacco polluted accent.

ith best wishes for vour publication.
Mark Knight, Professor of Violin, Viola and
Chamber Music, Guildhall School of Music
and Drama, London

OR JUST THE EDITOR?

\When I first read lan Anderson’s review of
the new Bob Dylan album, | wondered
whether the man had been on drugs at the
time of reviewing!

However, it now seems to me that he
belongs to those backwoodsmen of the Folk
and Blues tradition — the same attitudes
which exasperated Dvlan in 1965.

All the songs on the new album. with
two exceptions. are traditional and therefore
Public Domain: no need in my book to
acknowledge sources — most versions of
Frankie And Albert follow the Mississippi
John Hurt version, but [ don't recollect any
acknowicdgement — but if Anderson is seri-
ously expecting Dylan to provide info or
liner notes. he must be expecting miracles:
Dvlan hasn't done that since 1963. and that
was through a third person.

Although | am a Dylan aficionado. | have
been critical of some poor material e.g. Down
In The Groove. Knocked Out. Loaded and
Self Portrait spring readily to mind. Yet | find
this new one the best for vears, including Oh
Mercy. and he should have done an acoustic
album a long time ago. Don’t forget Mr
Anderson, these were first takes, no
rehearsals, and although there are flaws in his
tuning, the guitar work is worthy of praise.

I am a groat supportor of Faglish folk
music, and Nic Jones and Martin Carthy par-
ticularly, but it's not up te Dylan to provide
them with means of income, whatever their
fortunes: Dylan's legacy surpasses most con-
temporary artists; I think he’s paid his dues.

You say Dvlan is a fucked-up, washed-
out talent, a has-been — well Mr. Anderson,
release an album of vours against one of
Dylan’s and I believe the result would be
conclusive - Mr. Never-were. Pratt!!

Dave James. Bristol

Eulogising about unrehearsed, out of
tune, first takes? Must say something for
vour laste. or your gullibilitv. Another
resounding success for the Marketing
Department? B.AY.
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Going where the
music takes you

"A city 'break won't” tost the
earth if you go via one of the
concert tour packages for

rock fans. Michael Gray hits

HREE YEARS apo [ flew from Gatwick

to catch Bab Dylan in Paris, courtesy

of Mead-Gold, they threw in three

nights’ hotel in the Moulin Rouge red-
light district. In 1991 I flew from Manchester
to see Sinatra in Antwerp, care of Live! In Eu-
rope — this included two nights’ hotel on the
motorway's edge near Ghent, plus a Bruges
day-trip. Now, with London Calling Music, it's
Paris again, Dylan again, but travelling (gulp)
by coach. Leaving (ch God) at midnight.

Still, the omens are good. The leaflet sug-
gests a thought-out itinerary which recog-
nises that people want time for Paris as well
as for their concert:

“We depart on the Sunday evening . . . ar-
riving mid-morning, the'whole of Monday is
free . . . Tuesday is again free, and in the
evening we take you to the concert. . . The fol-
lowing morning . . . etc.” As civilised a sched-
ule as any coach trip could command. The
price is £139 plus €15 insurance; documents,
detailed itinerary and a Paris map should ar-
rive eight days before departure.

Sure enough, this comes on time, again de-
void of brochurespeak but venturing on a
style of its own, plus genuinely useful infor-
mation: “We advise you to change your
money at your local Thomas Cook, although
you can change money at an inferior rate in
Dover, on the ferry or in Paris . . . Within
walking distance of the hotel is a charming
street little known by tourists . . . the restau-
rants here take their names from a famous
French anarchist poem, and we recommend
Le Temps de Cerises (a workers co-operative
restuarant) . . . for those interested we have a
night-time tour of Paris. If you were to go on
an official guided tour it would currently cost
you about £18. Because we sometimes mis-
pronounce things we’re only charging £3. . .
Oh, and just to save our courier answering
the same question 50 times, Jim Morrison is
buried in the Pére Lachaise cemetery!”

So, midnight at Victoria, the double-decker
“executive coach” is there, and we leave on
time. A lofi Dylan concert bootleg plays
repeatedly. Guy, the courier, obviously wrote
the brochure (and runs the company). As we
walit for the boat at Dover he says, “They’'ve
found a hole. They’re just welding it now.”

Sealink must save its oldest, nastiest boat
for these night-crossings: facilities are very

5 L
basic. Within five minutes of sailing, the,
wash-basin in the gents outside the “restau-
rant” is brimful of water and vomit. o

We try the on-board tea and coffee. Thefig
(instant) tea starts off just tasting of stewed
tea; then comes a back-taste, oily on the roo
of the mouth. The coffee is worse. Food sci-
entists get paid to create these chemically
sophisticated emetics.

Mike, the driver, was so timid at junc-
tions in south London we wondered how
he'd handle Paris. Now we find his policy
is to avoid it. At 9.30am the city is 26 kilo-
metres away; at 10.05, after touring indus-
trial northern France, we’re 9kms nearer.
Eventually we find the inner ring-road
and, in time, the Hotel Althea Place d’Italie,
which turns out to be modern, clean and
bright: staff helpful, lift efficient, bed com-
fortable. Of course, if you were paying the
advertised room rate, 650 francs, you could
enjoy a much nicer individual hotel, but
these probably don't take block-bookings of
English rock-fans.

Paris Is, as ever, a great city. We oy the
workers' coop restaurant and it proves
worth the recommendation. Bob Dylan's con-
cert is pretty good too, He's at the 500-capacity
Zenith Theatre, one of a complex of halls on a
purpose-built site up at La Villette, in the
city’s north-east corner. A funfair at the en-
trance puts an extra zing in the air. The hall
has raised seats if you want them (if you're
just sightseeing Dylan, ticking off a legend:
Stones? Yep. Presley? Missed him, unfortu-
nately. Dylan? Yep, doing him tonight) but
there’s also a big standing area in front of the
stage . People around me have come up from
Marseille and across from Germany and
Holland for the concert. It's a strikingly
young audience too.

Then the atmosphere is electric and sud-
denly Bob is on, looking calm-centred and
thoroughly pleased to be here. Afterwards, as
the crowd files out, they behave like a New
York audience and unlike a London one; that
is, they discuss the show avidly.

All too soon, it's Wednesday morning and
we’re back on the bus outside the hotel. Four
people are missing. We wait a long time.

“Right. We've found the missing people.
Apparently they're in bed. But they’re going
tobe here in three minutes.”

Groggy people stagger on apologising, and
we leave. The driver knocks half an hour off
the journey out of Paris. Guy says we’ll make
a hypermarket stop at Calais. Had we been
told this earlier it would have saved an early-
morning search for greengrocers and permit-
ted a leisurely last bar-tabac coffee instead. In
the event, we park at a Spar-sized supermar-
ket. The wine is still a bargain.

So is the trip. Do it individually and the
hotel alone will cost you more than the pack-
age. Pity they don’t yet offer air excursions. G
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Bits & Bobs:

gl R CHONCES R e
Tales of Rock 'n’ Roll: Highway 61 Revisited
BBC2, 8.30pm

Highway 61 runs north-soith throglgh the United
States from the Canadian border to New Orleans. It
was famously celebrated in song by Bob Dylan, who
was born in one Highway 61 town and grew up in
another. The road yields many other musical stories.
Eivis Presley lived on Lhe highway for four years, the

reat biues singer Bessie Smith died on it. A discursive,
inconseguential film pults in all these elements, as well
as recalling that Martin Luther King was assassinated
near where Highway 61 passes through Memphis.
The emphasis, however, is on the young Dylan. [f the
potted biography of his carl{ years contains nothin
new, it contributes to a pleasing ramble throug
American popular music,

BRIEFING
Bringing it all back home

BBC2: 8.30 pm Arena - Tales of Rock 'n’ Roll.

A nostalgic trip
down Highway 61

CRITIC’S CHOICE

* Arena - Tales of Rock 'n' Roll

Two teenage voices wail tune-
lessly on a crackly tape.
“That'll sell just like that,”
says one, “10 wmillion in a
week.” This recarding of the
frolics of a youthful Bob
Dylan and his childhood
friend John Bucklen forms
the spine of “Highway 61 Re-
visited”, the final part of
TALES OF ROCK 'N' ROLL
{8.30pm BBC2). They discuas
the thrill of R'n’'B music and
disiniss C&W. As has been
the case throughout this se-
ries, the song acts as a spring-
board for a wider examination
of the singer and his back-
ground, The theme of this
documentary is escape — as
embodied by driving on High-
way 61, which runs from Can-
ada to New Orleans. Jazz and
blues practitioners came up it
from the Deep South, while
Bob Dylan went down it —

fleeing the drabness of Hib-
bing, Minnesota, a town pre-
viously known only as the
birthplace of the Greyhound
Bus. His middle-cizss father
desperately wanted young
Bob to follow him into the ap-
pliances trade, selling cook-
ers and fridges to the good
busghers of Hibbing. But
Dylan (or Zimmerman as he
then was) couldn't wait to get
away. Once he had made it
big in New York — and
named himself after the fash-
ionable poet, Dylan Thomas
— he made no secret of his
disdain for small-town Min-
nesota. Bucklen, who makes
an admirable guide, strikes a
note of regret at the end: “I
never really got to know Bob
Dylan... However, I still
have fond memories of Bob
Zimmerman", ]
JAMES RAMPTON

BBC2: 8.30 - 9.30 pm

The fourth and last in James Marsh’s series about
the origins of classic rock songs and the people who
made them into hits features Bob Dylan's Highway
61 Revisited from the 1960s. The road, long and
undoubtedly dusty in places, runs from New Orleans
to Thunder Bay on Lake Superior and passes Dylan’s
home town of Hibbing in northern Minnesota — Al
Z'Don, editor of the Hibbing Daily Tribune, says, ‘If
you wanted to go to the bright lights and the big city,
you had to go down Highway 61. It was the main route
from Hibbing to where you wanted to go...’

John Bucklen, a teenage companion who drove down
the highway with Dylan to Minneapolis and played
in his first band, has some interesting memories of
the middle-class musician Bob Zimmerman before he
changed his name and entered the legendary sphere
as a protest singer complete with guitar, harmonica
and scowl and the ability to write songs fike Blowin’
in the Wind, Mr Tambourine Man and Masters of War,
sung in a voice that wasn't beautiful but suited the
material perfectly.

We hear Dylan singing Ilighway 61 Revisited

PICK OF THEDAY

TALES OF ROCK N’

. [ )
Watching
ief
Brle ROLL (BBC2, 8.30pm):
Continuing tne series of

Arena: Tales of Rock 'n’ Roll —— Highway documentaries revealing the
61 Revisited. (BBC 2, 8.30pm) US High-  jnspiration behind the lyrics of
way 61 travels down the lenigth of Ameri-  classic rock 'n’ roll numbers,
ca, Irom Canada to New Orleans, pass- Highway 61 Revisited concen-
ing by the bleak and isclated town of trates on Bob Dylan’s famous
Hibbing. Minnesata. (s the route taken album and song. The highway in
by any adventuroys citizen who wanls o question passed by Dylan’s
get away from Hibbing, and it's the road  hometown of Hibbing in North-
[nler calabrated in song by one who did.  ern Minnesota as it stretched
This last programme in Arena’s enter- from Canada to New Orleans.
taining series explores Bob Dylan's John Bucklen, a high-school
home town in the company of his old friend and early collaborator of
high school triend and first musical col- Dylan’s guides us round Hibbing
(‘Abe says, where do you want this killin' done? laborator, and takes a musical and his- and provides some new insights
God says, out on Highway 61°’) and see clips of him torical journey down the greal highway into the singer's carliest musical
in action, including one from 1965 where he's telling itselt. expeniments.

admirers that he just writes songs and isn't concerned SANDY SMITHIES

about messages. That will never stop critics and uni- e ———————
versity dons probing for inner meanings.
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BOB DYLAN AT HAMMERSMITH 1993 - A REVIEW OF THE REVIEWS

[l refer to reviews in the press starting with Andrew Mueller in Melody Maker [Bits & Bobs pp 7 and others
in The Guardian,[pp 7] The Independent, [pp 3] The Times, [pp 12] The Daily Telegraph,[pp 12]

What a wonderfully provocative piece of writing! How true, how untrue! This is a young man's review:
Andrew Mueller is obviously young enough to suppose that wealth is freedom - when it seems more likely
that the gusts of the idiot wind sooner or later make you realize that freedom is finally to have been "double
crossed for the very last time".

Andrew Mueller compares Roddy Frame with Dylan - oh, odious, ludicrous comparison. On the night | saw
him Roddy Frame himself enjoined us to "Enjoy Bob Dylan" - sound advice. Mueller however got the
impression that Dylan "can't work out why he's doing it anymore" and the weakness of his review is betrayed
in his statement "Neither can I". Those of us who have been following the ins and outs of Bob Dylan's
career may recall what Bob himself has said on the subject in interview, though some of us seem reluctant
to accept it.).

But this is obviously a young man's review written for a young man's music paper - and there is nothing
wrang with that but | just suppose that (mercifully} Dylan does not really fit in with all that, the "contemporary
music scene”. The contrast Muelier draws between the “fidgety schoolboy" {in truth the venerable 29 year
old "The Maker's Black Mat Smith") and the "menopausal harridan” is well observed. Even if fictional, it is
more relevanl than the inaccurate and incomplete phrase "assembled brace of middle-management
nobodies, salesmen and school-teachers" intended to characterize Dylan's natural audience; | know at least
two people in the Hammersmith audience who do not fit that description. And do we need reminding that
Dylan has at times been booed by liberals (and the feeling has been mutual)?!

| now believe in the existence of generation gaps but | hope that | have never believed that Bob Dylan is or
ever was any sort of spokesman for "youth culture" (whatever that may be) or for any particular
"generation”. There are bigger gaps between different individuals; generation is about time; the poet wants
to escape time; there can be differences between poets and politicians. You don't have to be old to
appreciate Bob Dylan but it has been a long strange trip growing up with him!

But even if this reviewer comes with pre-conditioned attitudes of the "contemporary music scene" at least he
seems to show some evidence of approaching the show with an open mind, contrasting - strangely to
readers of The (Wanted Man) Telegraph - this 1993 performance unfavourably with the 1991 vintage;
"strangely" since the accepted wisdom seems to be that the 1991 shows reached the “absolute nadir* of
Dylan's performing. Of course the applicable rule of thumb is to distrust the accepted wisdom always, and
that view of the John Jackson / Tony Garnier band (unfavourable) against the GE Smith / Kenny Aaronson
band (favourable) has not gone completely unchallenged (and { mean no disrespect to the importance of
drummers by excluding their names).

A Digression on Backing

To state my opinion, while acknowledging the undisputed talents of GE, | think that John Jackson has
provided a subtle and sympathetic presence; the versatility of Garnier on the stand-up bass, even with so
deft and delicate a touch as using a bow at times, has added a novel range to the group. This range has
been limited by the decision to do without keyboards for all but the rarest - if occasionally most impressive -
of times, until the inspired stroke of introducing the multi-stringed Bucky Baxter. The steel guitar has always
been likely to suit Dylan's voice, as suggested by Nashville Skyline and proven absolutely by the Biograph
You're A Big Girl Now; further confirmation has been supplied by the more generous use in the current five
piece band. It does not seem to me unfair to suggest that in what is frankly a backing band for Bob Dylan,
rather than a "group" in the sense of say the Grateful Dead, the centre of gravity is Dylan himself and what
he chooses to do with vocals, harmonica, song selection and arrangement; (in fact | recall that Dylan himself
has said as much on the attitude to the personnel of "his group"); whatever may be your view of the co-
incidental advocacy by Lou Reed in 1988 of the four piece combo. The times when Dylan's own acoustic
guitar has been in the forefront have often been highlights along the Never Ending Tour; and | get the
impression that more recently Dylan has been directly leading the band rather than delegating responsibility

'(Whether this is true of Sinead O'Connor or not)
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to GE (whose organising talents were demonstrated again at the Madison Square Garden Tribute). Dylan's
tendency to step back and leave it to his musicians to make what they will of the openings he leaves them
has been well documented, and he has been known to cut them off in full flight. But the instinct for musical
masterworks seems to go under-appreciated - the Blood On The Tracks If You See Her, Say Hello guitar
and mandolin (which Spitz suggests is directly attributable to Dylan) and the under-rated eighties
mastepiece Silvio with the interplay of uncredited strings and (?) organ and inventive backing vocals serve
as examples. Also from Down In The Groove, is not the Shenandoah electric / acoustic guitar, mandolin
interplay mightily impressive, indeed the whole arrangement? Numerous examples of brilliant performances
of terrific songs can be found throughout any half decent Dylan tape collection.

As far as the NET is concerned it seems obvious to me from what we know about rehearsals and from the
mosl cursory consideration of different shows that it is not a question of "rehearsal", it is a question of
Dylan's "mood”, and what he feels like doing. . | want to say that | find the extended instrumental breaks
and cndings most effective and most enjoyable, with the three "lead" instruments "on top of" the bass and
drums thythm' section; (also the two drummers technique - as practised by the Dead and the Allmans - can
work really well). [Technical note: | am not a musician (you may have noticed) but the same has been said
aboul Bob Dylan by, no offence intended, Jerry Garcia; | cannot agree but | can see what he means!] It is
sometimes apparent that the band are not sure what Dylan is going to do and when, but spontaneity is (at
Inast a part of) what (some) live music is about.

But (reverting to Hammersmith '93) | find Mueller's corfiment (no doubt he was fore-armed with Tom Petty's.
much quoted comment on Dylan's song selection in 1987) on "obscure songs his band clearly didn't know"
almost as far from the truth as his judgement of "tepid run through of his greatest hits". 1 agree that Bob
rmust have put some effort into finding a combination between the unexpected and the expected, it is the
obsoure” and the "tepid” | object to. Maybe | was at different shows in 1991 (7/2) and 1993 (9/2 and 13/2) -
motc likely ' was on a different plane - or planet - but for the record | found the shows excellent, no less than
I could hope for from Bob Dylan in the nineties - and my expectations were not low. Fortunately | am not
professionally obliged to listen to "contemporary music" or attend concerts with a copy deadline in mind; but
S0 you can see where | am coming from | agree with Mueller's implication about the "spare seats" and |
probably enjoyed Roddy Frame more than Graham Parker.

"Aged and weather-beaten marionette"? .. well, none of us are getting any younger you know; but
"manonette"? - you have to be joking (it reminds me of the Grateful Dead's Touch Of Grey video - you must
have seen it - when at the end the skeletons are pulling the strings). To me the shows were not "tepid" but
hot and often reached boiling point - | could go on about particular songs but suffice to comment on the
Tuesday Highway 61 Revisited - in contrast to which the Saturday version seemed relatively restrained in
spite of Dave Stewart's re-appearance - where it was Rock and Roll that seemed conspicuously present.
'Greatest hits" is a phrase that sits ill with Bob Dylan; it hardly applies to Tomorrow Night for example but,
okay, | agree it should be; let's say it is - | imagine it would go down with the Top of the Pops punters like a
lead balloon. | am assured that the Thursday Girl From the North Country was anything but tepid -
omparable to the sadly mislaid epitaph to the Madison Square Gardens tribute. As for She Belongs To

Wi oy, | said that | would not go on about the songs.

fhe viing man's remark in conclusion about growing up "wanting to be that man" again shows to me how

Horoview fails to hit the mark; maybe you do want to be someone else until you realize that it is hard
npto be yourself.

Several images of Bob Dylan abide in my memory (along with the lyrics and the songs) - for example, from
e icna [V programme a 1986 "Hearls of Fire" Canada street chance meeting with a couple of fans
where Dylan responded with obvious warmth; and most appositely in this connection where the “industry
view" of Dylan is being considered, the stunning Grammy appearance where, when most pop-stars would
be palting each other on the back, we get a powerful Masters Of War and Bob Dylan "joking" (?) about
being defiled! These are now joined by the picture from Hammersmith '93, of Dylan wandering off stage
slowly, taking repeated bows, seeming to acknowledge and take an interest in the applause.

|
Mucller suggests that this applause was merely for being alive, and The Independent On Sunday preview
predicted a homage paying exercise, but at least allowing the possibility of something more. This is a theme
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that the reviews (in each case) pick up. It is this view that | find objectionable and inappropriate. It seems
to be that the "“finest songwriter of his generation” (that word crops up again) becomes an irrelevance if he
does not produce any new songs of his own which the critics find comparable to the “classics". This thesis
is allied with the theories about what the reviewers think Dylan's audience want, or what the reviewer thinks
that Dylan thinks his audience wants. Adam Sweeting suggests that it is impossible to telt what Dylan thinks
or what effect he is trying to achieve. They seem to make life more complicated than it is; certainly Dylan
has expressed his ideas on this quite clearly in interview; it is not his style to repeat himself too often, or at
present to chat to his audience; (when he had a lot to say he got criticized for that by some, too, you may
recalll).

So what else did we get in the serious press? Giles Smith refers to "finest moments” (i.e. Dylan songs)
"deftly trashed", seeming to want "recognizable shape" and "memory of the originals" - well you could stay
at home and listen to your albums, or Barbara Dickson's Don't Think Twice, It's Alright. Recognizability is
cited by Sweeting, but at least his complaint is based on what he finds to be a lack of melody and power in
performance as compared with the original versions. Opinions on the quality of the band's playing - not to
mention knowledge about who is and has been playing what - and of Dylan's singing and playing are no less
variable than the recommendations of seven wise economists on the state of the nation. The artist once
lauded for a Chaplinesque stage presence is now berated for being clumsy - (strange how the times
changel!!) - but | find this unworthy even of the British press!

The anonymous? reviewer with the best title ("What becomes a legend least?") identifies a novel "problem".
He finds Dylan's "stock as a contemporary phenomenon never lower" and dismisses (how many?) albums
as a "long line of poor selling, uninspired farragos"; continuing the business metaphor he draws a
comparison with a "restaurant which receives no complaints" so "standards are likely to decline"; he
acknowledges a contrast between "high gloss digitalized production values" and Dylan's "humanity"; and
traces of grudging approval are almost visible before he concludes that anyone else playing "a set of 25
year old songs so ineptly" would be "laughed out of town". This idea refers to the thesis mentioned above
that the audience turns up "grateful for the chance to celebrate Bob at relatively close quarters" and the idea
that the audience are "kidding themselves" if they think they are enjoying the show. Waell, even reviewers
are entitled to opinions, but, as often, Dylan himself has already anticipated and put forward the sensible
response, in his comments from the stage in 1986 about the "so called critics": nobody needs a journalist to
formulate rather than inform their own judgement. For my part | gratefully admit that | went to Hammersmith
to, as it were, pay my respects but | am happy to report that | respect, admire and yes, really enjoy what
Bob Dylan is doing now.

It would be reasonable for the reviews to reflect the scope for differences in taste and that there is more
subjectivity than objective matter of fact in what we enjoy in music. But "inept" is just plain wrong as a
description of Dylan's playing; and the human face of a performer prepared to countenance variation, variety
and spontaneity is infinitely preferable to my taste to any amount of slick reproduction of studio recordings.

The comment on harmonica playing is no less appalling: the harp playing that impressed John Hammond
Snrin 1962 was not all that bad, so even if we were to allow that there has been no improvement, even that
it has deteriorated, it would still be pretty good; the comment is contradicted by John Preston who at least
enjoyed the harp on It Ain't Me, Babe. One of the reviews refers reverentially to Blood On The Tracks -
no argument one of the great albums, but | think these versions of Tangled Up In Blue are great too - which
suggests that it is blood (on the lips) that these guys want: to get into the room where critics go "you gotta
be an important person ... you gotta play your harp until your lips bleed".

As for people in the audience providing anecdote and headlines, the guy standing next to me, his head was
exploding ... sorry, that was another time and place, the guy standing next to me sighed in audible
disappointment when Bob launched into Mr. Tambourine Man; at Don't Think Twice, It's Alright he sat
down in disgust, not to rise to his feet again. Maybe he was a six-nighter hoping for something different -
which just goes to show that you can't please all the people all the time, even "block booked
Dylanologists"?!

Giles Smith makes a good point about the applause - Bob has been working on his endings and the
thoughtless yahoos are doing their best to spoil the tapes by starting to applaud too soon! John Preston
contradicts Andrew Mueller's comparison with 1991 and suggests that the voice is "shot to pieces". Oh

2 David Sinclair -Pedantic Ed.
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dear, and | thought | was listening to the greatest exponent of tonal breath control since Caruso; let's hope
Joan Baez can still sing as beautifully as she used to, and that Pavarotti will do Like A Rolling Stone.
(Please forgive me lapsing into sarcasm, but | have had and said enough!)

| conclude by quoting a comment from a somewhat different context which happens to apply to my feelings:

"Was it worth it?

Doubts were soon banished by the excitement of performance and the approval of the audiences ...
It was worth it then, and it seems even more so now.”

(Rosemary Burton, on performance of Greek Tragedies in a college garden, from the viewpoint of the
performers.)

POSTSCRIPT

Since writing the above | have seen the Q [Bits & Bobs pp13] review of the Hammersmith shows, a more
creditable effort with some excellent {but strangely uncredited?) contemporary photos. It does amaze me
that a one time Boomtown Rat can come up with remarks like that! The quoting of Dylan's comment at the
end of the Sunday Don't Think Twice, It's Alright illuminates my remarks about spontaneity and rehearsal;
the "Collected Wit and Wisdom of Bob Dylan" is a book worth publishing, but what sometimes seems to be
missed is a certain predilection for irony, the point of which is a certain relationship with the truth, the savour
of which is contemplating just exactly what that relationship is, the piquancy of which is feeling that sense of
superiority over those who cannot recognize the irony. This is the man who eventually gave even
Subterranean Homesick Blues a new arrangement!

If you are looking to the reviews for some reassurance that you are not "kidding yourself" you enjoy the
show then Adrian Deevoy's final paragraph and final sentence is the one worth waiting for

CRAWDADDY!
Is Back !!!

Winter 1993 saw the appearance of the first issue of the new series of Crawdaddy! 1t is $4:00 per issue or
$12:00 for a year's subscription (4 issues). Add $1:00 per issue if non-USA and wishing air-mail service.

The editorial address includes the following paragraph:

This new incarnation is a newsletter; the editor will write much but not all of each issue. The
nurpose as it was in 1966 is to use our common enthusiasm for and interest in new music
as a basis for intimate and honest communication. "Our means editor, writer, readers. This
publication is dedicated to serving the spirit of music, that which rewards and inspires us as
we listen. It is not meant to serve the music business, and will accept no advertising.

The first issue of the new series - some 27 years after the original Crawdaddy! - contained an excellent, in-
depth review of Good As | Been To You. Issue Two should be out by the time you read this.

Order from: PO BOX 611 GLEN ELLEN CA 95442 USA

Also available are a number of books by Paul Williams, please send S.A.E. or IRC for detalils.
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BOB DYLAN AT HAMMERSMITH 1993 - A REVIEW OF THE REVIEWS

During February, Dylan received more press coverage in the British press than at any time since 1984. 'We
are talking almost saturation coverage in some newspapers, though the music press was predictably leaner.
The NME was surprisingly positive, offering a well-balanced review, as they had done earlier for the MSG
Tribute and Good As | Been To You. Perversely, the Melody Maker, who | expected to send Allan Jones
along for his customary thoughtful - yet ultimately favourably biased - appraisal of Dylan (as he had done in
1987, 89, 90, 91 and 92), remained cynical and unimpressed.

Why the sudden interest in Dylan from the “popular’ media? Could it have something to do with the "last
British visit" rumour that was to gain a full head of steam during Dylan's week-long residency? There was
very little build-up; a photo of Dylan arriving at Heathrow en route to Ireland in the Daily Mail on February
3rd seemed to be the only real mention. It was here that a fairly healthy looking Dylan - clad in jackets and
coats but, surprisingly, no hoods - responded to the dumb question of whether this was to be his last UK
appearance with the typically enigmatic "Who knows? You can never really teli about these things". This
was probably an off-the-cuff remark (almost long enough to be considered as a Dylan interview these days)
from a man who was merely trying to get to his limo without being bombarded with idiotic questions from a
bunch of hacks who would rather have been greeting Elizabeth Taylor, yet the ball really started to roll within
a press corps who considers Dylan's infatuation with Raquel Welch to be worthy of full-page attention.

By February 7 - the day of Dylan's first Hammersmith show, The Mail On Sunday was interviewing Jakob
Dylan and announcing that he was over here accompanying his father on "his final tour of Britain". Mercifully
we were spared the usual career retrospectives from the British press, though Liz Thompson was dredged
up for an unreadable article in the New Statesman during which she criticised his critics for taking him too
seriously, obviously forgetting some of her own past efforts.

By February 8 the first-night reviews were rolling in. Max Bell, in the London Evening Standard, was
particularly positive, accompanying his article with a photo of Dylan in the back of a limo in shades and with
a quietly confident smile on his face. Mick Brown in the Daily Telegraph also found Dylan's first night cause
to celebrate - albeit cautiously - and set the trend for several of the week's reviews by concentrating as
much on the audience as on Dylan. Even Lambchop got a look in, somewhat understating the obvious by
revealing that "I have to get close". But there he is, surrounded by much of his Dylan paraphernalia, a
loveable eccentric - unless you happen to be sitting right behind him at a Dylan gig, that is.!

By Tuesday the 9th, the photo of Dylan in the limo began to appear everywhere, now less cropped than in
the Evening Standard to reveal Jakob beside him. Cue lots of "like father, like son" quips and more of the
"his fans fear this will be his last British tour crap." Actually, at the time, my biggest fear was that I'd
bankrupt myself buying all those bloody newspapers every day. Tuesday's reviews leaned decidedly toward
the negative. "Has the tambourine man lost his marbles?" asked David Cleal in the Daily Telegraph (before
concluding that the answer was a definite "yes", and so had his fans if they had forked out 20 quid to see
the sorry spectacle that Cleal witnessed), David Sinclair in The Times found Dylan to be as riveting as a
third-rate busker with pronounced bronchial troubles and Adam Sweeting titled his piece in The Guardian
"Erratic ballad of a bored man". Only Giles Smith in The Independent found the opening gig to be "a night
to remember”, though he seemed to glean as much enjoyment from watching the audience as he did from
the man who has come to be known as "His Bobness" by people who buy Phil Collins records, glossy
magazines with free CDs on the cover and who have had their sense of humour removed on the National
Health.

By Thursday The Financial Times had turned in it's politely positive review and The Independent was
giving eternal warm-up man Roddy Frame a better write-up than they had afforded Bob. Friday brought
probably the best article of them all; Michael Gray's review in The Daily Telegraph (where eise?2). Gray,
who had turned in a sulky review in 1991 because Dylan didn't play what he wanted him to, far surpassed
other reviewers - however positive - because he truly understood. He understood that Dylan is still likely to
turn in the performance of a lifetime when you least expect, or when you're not looking, and he understood
that that was only part of the attraction. The reason why people are drawn to him not just for one gig but for
as many as they can afford can only be truly understood if you're smitten by the same religious fervour

11 wouldn't mind stepping back a row, Mark, after all it would be slightly more central.
2Here, for a start - Ed.
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yourself. To see it eloquently written up by the (usually) reliable Mr. Gray makes it all seem to make sense?
And when he concludes "...it's easy to rubbish him, it's a richer experience to be there", you find yourself
nodding your head vigorously in agreement and looking for the nearest unbeliever so you can shove the
article under his nose and say; "Look, | told you | was right. This is exactly how | feel!"

Sandra Barwick got a late review in Saturday's Independent, once again concentrating on the audience and
why they were there, though with very little of the panache of Michael Gray. Neil Spencer tried to have the
last word in Sunday's Observer, though perhaps words like "an artist declining slowly into irrelevance" would
have been best left unspoken. The world needs another put-down of Dylan about as desperately as it needs
a new Tina Turner album. '

Even Spanish newspaper Diario reviewed the gigs, or, at least, it reviewed the British newspapers reviewing
the gigs, while the Irish coverage of Dylan's Point Depot show was extremely positive, especially Bill
Graham's wordy but worthy piece in Hot Press. It was left to the increasingly juvenile Q to provide the most
balanced and thorough review of the entire residency. Adrian Deevoy's two-page article was written from a
similar standpoint as Michael Gray; a critic who understood the game, and the fact that the goal posts kept
shifting. The colour photos were the icing on the cake, and, at last, Dylan's residency had been given the
respect and attention that it deserved.

if 1993 brought in a far more accessible Dylan than that of 1991, then this was reflected in some of the
reviews. Some of them were far more intelligent than we had any right to expect from a press that spends
much of it's time at gutter level at best. Overall, the casual reader would have formed the impression that we
had been visited by an ex-genius trading in on former glories, though there were grudging admissions that
the man was not yet ready to be written off scattered throughout many of the reviews. Collecting articles can
be a frustrating and annoying business, reading so much bullshit, misinformation and downright lies, and
February 1993 certainly had it's moments of that, though not as depressing as last October when Sinead
O'Connor stole Dylan's thunder in New York by acting like a spoiled brat and being hailed as a modern Joan
Of Arc instead of a modern day Silly Cow. Having said that, the media blitz on a man supposedly
unimportant and irrelevant to the 1990s tends to suggest that his very presence on our .shores is still a
cause for celebration.

"Someone's got it in for me," Dylan wrote in 1974, "they're planting stories in the press”. Nineteen years
later, and it's still true. But he's still drawing those critics to him to try and decipher the mystique and he will

be in years to come, long after Chris Rea is nothing more than a faded memory in a Q-reader's scrapbook.
God willing.

MARK "have you got any copies of vesterday's Daily Telegraph \eft? There was an article in it that I'd like (0

get” CARTER.
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Letters & Views: Sweet Gift Of Gab Page 1

This section begins with three leners from Bill Laing, who was justifiably annoyed when his letter for the last issue was
accidentally omitted al the printing stage. Apologies again to him and to any others who may have suffered likewise.
I'd like to remind long term readers - and point out to new ones - that Homer. the slut will consider any letters sent in
Jor publication unless it is clearly stated otherwise. (And provided that I don't mess things up at printing time/)

BILL LAING: LETTER FOR ISSUE EIGHT

| write this just after reading Homer, the siut 7. With regard to a 'select band': | am a betting office manager,
what odds would you give me about Mark Carter and Jim Heppell both having long letters printed in issue 87
Probably 5-1 ON! Perhaps you could ask them to give us a rest for one issue, and print all or any of this letter.

As for seeing Bob Dylan live, I've only ever seen Bob in London - 20 odd times since 1978. | missed 1965/66
because | was only 12, and started Dylan around 1967 when | was 14. I've thoroughly enjoyed every show
I've been to, including all 8 shows at Hammersmith in February 1991. My favourites were the first one | went

to at Earl's Court, obviously, June 15th 1978, also June 26th 81, Wembley 84, the Hammersmith shows of
Feb 3rd and 8th and 12th Feb '91.

At this last show | was with a friend who had seen Dylan twice before - in 81 and 80. My friend has been to
see just about everybody bar Elvis and Hendrix and, as we made our way to the pub for the last ten minutes,
he told me it was the best concert he had ever seen in his life. | was going to do him a tape of this concert but
on hearing the tape myself decided not to. He's better off with his memories, when you listen to the actual
tape it is nowhere near as good as you remember it to be. (Whereas the tape I've got from 3/2/90 is even
better than | remembered! Also You Angel You from the 8th is one of my all time favourites.) From our seat
in the batcony, when Dylan strolled out for Tangled Up In Blue | thought at the time that it was the greatest
thing that I'd ever seen and it was - but even with the great beginning, Dylan misses the first few words of the
song and also the beginning of the next - Lay Lady Lay - and the next All Along The Watchtower.

| think that it is pretty normal when he actually forgets the words, or starts singing the wrong verse and then
covers up. There are numerous occasions on officially released records of him doing this, let alone live
performances.

As to "shouts" from the audience, how about Sit down you prat! after Stuck Inside Of Mobile (With The
Memphis Blues Again) and before Pretty Peggy-O on 3/2/90?

The other main difference to me personally between 1990 & 1991 was this: In 1990 | could sit downstairs and
watch the show. There was only one particular chap causing people to stand briefly -you know who he was.
In 1891 - although | had good seats downstairs for most nights - the people with the best seats right at the
front stood up, forcing everybody else to do the same. When you are carrying arthritic knees and hips as a
legacy of playing football it's not a lot of fun leaning on the chair for an hour and a half. Please don't do this to
people in 1993. THEY DON'T DESERVE IT!

Atthough | find myself collecting and playing more and more tapes from The Never Ending Tour, | don't think
you would call many of them great shows by any standards. There have been some great performances in
my opinion. Little Moses, Golden Vanity, She Belongs To Me, and a 12-minute Desolation Row among
many in '92. But why for instance does Dylan bother with Hazy Shade Of Winter when he hardly knows any
of the words?

Finally, can | ask a question? [Think you just did, Bill!] Are there any 'Bob Dylan fans' among your readers
who are aware of this obvious fact:

Bob Dylan's best three albums in order of release - but triple dead-heat in merit - are as follows:
Bringing It All Back Home, Highway 61 Revisited, Blonde On Bionde

closely followed by John Wesley Harding and Shot Of Love. Then perm any three from: The Times They
Are A Changin’, Freewheelin', Blood On The Tracks, The Basement Tapes and Infidels....followed by
anything you want, they are all brilliant. Some of the records touted in your pages as Dylan's best, make me
laugh.

Please feel free to edit and print any or all of this, if your normal contributors don't mind.
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Bill, you seem to be under a bit of a delusion as to how I select the letters that I print - basically I print all the letters
that do not specify "not for publication”. (I get the impression from your letter that you feel I choose certain letters out
of many - 'fraid notl) Personally I hope Jim and Mark never stop writing with their responses to Homer, the slut - it is
Srom the enthusiasm and support of people like this that Homer finds the energy to keep going. However, it seems that
they might be psychic in regard to your letter because neither of them have sent their normal letters yet! {I know which
bookie I'll be looking for odds from next season!!)

Many of your favourite shows are mine too. I'd love to say that the first show in 1978 is my favourite - and, in many
ways it is - but after the sheer excitement of seeing him arrive on-stage I can't remember too much about it. I do,
though, have a very clear memory of 'phoning home just before I went in (hours early) just so that I could tell someone
that I was actually there, outside where Dylan would soon be playing (I was on my own and felt that this historic fact
needed a witness). My mother answered and tried to remind me that "he is only human...don't be disappointed if...etc.”
He certainly seemed more than human that night but I'm afiaid I can't recall it all that clearly. So I suppose I'd plump
Jor the second or the last night in 1978, though the 3rd and 8th 1990 in London are, as you suggest, hard to put in
second place to anything.

As to the Tuesday in '91, that was the night I had my best seat and I really thought that it was going to be a stormer. |
don't really think, though, that its early promise was fulfilled.

The point you make about people standing is a good and, it seems to me, a valid one - but it only tells a little of the
story. I sympathise with your knees etc. and have often had great difficulty in seeing concerts even when I'm very close
- being 5'6" has definite drawbacks when it comes to Dylan concerts. However there are lots of other points that run
counter to the argument that those at the front should remain seated, the main ones that spring to mind are:

A 1 don't think Dylan likes it! Witness his exhortations to audiences to get up and dance - and to come down
the front to do so. It is, after all a rock 'n’ roll gig, albeit with an acoustic slot, not a classical performance.

%, You can be anywhere in the hall and have the person in front of you stand up/dance etc. regardless of what
the front few rows are doing.

S Surely lots of the performances are deliberately designed to make you get up from your seat? I, for one,
would find it difficult to remain seated all through a Dylan concert.

Why Dylan bothers with Paul Simon songs I do not know. I wish he'd stop it. Nevertheless, since he does do them I at
least think he should be given credit for forgetting most of the words.
The three albums you mention as being Bob Dylan's best three records would certainly always figure in my personal

top four - I refuse to go to the Desert Island With Electricity without Blood On The Tracks - but I wouldn't equate my
opinion to "obvious fact" and suspect you have done so to stir up a bit of controversy. Let's hope it transpires!

BiLL LAING ON READING ISSUE EIGHT WITH THE ABOVE ACCIDENTALLY OMITTED

| rushed home in my lunch hour as | was expecting a few Dylan items in the post...| tore straight into Homer
as you had indicated that you'd print my letter, | was really disappointed when you hadn't...| just thought that
you might be able to allow me a little bit of space. Perhaps you could squeeze something in if you left out the
constant references to Souness, Dalglish, Houghton, Staunton, Shankly, Yeats, Lawrence, Lawler, Byrne,
Mum, Dad, Auntie, Cousin etc - and concentrated on Bob Dylan.

Or perhaps | could write about the time that Liverpool were awarded a penalty at Anfield straight from the kick
off because a member of the opposition bumped into Roger Hunt in Woolworth's the day before.

He didn't so much "bump into Hunt" as physically assault him; he's lucky he's not playing nowadays as you can get
sent off for that kind of professional shopping bump. (Nevertheless, a conciliatory letter was despatched during the
Hammersmith residence and...)
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BILL LAING (CONTINUED!)

Thanks very much for your very nice letter. You must have still been on a high from the previous nights
proceedings!

If | mentioned the best shows I've been to in the last letter, you'd better insert Monday 8th February 1993 at
number one, with the 11th right up there as well.

| was lucky enough to be in row A on the 8th, and though I'm getting a bit old for leaning on the front of the
stage shouting, there | was. | thought Pretty Peggy-O was brilliant, also She Belongs To Me, Highway 61,
Tambourine Man - well all of them really. Also, | and I, not one of my favourites on record, was great every
night.

The other thing | enjoyed, unexpectedly, was Tomorrow Night and Jim Jones. In fact Tomorrow Night is the
least played track by me on the new album. I've been playing Froggie, Black Jack Davey and Canadee-I-O
a lot but not much of the others. So after hearing Dylan perform these 2 and talking to people at
Hammersmith I've found myself playing the whole album through time and time again. It's amazing how many
people there are naming two or three tracks from this album that are their favourites. It always seems to
differ.

Apart from the shows on the 8th and 11th | thought the 9th and 12th were also great with the first and last
shows not as good as the other 4 but still very good. | was a little disappointed on the last night. | took my wife
along and after telling her how great Dylan was all the week | wanted her to see just as good a show as the
previous ones. Although | was pleased to hear It Takes A Lot To Laugh | was hoping for another She
Belongs To Me.

My only other regret was that | would have liked to hear a lot more different songs. But there were over thirty
different so | don't suppose you can complain too much. | think we were all spoilt in 1990. Particularly the
same 4 'acoustic' songs every night bar Desolation Row and Girl From The North Country once each was a
bit strong. Although | must say Tambourine Man and Don't Think Twice were brilliant on occasions,
especially the harmonica playing.

| suppose on the other hand it's better to hear the
same songs every night played properly than a rush
through of 20 different songs. The only thing is Bob
will now go off to another venue and perform Little
Moses, Golden Vanity, Trail of the Buffalo and The
Banks of the Royal Canal! The song | would really
like to hear in concert is John Wesley Harding.
Anyway it feels a bit flat now it's all over. I'll just have
to look forward and hope it's all on again next
February. I'd like to go to Paris or even America to see
Dylan but its an expensive hobby/obsession. My wife
never moans about it but with two sons there are more
important things in my life than listening to Bob. I'll just
have to try harder on the pools coupon, then | can start
following the Never Ending Tour and also buy a couple
of hundred bootleg CDs, I've only got about 15 at the
moment.

Anyway, to get back to Homer. | am sorry if I've got off on the wrong foot with you, | just get a bit carried
away at times. | too love football. | played professionally (at Crystal Palace) and Ramsgate (Southern League)
for 5 years, but | don't think a Bob Dylan fanzine should include any references to football, especially
Liverpool and Cowdenbeath! {dre you sure we're still talking football here, Bill? - Ed} | thoroughly enjoy 90% of
Homer. | can do without the cartoons and | find certain items a bit 'too clever' for me.

All the rest | enjoy, particularly the press clippings. I've enclosed a couple for you. | expect you've seen them
but you might not have. | also enjoy reading the letters, which is why | have written to you before on
occasions. It would be really nice to see a letter of mine in a Bob Dylan mag. What was winding me up was
the number of letters that seemed to be printed from casual observers who 'just happened' upon your mag.
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While | appreciate that you can't print them all, | just thought that as a long time fan and collector and
subscriber you might afford me a bit of space. Everyone is entitled to their own opinion, but I'm flabbergasted
by some of them. Particularly the bloke whose chart has Blonde On Blonde at No. 5, Highway 61 at No. 7
and, horror of horrors, Bringing It All Back Home at No. 14. This is the most ridiculous comment/opinion |
have ever heard.

As you know | place these three way out on their own. After this | tend to think differently at different times. |
can't even remember the ones | mentioned in my last letter, although I'm also fond of Shot Of Love and John
Waesley Harding. However, by picking out my outstanding ones doesn't mean | don't like the others. | love
them all. Since collecting most of them on CD | find myself playing them a lot more because obviously you
can pick and choose the tracks you want. Blood On The Tracks is, of course, one of Bobs best. Perhaps
being a happily married man since 1973 I'm not into all the painful songs in the same way as a lot of others. |
love Simple Twist Of Fate, Shelter from the Storm and Tangled but I've got what | consider at least two
better versions of Tangled. One on the much maligned Real Live. Also the exclusion of Up To Me is baffling.
The last verse is among my very favourite Dylan lines of all time.

Even the Dylan albums that are most criticized have at least one great song on, most have a lot more. Even
Dylan has Lily Of The West which | like. Self Portrait and Down In The Groove also have some great
songs. | was as baffled as everybody else when Self Portrait came out but as the years go by | like it more
and more. In 10 years time Good As | Been To You will probably be my favourite!

My most played song of all time, even with a 15 year start for my favourite albums is probably Every Grain of
Sand. If | was stuck on a desert island with a copy of this song the first thing | would do when | got home is
play it again. Andrew, I'd better wind this letter up before you fall asleep. Thanks once again for your kind
letter. | was frightened to open it as | was expecting a bit of a blast. Just allow me one more chance to get
along with you!! | often wonder if the letter was actually about the time the door knob broke, or if it arrived
as the door knob broke. Things like this keep me awake at night.

P.P.S. | walked past Inglethorpe St. on the way to the shows. You're certainly in the right place at the right
time.

OK - The football references will not be allowed to over-proliferate, they started as a joke and I was amazed at how
much response they evoked - and how interesting those responses were. Take yourself, for example, it must've been
great to move to Ramsgate after playing for Crystal Palace, though it must have been tough adjusting to a team that
actually tried to play football!

I certainly agree with you re Every Grain of Sand, I still feel that Blood On The Tracks, though, deserves to be
thought of as at least the equal of the trilogy of greats you mention.(And I'm happily married too!)

1 always felt that the doorknob/letter reference was about two things happening at almost the same time, but you may
be relieved to know that you are not alone in losing sleep over this. One of Homer's best known subscribers once got a

middle-of-the-night enquiry about this very subject.

Finally, yes I'm in the right place for Hammersmith right enough. Guess when I moved here - go on, I don't think you'll
be far wrong!

LUCAS STENSLAND COMMENTS ON HOMER #7

Issue number seven was one of the greatest reading experiences that has occurred in my life. Aithough, it
was the first issue of my paid subscription. You Mr. Muir (if that's also you who gives feedback to the letters)
are an awesome individual! | too, like Rob Breeze am very fond of Self Portrait. Though it's not in my top ten
Dylan albums, probably down in the thirties.

| am damn fond of Dylan's newest albums, Good As | Been To You, under the red sky and most of all Oh
Mercy. You're probably going to call me a fool and stop reading here, but | say Oh Mercy is the second best
Dylan album (of course Blood On The Tracks is number one), which then means that Oh Mercy is the
second best album ever! | could write about it for hours, talk about it for days. Do you think Man In The Long
Black Coat is a partial tribute to the man of black himself, Johnny Cash? Maybe | just suck at Dylanology.
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| was at Dylan's opening night performance at the Historic Orpheum Theatre in St. Paul Aug 29th. | ran up to
the stage during a superb rendition of Silvio, if | remember right. | got about fifteen feet from him. This isn't a
big deal to you, you've probably been closer. For me it was an orgasm and a half.

Danny Lob should be shot. Okay, I'm being mean. We shouldn't spend so much time causing others hurt,
especially if he has no idea what he is writing about. Did | mention Dylan is playing his greatest song ever
(Tangled Up In Blue) the best it has ever been performed. | have some great clippings that weren't in #7
about St Paul's Orpheum performance, if you ever want them I'll give them to ya right away, "hang my head in
shame". Il await the coming issues with much tension. Thanks for giving my life some meaning.

Hi, Lucas, your letter just missed the last issue but I'd still like to reply to some points in it. Firstly, I've never been
called "awesome” before; a lot of my friends start to say it but their minds become full of another description pretty
rapidly! As to Ok Mercy, well, it may cheer you to know that Mark Carter rates it even higher than your good self - i.e.
at number one. Much as I love the album, I'll never agree with either of you - but I've just lent aover and put it on ax {
type. Agreement on any "pecking order" would be a strange thing amonst Dylan fans, though, wouldn't it? Just wait 'till
you read the reaction to the London gigs in the next few pages!

Fifteen and a half feet still counts as an orgasm and a half for me too, but let's not follow that one up in any detail. As
to Danny Lob, fear not, your initial reaction was not over venomous; I'vé known the thing behind that pseudonym since
1981 - and shooting is, if anything, too good for him.

Finally, life has no meaning so I can't have given you any - but I'm glad I'm the best illusion of one you found!

LUCAS STENSLAND

Talkin' TV Bob

Why have all of Dylan's TV appearances been so dreadful? The answer is because he doesn't warm up his
throat. He doesn't do vocal warm ups to get rid of his drinking, smoking, flemy throat. Just look at the MSG
tribute concerl, each song he sang gradually got better, from Song To Woody to the heart breaking Ginl From
the North Country. Many people only have these TV appearances to judge him by, and they say that he's just
the walking dead, he's over, he's busy dying. But when | see his Bobness in concent, by the time he hits the
fourth number it's time for 'great Dylan revisited.' I'd give anything to hear again Pretty Peggy-O from his
Minnesota homecoming last summer in St, Paul. But it's impossible to get a recording due to hired thugs who
search us at the door.

Propaganda all is phony

Homer, the slut to me is the central meeting ground for Dylan fans. | read it to remind myself that Bob is still
the greatest, even if he has made some bad moves in his career. So why do you print all those terrible
reviews (Bits & Bobs) of Dylan albums and concerts. Sure, there are two sides to everything, but to print
somebody calling Bob, "talent fucked" is a little offensive, | don't like spending my money to be offended. In
fact to me that couldn't be more offensive . Some of those reviewers are pretty bad writers, too. Even some of
the positive ones. One critic thought the best song on Good As | Been To You was Step It Up And Go
because it was knee slapping fun? What the hell?! Please, Mr. Muir be biased! The Rofling Stone review was
damn near poetic, just like your own Coming Straight From the Heart. Those are the kind of things | want to
read, not to open up Homer and read "Bob went a mumbiin™'{I'm thinking of buying some of Dylan's music
critic peers some hearing aids.)

We just heard it from a different point of view. Without a doubt in my mind, the last line to Foot of Pride is,
“feel the hot iron glow erase the shade." The other line is, "eat your coconut bread, spiced buns in bed, if you
don't mind sleepin’ with your head face down in the plate."

Don't wanna be judged
Issue Eight was great! You said we could get issues 2,4,6 and the First Speciatl Subscriber issue for 12:50,

but how much for us folks in the states? Is this offer open to us? If so how much? Please, take my money.
P.S. Isn't Heartland a swell tune! And what did you think of the inaugural performance?
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Hi again! This time I'll start near the end of your letter, much as I'd like to take your money, Rolling Tomes have to
take it first! Those fine people are responsible for all Homer, the slut's USA sales. They have to charge higher than |
do in the UK simply due to the postage and (minimal charge this) administration. (See Ads if you don't have their
details.)

I like both Heartland and the inaugural performance very much. (I'm going to the doctor's about my lumbago next
week!)

The inclusion of cuttings that might be found offensive - remembering that I don't exactly like reading this stuff either -
is not done lightly. However, as explained in a previous issue, I don't see the point in me "censoring" these to my taste.
The purpose is surely to give an overall view of current press coverage and to provide a handy reference point for
others writing about Dylan. The most vitriolic and ill-informed article may be of more use to some researcher than any
other.

Thanks very much for your letters and cuttings, I hope you like this issue as much as the last one. Oh, and the Pretty
Peggy-0 you mention was sensational (allegedly).

CARL EWENS THE FUTURE FOR DYLAN

In terms of inscrutability, Bob Dylan must rank as highly as Charlie Chan! He has never seemed to enjoy
being in the company of critics or journalists, and has seldom allowed us much of a glimpse behind his jester's
guise. But there was one time when, caught off guard, perhaps, by someone on his tourbus handing him one
of his discographies which had recently been published, he let slip one remark which interested me a great
deal. It was this: that if someone really wanted to write something that he would be interested in reading they
should try to tell him what he would do in the future.

Hence this attempt to do just that. Last time | wrote a rather insulting, and, | admit, somewhat extreme letter
in which | complained about the deteriorating quality of Dylan's voice. | said that his voice was 'finished’ (did |
really say that!?).{yes - Ed.} The reason | felt it necessary to be so extreme is that | feel there is a massive
gulf opening up between what we Dylan fans find acceptable and what is palatable to the general public's ear
- even when we make excuses like his age, his (real or imagined) use of drugs/alcohol and his need to be
wilfully perverse there is still the problem that, while his voice has atways been odd, it has now taken on an
extra dimension of what one can only term 'silliness' (re; the recent Hugh Laurie skit on Comic Relief).

OK, so what has all this got to do with Bob Dylan's future? It's just that the first step in Dylan's return to
absolute pre-eminence (or his continued tenure there, as you prefer) has got to be his own realisation that his
voice really does have limitations now. Since his awareness of this fact will allow him to write songs (and sing
them) in keys where his range is not strained to the limit all the time (as in Arthur McBride). On his two most
recent albums of original material | had admired the way he had achieved this, most notably on Oh Mercy,
but still to some degree on under the red sky too, he very seldom seems to be struggling to sing when he
has a full band sound and time to do 'drop-ins' (that's of course presuming that he ever re-does vocals).

His future depends on the way he approaches future projects. There is nothing inherently wrong, for instance,
with him wanting to play entirely acoustically, if he takes account of the aforementioned vocal problems. It is
not impossible that he will next produce an album of originals done in this style. But this time, instead of going
into the studio and quite obviously recording sans-producer, warts and all, etc he should maybe get some
other musicians (Richard Thompson, REM spring to mind) to fill out the sound a little with acoustic
instruments, as in Dylan's own solo spots in recent years on tour.

And if he chooses to 'go electric' all over again why not stick with the same producer for a while? Daniel
Lanois and Don & David Was have done commendably, so why not use them again? This tactic worked well
in Dylan's heyday. Again there are plenty of musicians whom Dylan would gain by working with - Neil Young,
Dinosaur Jr, Prince, REM, etc.; the list is endless.

Thanks, Carl I must say I'd like Dylan to stay with the production team from under the red sky, whom I thought did a
superb job, the Lanois piece I see as a on-off, however as Dylan has (nearly) always told us "Don't Look Back". 1t is a
pleasant diversion to think of what Dylan and REM would come up with - though I think the perfect time for that
particular combination would have been a few years ago. (REM being such a fully developed unit themselves, now.)
Aw, hell, I'm just gonna roll with whatever Bob does as are we all by this time, surely? I do_hope that he takes care of
his voice though - see previous Homer's - it is just about the most precious thing in existence, after all.
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MIKE CAREY

Many thanks for Issue 8 of Homer which | have enjoyed reading very much. | have followed Dylan for the
thirty years he's been performing. | have had the pleasure of seeing him live many times since the heady days
of the |.O.W. concert and have never enjoyed a concert more than last Monday the 8th's effort, a great raw
no frills powerful performance. Truly Bob is in a league of his own. Best wishes.

Ta Mike, see below the next two letters as to why I'm getting confused re the relative worh of the concerts. All I can
definitely agree with is that he is, most certainly, in a league of his own.

PHIL RiGsBY

Just finished reading another very interesting issue of the magazine, attended the Dylan concert on Friday,
the Villa go top of the league on Saturday, I'm a contented bloke, right? Well no actually, and I'll bend your ear
about my view from row W, rear stalls 12.2.93 if | may.

The truth is that Bob Dylan really is my last hero but the hard evidence that | received through my eyes and
ears on Friday confirms my belief that his performing light just doesn't shine so bright these days. Of course |
still enjoy all of his records, finding merit in just about every twist and turn of his recording career | guess. And
long may he continue to delight this fan. My young daughter, who accompanied me to the concert, was
impressed though, (letter included) so | was genuinely pleased that | had this last opportunity for us both to
see him perform.

GRACE RIGBY (AGED 10)

When | got inside the Odeon | had the impression it was going to be interesting. Soon when we were all
seated Dylan came on, it was getting boring at first because everybody was standing up and so it spoilt it a
bit. | like the style of the music and the rhythm. | recognized most of the songs which | enjoyed. | thought
Dylan looked tired but he sounded OK. | thought the band was good but in the last half hour they seemed to
get quieter. | expected the music to be blasting but it was just nice. | was pleased the way it worked out.
Dylan mumbled the words in some of the songs but otherwise it was interesting.

Thank you very much for your letters,

Grace -> I'm very glad that you enjoyed the show and it was very good of you to write. The design at the top of your
letter was delightful!

Phil -> I know what you mean about the loss of the "mythic" status. I wonder, though, if that is simply because we are

seeing him so ofien? Here we go another Homer, another visit to Britain! I felt that the old charisma was there on the
Monday and maybe the Thursday (I wasn't well enough to be sure). In fact of the shows I was at (London & Ulrecht), I
thought that the Monday London show was the best and Thursday the next best. I felt that the London residency ended
a bit disappointingly but overall was very good. He seemed "clear focused all around" and to be enjoying himself. I'd
agree that the Friday was a relatively poor show - I think that his efforts to make Thursday as good as Monday had
tired him out.

I opened your letter immediately after reading one from Mike Carey who said that Monday night's Hammersmith show
was the best he'd ever seen! He's being going since '69. I think you've both slightly over-reacted but I have a great deal
of sympathy/agreement with both your views!

1 still go back to my thoughts in Issue 7 re our expectations. I didn't honestly think that these shows - or any for years -
constituted earth-shattering artistic triumphs.It is not that I didn't enjoy them, or think them light-years ahead of what
any othe "popular music2 performer might offer - it is just that I someti,es feel we go along expecting cathartic 1966
typc experiences and can read too much into certain performances. [ also feel that I've (we've) become so
concentrated on one artist that it is a little embarrassing at times. I wouldn't feel that if we were talking about an early-
late sixties or middle-seventies Dylan. On the other hand, to listen to, for example, I & I from the much maligned
Sunday show is easily enough for me to rescind all the above comments and say it was an artistic triumph. I sometimes
Jeel it is more to do with they-who-perceive than those-who-perform. Maybe the more letters I answe, the more
confused I become!
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Guy BORG

Some comments on Hammersmith '93, which left me feeling, strangely, neither elated nor dejected, but rather
concerned. Dylan, for me, has lost his magnetic quality, his stage presence, and, more worryingly, his sense
of theatre. Where was the edge, the tension, the live-the-moment creativity whichi has pervaded even the
direst shows in previous years of the N.E.T.?

Sure, the shows were more polished this time around, but the arrangements of songs were flat, predictable,
utterly uniform, and unsuitably lengthy - a worrying tip of the hat to the Grateful Dead. Surrounded by such
directionless uniformity and with so few changes to the set lists, it is little wonder that there were precious few
moments where you thought the shows were going to take off, that Bob was ready to take a chance and give
that little bit more. Indeed, at times the shows seemed to have little more than curiosity value for Dylan - an
excuse to try to perfect a new riff on his guitar, even if Tangled Up In Blue (which lost all its poignancy, for
me, at Hammersmith) was into its fifteenth verse. He simply wasn't communicating or interacting with the
band. This is not solely his fault - both Jackson and Garnier seemed either unwilling or incapable of getting
Bob to make up a gear (I'll resist the obvious G.E. reference) [Cheat! You didn't - Ed] and frequently Bob
would ignore them and turn to the excellent Winston Watson.

I'm a great fan of the Never Ending Tour and have always been supportive of it being just that. Now, however,
I'm convinced the time has come for Bob to take a break. He's lost a focus for his live work and needs to step
back and re-think. Personally, I'd like to see him go back to a 3-piece line-up, which would enable him to
increase his repertoire once again, and to fully engage himself as a member of the band. The best moments
of the Never Ending Tour have been when Dylan's allowed himself the chance to rock out and revel in leading
a basic rock'n'roll band (just think back to the last night at Hammersmith '90). Such moments were both
inspired and inspiring, yet | fear we won't see any with the current crew.

What also worries me is that Dylan seems to recently have been turning more and more into a parody of
himself, scratching away at an acoustic guitar and twanging an extra-nasal voice. Can it be that he is worried
about wavering public interest, or has he simply lost his sense of artistic direction? (He's not exactly enjoying
his most creative period at present, is he?)

The shows this year were certainly more diplomatic than those of '91. Incidentally, | enjoyed Hammersmith
'91; partly, I'm sure, because it was the first time I'd seen Dylan live, but | just loved the sense of anarchy and
surprise, the glee with which Dylan was confounding critcs and audience alike. Those shows seemed to me to
be much more in the spirirt of Bob Dylan. Challenging, full of mystique, refusing to conform or play safe. i
think it's a shame that they've been dismissed so categorically, along with disparaging references to alcohol.
Perhaps this is an exaggeration, but it seems that some people declare as a "great show" one in which Dylan
has stayed sober and is standing up straight. Maybe |I'm wrong.

For all the gripes, there were plus points about the concerts: firstly, Dylan did sing superbly on the majority of
songs, although | fear he may have to pitch his voice lower in future, if only to preserve and protect it.
Consistent stand-outs were | & 1, Jim Jones, Simple Twist Of Fate and it Ain't Me, Babe. The last of which
[ think was quite beautiful and a perfect end to the shows. Thursday's show was wonderful from start to finish,
this time Dylan did seem to have found the inspiration (which is maybe why Friday suffered so much).
Sunday, too, was enjoyable for the rare spontaneity and quirkiness. Finally, of course, going to a Dylan show
is a great night out, no matter what happens on stage.

As concerts, those shows were neither wonderful nor terrible; | just hope that Bob doesn't let himself or the
band drift onto auto-pilot as the tour progresses. If he does, the weaker shows will become less of a tense,
infuriating, yet knife-edged spectacle, and more of a test of endurance, which is what Friday's show very
nearly was.

Congratulations on Homer 8 - Bob Forryan's article was particularly enjoyable. His writing always encourages
me to go back and rediscover songs, albums and concerts.

[ realize this has been something of a rambling letter, so with all the deftness, grace, and speed of Gary
Blisset in full flight, allow me to do what the manager of a certain red-shirted team from Merseyside perhaps
should do - sign off.

Homer, the slut Issue Nine



Letters & Views: Sweet Gift Of Gab Page 9

Guy, I nearly typed "red-faced" rather than "red-shirted" - still you're a one to talk, eh? When you first wrote to me you
were thinking of Brentford at Anfield next season - instead you can come and see me on your way to Craven Cottage.

1 couldn't help feeling that once vou started to write about the concerts you secmed to find a lot of good to say about

them and that your earlier concerns were, therefore more theoretical than practical. However, you'll have gathered by
now that I'm not exactly a model of consistency myself.

MIKE GERFIN

Many thanks for Homer, the slut 8. Your fear of having forgotten to include a letter by myself was not
necessary: | have to admit that | didn't write in response to Homer 7. There are several reasons for this, but
only two are related to Homer: first, | was stunned by both quantity and quality of Homer 7 so that | was not
able to comment for a while. Second, | was taking a Dylan break from December until February, as you
suggested we all should do from time to time. When 1 went back to Dylan | found out that when you don't
listen to him for a while and then put on a disk or tape you realize how great this man really is! Anyway,
because of this break | haven't read much in Homer 8 yet but it looks very promising (especially the
compilation of Dylan-related parts from different books}.

Most of the things | wanted to tell you about issue 7 have already been said as | can gather from the letters
section. For me the best things were your editorial and Bob Forryan's piece on the Rolling Thunder 1976. And
| whole-heartedly agree with Carol on her comment about the cuttings - great job, which you obviously
continued in issue 8! | can't add much to Bob's piece except taking up his suggestion of finding definite
versions of songs: | want to point out two songs where | think the original album version is the definite varsion:
Desolation Row and Stuck Inside of Mobile. They both have a hypnotic quality on these recordings which
they somehow lack on their live interpretations, although only by a narrow margin in the case of Desolation
Row in 1966. During the Never Ending Tour they were both pretty awful most of the time.

Your editorial was a very thoughtful response to John Bauldie's doubts about the current Bob Dylan concerts.
When | received Homer 7 | had just sent off a letter to John in which | also said that it's mostly a matter of
expectation and comparison: compared to Summer 1991 the concerts in 1992 were great, but not compared
to other years. My impression now is that there are hardly any 1992 concerts that are great throughout. This
is in contrast to my initial impression of these concerts when | first heard them (all based just on about 20
tapes). Sure, most of them have some great moments, but | guess that they won't survive as well as the
June/July 1988 or the Fall 1991 concerts which | still rate very highly. In 1992 there is too much dead-wood in
most concerts. Leave the thrashing to Neil Young, or get him as your lead guitarist! But maybe this is a little
too harsh and | just listened to one too many tapes in the last couple of days. Ask me again next month. Just
to complete this rant: | don't think that any of the great moments of 1992 reach the great moments of the
Temples in Flames tour 1987, with the possible exception of idiot Wind on sume occasions. But then again,
they beat everybody else who's playing concerts right now, except Neit Young of course. Neil is playing the
kind of concerts right now | would love to see Bob playing - and the other way round.

But on the other hand, | guess it's not that important after all, and maybe we shouldn't pay that much attention
to the current shows. As you might have guessed by now, | am pretty confused about what to think of Bob
Dylan's recent shows, and that's the reason why | took the break (well, it just happened, it wasn't a conscious
decision).

That's it for today. I'll let you know to which conclusion my current confusion will develop.

Thanks vou. Mike, and I suspect that, living in Berne, you'll be somewhat looking forward to the "Garten festival" on
July 17th.. It is good to read too of someone getting almost as confused as myself when trying to sum up one's response
to the latest leg of The Never ending Tour in a short space.

[ also fee! 1t Desolation Row is not particularly suited to the live arena (except, of course, in 1966); I'd say the same
for Visions of Johanna and one or two others also. (I'm not going to list them, though, because Bob would probably

prove me wrang sooner rather than later!

I'm afraid vou completely lost me at one point, though - what in creation is a 'Dylan break'?

Homer, the slut Issue Nine



Letters & Views: Sweet Gift Of Gab Page 10

BRYAN GRAY

Regarding It's All Been Written In The Book - great idea, I'm sure many of us have books and pamphlets
with brief, anecdotal mentions and obviously a great deal of them slip through our fingers. It goes without
saying therefore that I'm a firm supporter of such an idea, and look forward to its continuation and possible
expansion. Should their be particular articles/books that you are aware of and don't have access to, or,
indeed, if you require articles for future publication, I'd be pleased to hear from you (although | suspect your
scope and range is larger than my own.)

I'll not bore you, or indeed anyone else, further with my musings on the shows, suffice to say that the more
you see, the less overall you retain, hence with the break of 10 days to the show in Paris, | can't help but feel
it was yet another notch higher than even Monday or Thursday in London. Once again however it left me
marvelling at what exactly foreign audiences make of it - in fact a friend was convinced at times he was
singing in French - poor sod!

Thanks, Bryan both for your letter and your offer of help for It's All Been Written In The Book. This section proved
very popular indeed - so I dropped it! Only temporarily, of course, and I'd like to take this opportunity to both thank
those who've sent something in and encourage others, like yourself; to do so. There are indeed so many books that refer
to Dylan that even if I did have a "larger scope and range” - which I doubt due to "gaps" that developed when I was
living abroad at various times - I still would lack so many important pieces. I have many pieces to be going on with
but I would like to be able to group them into "themes" - so the message is, the more the merrier!

Nick WEST

I'd been hoping to run into you at the Lamb one of these months but I'm not too regular in turning up so
maybe we just keep missing each other. Anyway it would be nice to have a chinwag one evening though | can
understand you're well snowed under - and presumably having to do a proper job as well.

It's certainly been a grand year thus far - and lots more to come. What with the Fleadh (what chance a few of
the old Irish ballads Bob and the Clancys were doing after MSG?) and the European dates. All this and Neil
Young too. It's only Aprill!!

Did anyone give you a report of Rick Danko's show at the Borderline. It was quite superb: the old boy's got
most of his voice still intact and did a brilliant set of Band songs, covers etc. including Blind Willie McTell on
which he encouraged audience participation. By the by - Barney Hoskyns book on the Band is well worth
reading and has a lot of interesting Dylan material - it's very sympathetic, very understanding, though finally
profoundly sad.

Thumbs up too for the Willie Nelson album but my favourite song of the moment has to be The French Girl in
both the '67 and '87 versions. There's something almost mystically beautiful about it which no end of playing
takes away. I'm now trying to hunt out Gene Clark's version of it.

Anyway, hope to see you somewhere along the line. Keep up the good work, it's a grand job you do and a
good service the warmline provides.

Thanks, Nick - yes quite a year so far. I'm afraid that the fault for not meeting at The Lamb for the London Club is
mainly my fault. Sunday evenings are far from the easiest of times for me and the last one of the month always seems to
be hectic. If this issue is finished in time - highly doubtful! - I hope to be at the one in May. Maybe I'll have seen you by
the time you read this!

The report on the Danko concert was news to me and, just as I was typing it, I replayed my ansaphone messages and
Steve Hussey informs me that he saw Nanci Griffiths last night and she was joined on stage by Carolyn Hester for
Boots Of Spanish Leather. With Brooce and Baez to play soon the number of Dylan references/covers will probably
not abate yet!

The French Girl is truly staggering, a gem I'll never live of as you say repeated listens diminish it not one jot -
sometimes they seem to have the opposite effect.
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R.G. BREEZE

SHE BELONGS TO ME Il - THE REVENGE

An extremely belated response to Focus On Love Minus Zero / No Limit, Homer 6, after thinking about
Christopher Ricks' comments on the wilful injury inflicted on the raven.

In She Belongs To Me the main character ("you" - which seems to mean people in general, including you
and |, rather than a specific person) “starts out standing” in admiration or infatuation, but "winds up . . . down
upon his knees", reduced to obsessive subservience, as in Jim Steinman's great Total Eclipse of the Heart.
The title is ironic - the song is clearly saying "l belong to her", even to the extent of slaving on Maggie's Farm
immediately afterwards.

This situation is quickly addressed from another angle in Love Minus Zero (squeezs in four more songs and
we've got half a concept album). The narrator, this time in the more direct first person, starts off in a similar
tone of admiration, but he's not going to fall into the same trap. He declares his independence, and her
dependence on him, by hitting her with "this sodding great hammer". Now she really does belong to him, she's
in his power.

Looked at this way, these songs show human possessiveness from the victim's point of view and aiso from
"the side that's winning", it's difficult to hear them as the tender love songs I'd always thought they were, but
at least the hammer seems to be a necessary instrument of defence (or revenge), rather than a gratuitously
violent image.

Hi, good to hear from you again. I'm not sure if making the violence any less gratuitous really cheers me up, nor am I
completely happy with either your or Professor Ricks's conclusions. Though there is a lot to what you both say....over
to my new readers (yes, you two) who missed this debate the first time round.

PAUL WiLLIAMS

Thanks, as always, for the new Homer (#8).... Thanks for mentioning Velume il--1 look forward to the in-depth
look if it happens. Basically | wrote Vol. I so | could get to Vol Il--and above all my effort was to be honest
about my own responses to the music, for better or worse. As for Vol I, sure, | want to do it. I'm sure | will, if
I live long enough and all that. But | do want to give Bob a few years to get ahead of me, and give myself a
few years off from the process.

| stopped in '86 for a number of reasons--partly the book was just getting too long--but mostly because | came
to believe that the 1987 performances are more like a lead-in to the Never-Ending Tour than they are a
continuation of the Petty/HBs tour of 86. So | chose to go for what | consider continuity in Dylan's sense of
himself and what he's up to as a performer, rather than the more obvious and usual division based on who's
in his touring band.

One of the things | love about '87 is that Dylan in a sense acts as though he doesn't notice his band has
changed (from the Dead to the HBs)--he carries on with the same Jerry-Garcia-based arrangements and the
same songlist, and just expects the HBs to pick up on what he's doing. But then | like the wild gonzo creative
chaos periods, spring 76, fall 87... (let's take a chance, who really cares?).

Thanks to you, too, Paul and good luck with Crawdaddy! mark Il. {See ads elsewhere}. Bob certainly is going about
giving vou material for volume III in no uncertain manner. I fully intend to combine an in-depth look at your books on
Dylan for the next issue - I'd better hurry as all your thoughts will be going into Crawdaddy! and, a little birdie tells
me, a new Dylan 'zine from Rolling Tomes!
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STEVE MICHEL

Thanks for the kind words about my Concordance in Issue 7. As one who is normally accustomed to writing
reviews, it is a little strange to be on the receiving end of them for a change.

But what the heck, | figure | should address the points you made in the review. Let's face it, as you say, what
| as much as anyone would like is a concordance that showed all words in context. The decision to adopt the
present form was not strictly to keep the costs down, however. As the Krogsgaard book has proven, 1000
page books are feasible.

Instead, we had to go the present route because of copyright reasons. There is simply no way that Dylan or
his copyright office would have allowed us to print, in effect, all Bob's song lyrics in this book. And a little
reflection would show that to show key words in context would resuit in printing all the lyrics not just once, but
several times. Clinton Heylin may not have been sued for printing, without permission or acknowledgement, a
number of lyrics in Behind the Shades, but there's no way we could have gotten away with printing all the
lyrics. To insist on doing it this way would have been to insist on not doing the book at all.

By way of illustration, I'll offer an anecdote. The science fiction writer George Alec Effinger in the late 80s
published a trilogy of novels. Their titles are When Gravity Fails, A Fire in the Sun, and The Exile Kiss. The
sources of the first two titles are obvious, the third is from Shakespeare. | asked Effinger why he had not used
a Dylan title for the third book in the series, and he told me that Dylan had denied him permission to do so.
(Unfortunately, | neglected to ask what he had wanted as the title; incidentally, these are very fine novels.) If
Dylan's office can prevent a well-known science fiction author, and his publisher, Doubleday, from using less
than half a dozen words, the chances that Rolling Tomes & | could use them all are for all practical purposes
nil.

The decision to stay with Lyrics, then, follows. As | stated in the introduction, we were pretty much stuck with
this book. I'm no happier about that than anyone else. But since | couldn't print the lyrics myself, it would do
little good for most readers to see words that appear in alternate versions sung once or twice. There's also
the problem of gathering together and collating all the alternate versions of songs--if anyone wants to send
me those alternate versions, I'll keep them on hand for future possibilities. This is a lamentable situation, but
that's the way it is.

Finally, as to updates for the book. When Bob writes new songs, we do plan to issue small booklets that add
those words to the present volume, and probably issue new editions of this book as well (depending, of
course, on sales). Since the economics of book publishing are much different than those of software sales, it
is very difficult to offer upgrades to the book that constitute new books at incremental prices (no book
publishers do this with r.2w editions). But we'll try to do right by purchasers of this book.

On another front, for Makes You Wanna Stop and Read a Book, check out Mating, by Norman Rush. There
are some mentions of Bob throughout, but here's a part of a paragraph that's fun:

"...He liked to sing a parody of The Impossible Dream, in which he ate the inedible meal and drank the
unpotable beverage, and so on... For some reason he continued to think it was funny to pretend that | liked
the music of Bob Dylan, when in fact all | had admitted at an earlier point was that | liked It Ain't Me Babe. He
would murmur-sing How many times must the cannon balls fly Before they're forever banned, and then shout
Wuxtry! Wuxtry! Historic Agreement! UN Bans Cannonballs Forever! Flintlocks Next! And of course out of my
supposed adoration of Dylan came our long-running match on why the band can't play...He was not really
ever going to evolve much beyond a strumpet stealing the trumpet or Jean Arp stealing the harp..." (pp
386-387, Vintage paperback edition)

This latter portion refers to an earlier point in the book where the two main characters were making fun of the
last lines of Subterranean Homesick Blues. All in all, | didn't care much for the book, by the way; unlike you |
liked Lodge's Small World, but like you am an admirer of Philip K. Dick.

So, I've most assuredly gone on too long. | do thank you for the positive comments you made about the book.
Note that Rolling Tomes has a money-back guarantee on the book so the gamble for prospective buyers is
lessened. Homer's a fine magazine--but for the life of me | don't understand your page numbering, and would
like a more stable binding scheme! All the best!
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And to you too, Steve, and thanks for filling us in on the details behind the book. That seems to well and truly answer
my questions and quibbles! I'm glad there's another PKD aficionado amongst us and will look for the Effinger novels
as well as Mating. ['ve included that part of your letter here rather than in Bits & Bobs because it, as you'll see, is
bereft of such entries this time. (Due to pressures of time and space rather than lack of contributions.)

JAY O'CONNELL

How's things going? Judging from the last couple of Homers, looks like you've been pretty busy. I've been
meaning to respond to your last letter for some time now, but it seems like I've lost my energy level lately, arnd
once again | have fallen behind in my correspondences. So, before | get to matters of Dylan, please accept
my apologies for not responding to your letter of last November until now. It was quite a pleasant surpriss,
and knowing that running a magazine must be quite a time-consuming nightmare, | want to let you know |
appreciate it very much, and my lack of response till now is only due to my incredible, but inexhaustible,
inability to manage my own time.

Thanks, too, for the tape you sent along. You hit it right on the head! | didn't have either...| had just then been
reading about them, wondering how | could get to hear them, and there they were! Great stuff too. it's
amazing how much stuff just keeps coming out. Who ever would have guessed...

| just yesterday received Homer #8. Haven't really had a chance yet to go thru it, but | did see, and | want to
thank you, for the kind remarks you wrote about me. The wife was very impressed. She thinks I'm loony tunes
with this Dylan thing. She's never actually said that, but | know she's thinking it. Glad to see the news articles
were of help. | wasn't sure how much of this stuff you get from other people. | thought Homer #7 was great.
Idiot Wind was a great choice for discussion. After reading that section, | went right to the music box and
listened to all the different versions a few times over. Also enjoyed the Bits & Bobs. It's incredible how the
mainstream press views this Dylan creature, and what's just as incredible is that it seems to extend world-
wide (The Joker? Sounds like their regular music critic must have been on vacation...). That's something |
wouldn't have realized without Homer. Anyways, looking forward to diving into #8.

Here's the latest batch of articles I've collected....There's also something in there that came from my sister,
who lives in Boston. It's not newsworthy at all, but | thought you might get a kick out of it. She's not really a
Dylan fan, but she did spend many years of her life getting bombarded with the stuff, so I think she's
developed a respect for his music. She picked up this weekly entertainment newspaper called the Improper
Bostonian, and read the review of the new LP, and felt compelied enough to fire off a postcard to the author
of said review, and sent me a copy. It's good to know that, especially with these occasional tv appearances,
there's still people out there willing to stick up for us as we battle the legions of negative naysayers and non-
believers.

The computer gods were with me, so I've included a copy of my list. | imagine that you have most, if not all, of
this stuff, but | thought you might like to see it anyways. Please take it with a large grain of salt, those pesky
ratings are always tough to call. Also, somewhere in this mess should be a small picture of Dylan that |
thought you might like. | pick them up occasionally from the record conventions around here. Looks like it
might be from around the fall of '88 (which I've always thought was a great leg of the NET).

| just called the Rolling Tomes hotline to see what was new. Not too much, but then | realized they all must
be out in Seattle for the convention. | would have liked to have gone, but | just couldn't have swung for the
expense right now. Looks like they've firmed up some dates for the southern US. Did you get to see some
shows these last few months? | hope the Old Boy did us all proud.

Well that's about it for now. Glad to see that Homer has been able to find it's own identity amid all this other
nonsense that seems to go on. You're on solid rock, and | hope you're able to continue. Thanks again, and
take care,

You too, Jay. Thanks for all he cuttings and the photograph - are these fairly common at record conventions? (live
shots, in focus ?) You were one of the last to receive tapes properly from me. Since then I've only been able to do them
patchily - as Sandy Hamblett and Jim Heppell could testify! As an inducement to keep your family defending Bob's
honour (and your sanity) I've included your sister's card in Bits & Bobs pp 28. I hope she likes it! As to the last
European concerts- every view imaginable contained in these very pages!
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ELAINE OWEN

"Twas the night of 9 February, and the air was heavy with anticipation. You will doubtless realize that | was at
the Apollo Theatre awaiting the appearance of my first and last hero. But just before Dylan appeared, Bob
arrived (Forryan) and he handed me a spare copy of Homer. 'Not another Dylan magazine', | thought. After
the euphoria of the concert, | forgot about Homer for a few days. But when | finally opened it and began to
read, | realised that this could be the start of something, if not big, interesting at least. By the time I'd finally
read everything, despite telling myself initially that | couldn't afford to subscribe to another magazine, | was a
convert. So here's my £21. And | hope you run forever. And | hope that Dylan does, too. With love and best
wishes from South-West France. Yours in exile

Judging by your address it is the kind of "exile” I'd like to be banished to anytime! Thanks for your letter, it is always
good to hear from new subscribers and I'm glad issue 8 won you over affer initial scepticism. (I knew it was brilliant all
along, so I didn't experience this!)

And there I must call an end to this, even as another batch of letters arrives - thanks for the cartoon Tony Shackleton, that will
appear soon! - I shall incorporate the letters re The Second Subscriber Special Issue in Homer 10. Apologies to any I've missed
this time around and thanks to all who sent letters in. Please keep sending them, my remarks in the Special were not meant to be a
deterrent - the large mailbox mentioned was due to a combination of unusual circumstances. I thought I'd read every possible angle
on the Hammersmith shows, but lo and behold along comes another perspective! I leave you with:

G. A. WILKINSON FEB.'93  ASHTABULA
GUG & SEz/me (OR: DON'T GO HOME WITH YOUR ODEON)

Drinking & laughing
Distillers' Army rally
Campaign honours to compare
Belated onward sally

Buying & selling
Stone predatory welcome
Really Nothing to Declare
Proceed to inner sanctum

Watching & keeping
Watch: this annual crusade
Big Jim's vigilantes
Versus silent clap brigade

Crashing & exploding
Scorching cymbals full ablaze
Winston Junior smiling
'Neath Zimmy's kindly gaze

Strumming & enthralling
Pulsating high and high
Shedding gifts for everyone
Lone naked Samurai

Saluting & conducting
Zealous front row trilby
Feathers shoot out into space
In full orgasmic fury

Waving & bowing
The troubadour's adieu
Breaking out of Mobile
Still enigma fails to blur

Buying & selling
Queen Caroline's frozen echo
Name board's glory now dissolved
Leaving private thoughts aglow
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Here writes someone who has spent many hours remonstrating with our esteemed, if diminutive, editor, that however
articulate she may appear in the spoken word, and however critical she may be about other people's written word, that
she herself is no reviewer, and therefore will not be found writing articles for Homer. So...?!? everyone is allowed to
change the habits of a lifetime... and, during lent, this habit is much easier to give up than smoking! I am driven to
this attempt, by the triple realization that (a) this was the first time Dylan has played in the Grand Duchy of
Luxembourg (of which more, presently), (b) there were fewer of the "weel kent" faces at this show than at most and
(c) the event, if not the show was certainly worth writing about.

What follows is as much a review of the location and the audience, both of which played a remarkable role in what
might have been tedium incarnate, as of a show with outstanding highlights: so, if it's a complete run-down of
performance you're after, my apologies - but if an account of a one-off and somewhat personal and anecdotal view on
an amusing interlude in the Never-Ending Tour, then read on. It will also help if you are familiar with the basic set-
lists and performances of the early ‘93 European leg, as I assume that they are covered more competently than I can
manage, elsewhere in this tome.

Let me set the scene: the Luxembourg entry to a catalogue of hackit {find a Scot to explain this to you} stereotypes has
to cover the lack of any well Known citizen, the lack of much in the way of cultural interest and the prevalence of
Geneva-like banking population (indeed the term "Luxembourg banker" took on the proportions of a new piece of
Cockney rhyming slang over the weekend of the concert). Luxembourg does boast, however, a rather worrying
tendency to produce startling results in the Eurovision Song Contest. I must say that the 40 square miles or so of
Luxembourg are remarkable by their very blandness and as much as can be said for any of those miles, is that it is
never more than 20 away from something far more interesting. I know for a fact that those who did follow the tour to
Pétange (an unremarkable 22.5 km from Luxembourg city), were exceptionally underwhelmed by what they found in
cultural novelty.

In my immediate company were two Danish friends to whom I extend my heart-felt gratitude for their hospitality,
sense of humour, outstanding patience in the face of adversity, and achievement in procuring tickets numbered 1 to 4,
(neither of them had possessed a Dylan recording prior to my arrival on their doorstep on that occasion, much less
been to a show) and the indomitable Mr. Hume (who seems to have spent much of the tour in question suffering from
fatigue and hangovers of demonic proportions).

On the local Dylan appreciation front, Luxembourg boded badly from the outset, if the offerings from the national
rock-radio stations were anything to go by: tracks of the sixties and seventies that haven't reared their ugly heads since
I used to go to the youth club on a Friday evening (well, The Sutherland Brothers and Quiver belting out The Arms of
Mary? - I ask you!)

On the weather front, Dylan yet again, managed to ensure that only the most determined would overcome the
hazardous conditions to see him: a rather ominous attempt at snow throughout the day heralded a positively lethal
freezing fog as dusk fell.

On the venue front: the epitome of mediocrity - standing in an undisguised gymnasium in a sports centre in the barren
outskirts of a small town. Those of us who took the opportunity of staking an early claim to a spot on the floor, which
would promise a reasonable view of Dylan later on, (important as the legendary what's his name, the photographer
was rumoured to have remembered his equipment) and who therefore felt the onslaught of backache during the
unnamed and eminently forgettable support act (*1), did actually feel grateful for the distraction of the athletic
equipment which adorned the 'concert hall'. I was authoritatively informed somewhere along the line, that this was
indeed the first occasion that the Pétange Centre Sportif had opened its doors to the concert-going public: a big night
for both Bobby and Pétange!

So the scene is set, and what did we get? First of all, a slightly later start than most of the previous shows: 9.30 pm
and a kick off with the now familiar Folsom Prison Blues: much as it pains me to say it, this was a mechanical
rendition lacking in soul, but at least it wasn't Maggie's Farm again, and novelty won the day over performance.
Throughout it, the sound engineers were valiantly struggling to create some semblance of acceptable acoustics, and,
predictably, were frustrated in their attempts by Bobby overlooking the necessity to use the mike on occasions. My
rising fears for the evening vanished however, as the show progressed... the sound got better, and the culture-hungry
audience who, as became evident in the course of the evening, had been deprived of anything produced by Dylan in
the past 20 years warmed in direct measure with Dylan himself.

Dylan was competence personified through If Not For You, All Along The Watchtower and Tangled up in Blue.
My Blue Peter Badge for irony of the evening, went to a spirited Shelter from the Storm (I fear that the irony was
lost on most of those around however). Give them their due, they really got into the raunchy rendition of Memphis
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Blues which followed. A downright excellent performance of It Takes a Lot To Laugh was beginning to reassure me
that the trip was well worthwhile. Despite the fact that I have heard Tomorrow Night so often on this tour, it is an
inclusion that I don't tire of, and it was as enthusiastic and melodic as any seen at Hammersmith. What followed, now
familiar to those who have followed the current tour, warrants a paragraph in it's own right...

Jim Jones was spectacular.

And there was even a surprise in store... Half way through, a few people in my immediate vicinity scratched heads
(the way one does in a "spot the difference” competition when 19 out of the 20 differences have already been spotted,
and you're wondering if that freckle is a difference or really a printing mistake). Then a veritable Mexican wave of
enlightenment went round the cognoscenti, as Baxter could be distinguished through the on-stage gloom, playing an
accordion. Inspiration which was instigated in Luxembourg and was still there in Belfast.

The concert-going equivalent of orgasm, having passed over those of us who had realized that there had in fact been a
difference, and "the result of the Luxembourg jury came in" (to coin the phrase of some wit nearby), as the opening
chords of Tambourine Man were recognised by two thousand would-be backing singers for the Byrds. It was,
granted, a reasonable performance. Enthusiasm mellowed to profound appreciation with a heart-rending Baby Blue,
It then metamorphosed into what I think was perplexity among most of the 'has - he - released - an - album - since -
Desire? - then - fans', as Dylan walloped through Cat's in the Well. For my part I stood in bliss before yet another
stirring performance of I and I - a number which I found disappointing on Infidels but which has been one of the
highlights of every show I've seen this year: just give me a pint of whatever the drummer's having...

What followed was a remarkable table-turning exercise. You will now have the measure of the audience: they like
what they know - an unfortunate shortcoming, given the last they heard! I think even The Man himself was taken
aback by the fervour of the audience participation for Knockin' on Heaven's Door: for several minutes he gave every
indication of handing over to the audience for the chorus, while he sang harmony and backing vocals. I further
maintain that, when he eventually managed to head towards the end of the song, and began to slow down the pace, he
wondered if the audience would build up a slower chant of their earlier performance... they didn't.

Highway 61 (competent again, and welcomed once more by the audience) was followed by What Good Am 1?. By
now, being at one as you are with the audience, it will surprise you not a jot, that they adored the penultimate offering:
an energetic rendition of Rainy Day Women. This preceded a performance to end most recent performances of It
Ain't Me Babe - the voice was superb - I distinctly heard a growl in there somewhere which made my knees buckle.

The lights dimmed, and it was all over.

So, dear reader, what should you take from all of this? Well, while I appreciate well presented and supported
interpretations of his writing and performances, and have sometimes been known to come out with my own, I do not
feature in the Who's Who of great Dylanologists. Indeed, I come out in an unsightly rash when exposed to the lengths
some fans attain in intellectual masturbation on Dylan. But I do like a good show - and this, in my books, was a good
show.

Against a background of competence (and basketball nets), genius emerged in the last number, beauty (and more than
a little irony) in Shelter from the Storm, inspiration and innovation in Jim Jones, unadulterated enthusiasm (yet
again) in I and I and playful audience dangling in Knockin' on Heaven's Door. What more could a girl ask for?

I fear that Luxembourg will have to wait a long time for such a spectacle again, but I extend my heartfelt appreciation
for the sheer novelty of the whole experience - I decided very early after the dates were announced to go to this show,
if, for no other reason than because it was His first time somewhere. As I skidded from the venue, I was tormented by
eager anticipation of the last European show in Belfast hoping that the novelty factor would hold out: The Belfast
venue was announced - a sports hall!!

Incidentally, if anyone is looking for a new career opportunity abroad, you could do worse than to go to Luxembourg
and open a record shop.

*1 the support entered into the Luxembourg hall of notoriety towards the end of thelr contribution to the evening's proceedings, by asking the
(disappointingly, but predictably) receptive audlence, what language was spoken in Luxembourg, insulting them by suggesting French or
German and then achieving distinction in their complete lack of acceptance that the language was also called Luxembourg (or Letzeburgesch
as the purists responded). They finally ensured a one way ticket from the nearest window (which was fairly distant in the gym hafl
concerned), by ignoring the answer to their own question "how do you say 'lies’ in that then?".)
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At a time when Bob Dylan is openly revisiting the blues and folk repertoire that he has always drawn on but
sometimes kept hid below the surface of his own work, it's instructive to look back at old copies of the
magazine Sing Out!/, which tried to monitor, month by month, what contributor Paul Nelson called "the
urban folk scene" of the 1960s.

Take Volume 15, no. 2, the Issue for May 1965 - a time immediately after the release of Bringing It All
Back Home and very soon before Dylan's "electric” debut at Newport Folk Festival in July - and a time by
which we think of Dylan as already light-years from the "folk scene”.

What Sing Out! shows is something different. On the one hand Dylan is clearly still regarded as part of that
world. His name recurs throughout its pages, and he's the main topic exercising letter-writing readers. The
electric controversy isn't there yet, despite Subterranean Homesick Blues and the like, but he's still in
trouble for writing and singing the kind of personal song exhibited on Another Side Of Bob Dylan. This is
not, however, his only transgression:

"Dear Editor, For crying out loud! What is your little magazine coming to? First Bob Dylan and now Pete
Seeger - just thrown against the wall... Sincerely yours, Judith A. Cemy, Cleveland Heights, Ohio."

"Dear Editor, Help! Can anyone give me some advice on how to convert my parents to the Dylan camp?
They hate him almost as much as | love him. Besides ranking his voice and songs low, they call him a
Communist and a sex maniac... Kathy lvans, Whitestone, NY."

"Dear Editor...| appreciate your publishing the pictures of Bob Dennon and John Lylan on page 99 of the
March issue. I've always wondered what they looked like. Sincerely, Bob Laughlin, Oakland, CA."

"Dear Editor: John Lennon and Bob Dylan cannot be one in the same [sic] for a very simple reason. JOHN
CAN SING!!!!... Yours, Jeanne Davidson and Judy Nauman, Lancaster, Ohio."

"Dear Editor, now that we've solved the Dylan-Lennon question, what about finding out if Jack Elliott is
really The Man From Uncle? Sincerely, 006%."

"...We have Dylan when we want to think and the Beaties when we want to have fun. They're completely
compatible. Nancy Snell, Tucson, Arizona."

"Dear Editor, Anyone who says 'l don't like Bob Dylan because he sounds like a cow’ should be cut off your
subscription list. Give a cow a pen, guitar and harmonica, and see what he [sic] can do. Sincerely, Dennis
Peame, Peninsula, Ohio."

*Dear Editor: What's with it? Afta years a searchin' aroun' for people who'd write an’ sing an’ ptay topical
songs, ya finally got your guy - Dylan. An' what happens? He strays away from the line, starts gettin'
personal, an' all of a sudden, you're jumpin’ on his back. | dig the People, but what about the Person. So he
doesn't write about hard rain all the time. So what? Who does? Introspection - that's people’s music. Yeah,
criticize him. Tefl him he should write more topical songs or fix his timin' or change his underwear or get
back his ol' guitar. But don't put him in a strait jacket. Adam Simms, Flushing, NY."

"Dear Editor: | am an aspiring blues harmonica-player... Last year, | started leaming, and went mostly by the
records of Bob Dylan, Hammie Nixon, Sonny Temy etc.... Christopher Brow, Poughkeepsie, NY."

At the same time, Paul Nelson is declaring the breakdown of the old folk-scene snobberies: "...Perhaps the
most fascinating result of the crash 15 the Death of the Insider. Such an animal has now become extinct...
Who could have predicted, for instance, that the Beatles would be as in as the Carter Family in certain folk
circles? Who indeed. Such is life on the urban folk scene in the mid-60s..."(Tell that to the Newport crowd.)

Nelson also reports that "Another small magazine, Backside, has now become Comment, with a subtitle of
The Broadside of Washington D.C." and that "Comment #2, available for twenty-five cents from Stuart
Crump Jnr., Box 544, Brown, Providence, Rhode Island, contains... an interview with Bob Dylan."

More interesting in retrospect is the extent to which the artists featured, the songs listed and or reprinted in
the rest of the issue, and those cropping up on the records being released, are awash with what we can now
see as Dylan connections as well as with his own "classic" work.
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The froit cover features Johnny Cash, Muddy Waters and "Students at Berkeley" The inside reprints a song
from a Berkeley demo, "spearheaded by the Free Speech Movement", called There's A Man Taking
Names - the chorus of which begins "There's a man goin’ round takin' names / There's a man goin' round
taking names..." The back cover lists the issue's featured songs, which include Links In The Chain, Get Up
& Go, The Hell-Bound Train, Len Chandler's Beans in My Ears and Long Black Veil. This last is stated
to be "By Danny Hill & Marijohn Wilkins, © 1959 Cedarwood Publishing Co. Inc." and comes with this
introduction:

"Here's a song that was written just a few years ago - has an awful good folk flavor, say the Country
Gentlemen in their intro' to the tune. And they must be right. The song has been taken up by trad’ country
musicians (The Lilly Brothers), Bluegrass bands (The Country Gentlemen), c-&w performers (Lefty Frizzell)
and city singers (Joan Baez) alike. This version is from The Country Gentiemen On The Road, (Folkways
FA 2409)."

There's a profile of “Ireland's Greatest Singing Clan": the McPeake Family of Beifast, by Peter Kennedy"
and one of Johnny Cash - by Pete La Farge. In this, Cash says that he had wanted to break into using folk
material by doing a song his friend Gene Ferguson has played him down the telephone: ira Hayes; and that
having made it into a "national hillbilly hit", he then performed it at Newport and "didn't have to change a
note to make it fit”, (he "bridged the gap," Robert Shelton wrote in the New York Times); that he then made
the LP Bitter Tears, made up of "Indian protest songs", and then cut it Ain't Me Babe. The profile
concludes that Cash "may be expected to stick pretty close to the minstrel set from now on."

Poets Of Today (an anthology edited by Walter Lowenfels, Intemational Publishers, New York), is revie!ved
by Moses Asch (who ran Folkways Records), who notes that it includes Pete LaFarge and Bob Dylan, "our
controversialist”.

Alongside Len Chandier's song Beans In My Ears, Chandler comments that the song was inspired by a Carl
Sandburg song, adding "I'm just saying that people don' listen. I've said it before in Keep On Keeping
on'.."

Very usefully, there's a table of contents of the books Reprints From Sing Out! Volumes 1-7. Volume 1
includes Gypsey Davey, This Land Is My Land, and a song called Tomorrow Is A Highway. Volume 2
includes Eight Hundred Miles, House Of The Rising Sun, | Ain't Got No Home In This World
Anymore, | Can't Feel At Home In This World Anymore, Pastures Of Plenty, Poor Lazarus and a song
called Wo Riley. Vol. 3 includes Alberta, Done Laid Around, East Virginia, 1913 Massacre, Roll On
Columbia, St. James Hospital (from which Dylan quotes in Where Teardrops Fall and which is a variant
of The Unfortunate Rake and St. James Infirmary Blues, which as |'ve suggested elsewhere, relate in
specific ways to Blind Willie McTell's The Dyin' Crapshooter's Blues and to Blind Willie McTell), and
The Water Is Wide. Volume 4 includes Jesse James, 900 Miles, Poor Lazarus again and the song Blood
On The Saddle. Vol. § includes Black Is The Color, Brennan On The Moor, Pretty Saro and Railroad
Bill. Volume 6 - the first to recognise Dylan's songwriting - includes Blowin In The Wind, Bowling Green,
A Hard Rain's A~Gonna Fall, He Was A Friend Of Mine, Peggy-O, Rock About My Saro Jane and Will
Ye Go Lassie, Go?. Volume 7 offered, among others, ira Hayes, Lily Of The West, Man Of Constant
Sorrow, Masters Of War, San Francisco Bay Blues and With God On Our Side. These reprints are all
pushed as still available.

(So, the editor notes, Is this bargain: "Child's 'The English & Scottish Popular Ballads'... complete collection,
1000 versions of 305 ballads, is available in a three-volume bound set of 2,638 pages... $40.00 from
Cooper Square Publishing, 59 4th Avenue, NYC 10003.")

Then there's an opinion piece (on many subjects) by Irwin Silber, titled 'Fan The Flames', in which pe
speaks up for rock'n'roll (It's "sexual, upPuritan, free in expression, and outside the main idiom of white
middle-class and upper-class America... a threat to established patterns and values"); condemns US action
in Vietnam and supports the Viet Cong; reports the death (at 34, of cancer) of Lorraine Hansberry,
playwright and ex-Sing Out! subscriptions editor, who had also organised their annual Camegie Hall
Hootenannies; and reports on current McCarthyism:

“The most recent inanity appeared in the pages of The Folk Scene, the Chicago folk music newsletter,
where writer 'Lovable Ole Doc Stanley' picked up on my recent Open Letter to Bob Dylan and found a
communist plot brewing..."
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The page after that has an Elektra ad for the LP Spider Blues by 'Spider' John Koerner, which it lists as
including Corrine Corrina and a song called Need A Woman. A few pages later there's a double-page
Vanguard Records ad, pushing Many A Mile by Bufly St. Marie, which it says includes Fixin' To Die and
Lazarus; Today Is The Highway by Eric Andersen, who includes Plains Of Nebrasky-O and Baby Please
Don't Go; and the LP Doc Watson & Son, which features Rising Sun Blues and Little Sadie. There's
also a Columbia ad for the LP Orange Blossom Special by Johnny Cash, who is described as a “"folk
singer", and an ad for the current issue of Paul Nelson's Little Sandy Review which stresses that it has
album reviews, including a Dylan LP review.

Sing Out! itself reviews, somewhat sceptically, the LP The Dillards Live!, on Elektra EKL-265, mentioning
the inclusion of Dylan's Walking Down The Line. There's a London Records ad for the Julie Felix album
Julie Felix (LL 3395 mono / PS395 stereo) which says that among the tracks are Masters Of War, Don't
Think Twice, It's All Right [sic], Pastures Of Plenty and (the folksong) Buttermilk Hill.

Then there's another Elektra ad, for two Judy Collins albums - Judy Collins #3, which is said to include
Masters Of War, Deportee and Turn Turn Turn, and The Judy Collins Concert, giving a tracklist that
includes The Lonesome Death Of Hattie Carroll.

Oh, and there's a very good piece on 'R&B' - by Tony Glover.

@ Michael Gray, 1993.

Bob Dylan: "One winter's day | called Bobby and asked if | could take
some pictures of him. It was 1971 and damn cold, but | puta camera
with a wide angle lens in his hands and we ended up on the Lower East
Side, which revealed an offbeat, mischievous talent.”
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JRS:

FROM BEHIND A BURNING BUSH

Page 1 of 10

WAKING UP TO A NEW MORNING

(And linking arms in the Universal Brotherhood)

Youth of delight, come hither,
And see the opening Morn,
Image of truth new bomn.
Doubt is fled, & clouds of reason,
Dark disputes and artful teasing.

When that most keenly sighted of Dylan observers,
Clinton Heylin, was rolling his own thing with The
Telegraph Supplement back in the late 80's, he
carried out a survey of our loves and hates
Dylan-wise. The results were published in the
penultimate RTS of all time, i.e. number 22, which
accompanied the Spring 1990 Edition of The
Telegraph and which opened with a splendid
Clintonesque introduction that carried the bad news:
“I'l be too busy to continue with my RTS duties
beyond RTS 23, so apologies to all who like the
RTS, and sod off and subscribe to Isis to all those
who do not." Alas, | was one of the former and
although I've been warned over the years that it's
bad for my health, | have always been an ardent
admirer of Clinton Heylin's work.

“Two words", as Denis Leary, the 90's re-incarnation
of Lenny Bruce wouid say: "Clinton Heylin - two
words, man: diligence and accuracy”. And it is that
very commitment to diligence and accuracy that
has been the foundation stone for Clinton's pillars of
wisdom. Some of my favourite Dylan books are
monuments to his style; from the revolutionary Rain
Unravelled Tales in it's various formats to the
revelationary sessionography in the paperback
version of Behind the Shades; through various
other projects: Stolen Moments, the book that |
always tum to first when it's time for research; those
excellent articles in Telegraphs 28-30 on the
Christianity period; the little postage stamp booklet
on the Gospel speeches; the directory of tapes
worth listening to; and many further informed
articles that have appeared in all kinds of
publications during the last decade. It was probably
also Clinton Heylin who was the main brains behind
the Oracle answers in those much loved early
Telegraphs.

| am sure that Clinton's work on Dylan emanated,
not from a sense of ego or profit, but from a true
love and belief in Dylan's own work. No doubt such
love has gathered the dust of ego and profit over
the years but surely it's the labour of love that has

The Voice of the Ancient Bard
A Song of Experience by William Blake

prevailed above all first, last and foremost. Indeed it
must have been a true labour of love for Clinton to
have to wade through all those replies to The
Telegraph Questionnaire and then compile the
most authoritative survey of opinions shared by
Dylan fans to date.

Of course, some of the survey's findings were
inevitable and | suppose it was no surprise that, in
the Best Album category, Blood on the Tracks
was favourite with 260 votes and Blonde on
Blonde was runner up with 174 votes. Now
although these two albums may always be thus
placed back to back in the hearts and minds of the
majority of Dylan aficionados, they couldn't have
been more different in conception or content.

Bilonde on Blonde witnessed Dylan at the very
peak of a rock-based mountain, taking in great
gulps of that wild mercurial air, his creative juices
gushing like a mountain stream straight onto vinyl.
The majority of the masterpiece Sad Eyed Lady of
the Lowlands was rumoured to have been written
on the crest of the moment in the recording studio
whilst the session musicians sat around playing
cards, and a number of other songs on Blonde on
Blonde were cut in straight takes.

The final cuts for some of the songs on Blood on
the Tracks however had been re-recorded after the
initial attempts were discarded. |f Blonde on
Blonde saw Dylan at the mountain top then certain
songs from Blood on the Tracks discovered him at
the depths of the deepest dark ocean. He spoke
about these tracks during an interview with Mary
Travers in March 1985 for the radio programme
Mary Travers and Friends. When the interviewer
remarked how much she loved the album Dylan
retorted that he just wasn't able to relate to how
people could enjoy hearing that type of pain. And he
wasn't talking about the type of pain you get with a
sore throat!
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It is interesting to compare two of the longer songs
from each album namely Sad Eyed Lady of the
Lowlands from Blonde on Blonde and ldiot Wind
from Blood on the Tracks. On Dylan's own
admission the first song concerned his, then, new
wife Sara and it has been suggested by many Dylan
commentators that Idiot Wind was also - written
about Sara but obviously from a completely
different perspective. If indeed Dylan wrote these
two songs about his former wife then, in the course
of all those words, he certainly scaled the heights
and plumbed the depths of that particular
relationship which must have played see-saw with
his emotions .

But a see-saw must have a pivotal point, a place
where the landscape becomes level and energy can
be directed towards growth instead of chaos. The
tracks for Blonde on Blonde were recorded in
1966 and those for Blood on the Tracks in 1974;
an inclusive nine year difference between these
high and low emotional points. If you took an exact
mid-line between these two points you find yourself
in the year 1970 being four years on from 1966 and
four years before 1974. The album that was
released in 1970 was indeed a pivotal, transitional
album and, as a subtle emphasis to this it will be
noted that the album New Moming which was
recorded and released in 1970, was Dylan's last
number one album in the U.K. to date; the songs
from that album are the final songs in Writings and
Drawings, Dylan's first, and for some quite
considerable time, only officially published book of
lyrics; and the period between the release of New
Morning and Dylan's next studio album (excluding
a Greatest Mits package) Pat Garrett and Billy
The Kid is the longest period in Dylan's career to
date that his fans have had to endure without the
release of a new studio album. After New Morning,
things took a different tum and it probably wasn't
only gravity that ultimately pulled the see-saw
down, perhaps destiny played a hand in there too.

It is however the uncomplicated landscape of 1970
that captures my mind for New Morning, from that
period of stability and growth, was the record that
got my vote as being my favourite Dylan album in
Clinton's poll for RTS.

But why, on earth, New Morning? Well, for a start,
from a basic instinct point of view, it was one of
those "saving grace" incidents for me. You're lucky
if you get one of those "saving grace" incidents in
your lifetime; you're even luckier if you realise that
it's happened!

I know that grown men shouldn't really talk about
such things but some time ago a young child who
was very special and dear to me died in somewhat
tragic circumstances. For weeks and months |

stumbled around under a dark burdening cloud of
grief. | desperately tried to haul things back into
perspective but in reality | was searching for
answers where no answers could be found and thus
| ended each night with a head full of doubt. Then
one fine day... no, actually it wasn't like a
Damascus discovery trip at ail; but just a minor
something ‘that caused me to raise my eyebrows
and twist the corners of my mouth into a smile. And
believe me, a smile was a lot of money in those
days.

The circumstances of my re-awakening | remember
quite clearly. | was redecorating my lounge, steam
stripping off the paper that had gone out of fashion
ang exposing the plaster cracks of wear and tear.
To ease the downright tedium of D.LY. | shoved a
tape into my cassette player; any tape would do; it
just happened to be a Dylan tape; it just happened
to be New Morning. And then he kicked me....

You see, although | had listened to the title track
from New Morning hundreds of times since the
album's release some fifteen years before that
mysterious day, | had never really heard the song
properly. Dylan sang with the voice of a true
survivor, someone who was still standing to
confront those who argued that it would have been
a better career move for him to have remained
prostrate and lifeless on Woodstock's Striebel road
that fateful Friday aftemoon in July 1966. Perhaps
Dylan was reminding me that | was still standing
too, but, whatever, the song took me unawares and
caused something of an impact. But don't get me
wrong, I'm not suggesting that merely listening to
any particular song can wipe away the anger,
bitterness and guilt that so readily befriend grief;
what | did that day was take just a small footstep of
light in the soot of life, nothing more; but once
you've leamed how to walk, giant leaps soon
become possible. It was a faint calling to come
hither, just as William Blake calls in the extract from
his Song of Experience "The Voice of the
Ancient Bard"” | have quoted above and below:

Youth of delight, come hither,
And see the opening Morn,
Image of truth new born.

Doubt is fled, & clouds of reason,
Dark disputes and artful teasing.

The title track of the New Morning album having
thus dawned upon me in this new way, |
subsequently re-opened the pages and the text of
the collections core songs. And therein lies the twist
because if my spontaneous response to the song
New Morning was like a faint calling from William
Blake, this Ancient Bard was soon positively
shouting at me from the further songs on the album.
This is then the other main sway of the album for
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me: It is so William Blake. When 1 listen to it now,
potent leakages from Blake's poetry and philosophy
seep into my mind and as | happen to think that
William Blake is the most important Englishman
that has ever lived, | am always willing to succumb
overwhelmingly to anything that has a touch of him
about it. When 1| listen to the majority of New
Moming |1 feel more than just a touch of Blake, | get
pushed and shoved forcefully towards his direction
for the feel, sound, sentiment and very simpleness
of the album belong to him.

Before | endeavour to explain exactly what | mean
though, and knowing that the carriage of mere
words on printed page will probably never arrive
safely at your station of true understanding, and yet
further with apologies to those who already know
the story so well, a few words about the Ancient
Bard himself.

William Blake was, by occupation, an engraver of
illustrations and designs for books. For all but three
of his seventy years, he lived in London where he
was bom, the son of a hosier, in 1757. Although
Blake never had any formal education, he attended
a drawing school at the age of ten whereafter he
became apprenticed to an engraver and at the age
of twenty-one he became a student at the Royal
Academy. Blake was never particularly well off,
during his working life he achieved a meagre
income from commissions for his engravings and
was barely able to support himself and his wife, He
had no children and he died in somewhat humble
circumstances and surroundings in 1827.

It was not for his engravings, or even his paintings,
that Blake subsequently became hailed as a genius
however. It was for his poetry whereby Blake was
able to express in words his unique vision and thus
create his own philosophy and mythology.

From about the age of four years, Blake
experienced visions of angels, prophets, demons,
saints and historical personages. Even the spirit of
his dead brother was said to have appeared to him
on many occasions. These experiences continued
throughout his life and caused Blake to look at his
surroundings in a less humanistic way. As an
expression of this view he wrote the lines, in the
poem Auguries of Innocence:

To see a World in a Grain of Sand
And a Heaven in a Wild Flower,
Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand
And Eternity in an hour.

Now although, on the one hand, Blake was ridiculed
and treated as a madman when he recounted the
stories of his transcendental sightings, on the other
hand these visions were the primary source of his

— ey e
poems. Thus part of Blake's philosophy, as
expounded in his poetry, was that life should be
experienced and not merely observed; that human
beings should not trust what is actually seen by the
eye, but learn to look further in order to experience
a spiritual perception of what is laid before them.
Blake therefore treated the eyes as merely doors or
windows to a wider world of the imagination. In The
Marriage of Heaven and Hell, he writes:

If the doors of perception were cleansed,
Everything would appear to man as it is: Infinite.

And in The Everlasting Gospel:

This Life's dim Windows of the Soul
Distorts the Heavens from Pole to Pole
And leads you to Believe a Lie

When you see with not thro' the Eye.

What made Blake's idea of "true vision" even more
controversial was that he was living in the Age of
Reason where important changes were occurring
through scientific discoveries and based upon
mathematical calculations. The laws of the universe
were being re-written by Isaac Newton with his
theories on gravitation and motion, and by Francis
Bacon who was the founder of experimental
science. The theory was that everything, from the
orbit of the planets to the fall of an apple, could be
explained scientifically and mathematically, that
mechanical instruments, which could measure and
weigh, should be substituted for human perception
which was untrustworthy if you wanted to find the
right answer.

Blake kicked hard against this wall of reason and
contended that excluding man from the process of
knowledge would result in a world where man could
no longer re-discover his true self. Blake therefore
became a revolutionary of his time but his
revolutionary ideas were not confined to the issue of
imagination over reason. He also caught in his net
the matter of religion for he disputed the authority of
organised, conventional religions. Again he was
opposed to the religious doctrines propounded by
Newton, Bacon and others who placed God "above"
and separate from man. Blake regarded the human
imagination as the essential divine quality by which
God manifests Himself in man and this was another
part of his philosophy which he fought hard to
establish, writing in the poem Jerusalem:

To open the eternal worlds, to open the immortal
Eyes

Of man inwards into the worlds of thought - into
Eternity

Ever expanding in the bosom of God,

The human imagination.
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Fortunately Blake never rested from his great task
and he wrote hundreds of lines of poetry whereby
he extended his philosophy using on occasions
complex symbolism to underline the main thread of
his argument that creative energy, inspired by an
unfettered imagination, will always win out over a
rational, materialistic approach to life.

Not only philosopher, poet, revolutionary, printer
and engraver then but Blake is now hailed as a
prophet because certain of his arguments formed
the basis of Carl Jung's treatment of psychology
and his line of thought has also been taken up by
certain New Age thinkers who consider that the
limited, materialistic outlook on life is still prevalent
today and the only way of breaking free from the
chaos and stress of materialism is to re-discover
one's self through imaginative thought. Writing
about the use of Blake's approach to life in the
twentieth century, the Blakean scholar Kathleen
Raine considers that our logical, one dimensional
mode of thinking moves us:

To confess ourselves to be mere parts in a
lifeless mechanism, to define life itself in
mechanistic terms, our sensations as mere
devices directed towards survival, definable only
in terms of function and usefulness within a
system of physical cause and effect, spare parts
within a mindless mechanism, our
consciousness a function of the brain, which can
be replaced, for all practical purposes, by the
computer.

Bemard
materialistic

Another Blakean
Nesfield-Cookson, compares
ideology to Blake's philosophy:

scholar,
this

In his argument against mechanistic science and
the philosophy of the five senses Blake writes: "As
the true method of knowledge is experiment, the
true faculty of knowledge must be the faculty
which experiences”. It is this faculty with which
Blake is concerned and he affirms that the Human
Imagination "The Poetic Genius is the true man",

It is this very mindless, mechanised system that
Dylan himself kicks against in many songs on New
Momning. In The Man In Me he confesses:

The man in me will hide sometimes to keep from
being seen,

but that's just because he doesn't want

to turn into some machine.

The real Man in him is the true man of imagination;
the opposite to the Newtonian, Baconian man, the
materialistic logical man who sees only with, not
through, his eyes. And Oh! What a wonderful
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feeling when Dylan finds that real Man. Just listen
to the opening bars of thesong, The Man In Me.
Have you ever heard Dylan so happy on any other
recording?

On the track New Morning itself, Dylan really does
see and .hear things anew. An example of
experiencing life in a different light:

Can't you hear that rooster crowin'?
Can't you feel that sun a-shinin'?

he asks; because he can truly hear and feel. And
although he has seen the sky so many times before,
on this day of awareness he is:

So happy just to be alive
Underneath the sky of blue.

In another homage to this new vision Dylan sings on
Winterlude:

Oh, | see by the angel beside me
that love has a reason to shine.

So, just like Blake, he is sitting with angels, basking
in the light of true experience. And there is so much
light on the album:

If not for you,

Babe, I'd lay awake all night,
Wait for the mornin’ light

To shine in through,

But it would not be new,

If not for you.
(if Not For You)

But the next time | looked
there was light in the room
(Day of the locusts)

Time passes slowly up here in the daylight.
(Time Passes Slowly)

The moonlight reflects from the window.
{Winterlude)

And the expressions of the fleeting night to render
daylight:

The night passed away so quickly.
(New Morning)

We'll fly the night away.
(One More Weekend)

Father who taketh the darkness away.
(Father of Night)
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In the song Day of the Locusts Dylan sings about
his attendance at Princeton University on the Sth
Juné 1970 to accept an honorary doctorate in
music. It is interesting here to firstly understand
Blake's views of schools and universities and the
following is taken from the book William Blake -
Prophet of Universal Brotherhood.

In commenting on The Schools and Universities,
seeing those impregnated with the rationalism of
Locke and Newton, Blake again draws our
attention to the fact that the freedom of the
imagination is eradicated, is enslaved by a world
conception relying entirely on the limitation of the
five physical senses. Blake has already touched
on this in his poem The School Boy who asks:

How can the bird that is born for joy
Sit in a cage and sing?

How can a child, when fears annoy,
But drop his tender wing,

And forget his youthful spring?.

Like Blake, Dylan was clearly not enamoured by the
orderly process of leaming and he also places into
juxtaposition the restraint of the university against
the freedom of the locusts in song. In the second
verse of this song, he sings: / glanced into the
chamber where the judges were talking, Darkness
was everywhere, it's smelled like a tomb.

Yet, whilst that was going on inside the building,
Dylan heard the foliowing song of freedom:

And the locusts sang off in the distance,

Yeah, the locusts sang such a sweet melody.
Oh, the locusts sang off in the distance,

Yeah, the locusts sang and they were singing for
me.

Then, he sums it all up in the final verse:

| put down my robe, picked up my diploma,
Took hold of my sweetheart and away we did
drive

Straight for the hills, the black hills of Dakota,
Sure was glad to get out of there alive.

Another of the songs from the album where Dylan
again draws attention to the world of limited
mindless mechanism and where people live under
rules governed by materialistic needs without
having regard to spiritual perception is Three
Angels. In this song Dylan tells the story of three
angels who are blowing their horns above a busy
street. Dylan focuses his attention on all the people
in the street, mindlessly rushing backwards and
forwards in their daily routines: "One U Haul trailer,
the Tenth Avenue bus going west, a man with a
badge, three fellas crawlin' on their way back to

work, the bakery truck" etc. He pictures the scene
as "A concrete world full of souls", no-one really
seeing or hearing with Blake's true vision, not
seeing through but merely with their eyes, and
being content at that. Dylan concludes the song:

- The angels play on their horns all day,
The whole earth in progression seems to pass
by.
But does anyone hear the music they play,
Does anyone even try?

Dylan has himself recorded some of Blake's works
as, together with the beat poet Allen Ginsberg, he
entered a New York recording studio in November
1971 and committed two of Blake's poems namely
Nurses Song and The Tyger to disc. It was
probably Ginsberg that, in fact, introduced Dylan to
Blake as Ginsberg was something of a Guru to
Dylan's sponge-like intellect from about the
mid-60's. In turn, William Blake had a major
influence on Ginsberg's very life, as is explained by
the following extract from Ginsberg - A Biography
written by Barry Miles. The incident described in this
extract occurred in 1948 when Ginsberg was twenty
two years oid.

The summer heat was on. Allen lay on his bed by
the open window, reading William Blake. The
book was open to the poem Ah! Sunflower from
Songs of Innocence and Songs and
Experience. Allen had his pants open and was
absentmindedly masturbating while he read; he
had just come, when he heard a deep, ancient
voice, reading the poem aloud. He immediately
knew, without thinking, that it was the voice of
Blake himself, coming to him across the vault of
time. The voice was prophetic, tender. It didn't
seem to be coming from his head, in fact, it
seemed to be in the room, but no-one was there.
He described it: "The peculiar quality of the voice
was something unforgettable because it was like
god had a human voice, with all the infinite
tenderness and mortal gravity of a living Creator
speaking to his son."

Ah, sunflower, weary of time,

Who countest the steps of the sun,
Seeking after that sweet golden clime
Where the traveller's journey is done;

Where the youth pined away with desire,
And the pale virgin shrouded in snow,
Arise from their graves and aspire
Where my Sunflower wishes to go!

He suddenly had a deep understanding of the
meaning of the poem and realised that he was the
sunflower. Simultaneous with the auditory vision
came a heightened visual perception. The
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afternoon sunlight through the window took on an
extraordinary clarity. The sky was ancient, the
gateway to infinity, .the same deep blue universe
seen by Blake himself, and Allen knew this was the
"sweet golden clime" itself. He was already in it. "I
suddenly realised that this existence was it!", he
said. "This was the moment 1 was born for. This
initiation, this consciousness of being alive unto
myself. The spirit of the universe was what | was
born to realise."

In a footnote to his famous poem Howl which was
written in 1955-1956, Ginsberg endeavours to
explain his vision in words:

Everything is holy!
Everybody's holy!
Everywhere is holy!
Everyday is in eternity!
Everyman's an angel!

Ginsberg is in fact re-iterating Blake's own
philosophy as expressed in A Song of Liberty from
The Marriage of Heaven and Hell which
concludes:

Let the Priests of the Raven of dawn no longer,
in deadly black, with hoarse note curse the sons
of joy. Nor his accepted brethren, whom, tyrant,
he calls free, lay the bound or build the roof. Nor
pale religious lechery call that Virginity that
wishes but acts not! For everything that lives is
holy.

In Blake's Song of Liberty the emphasis is on lives
for the living, or sensually aware, man with his
divine and creative imagination is equated with god.

It is this ubiquitous holiness that is the foundation
for another song from New Morning namely:
Father of Night, where Dylan sees everything from
rainbows up in the sky to the rivers and streams as
being touched by a holy presence.

The philosophy as put forward in the poem/thesis
The Marriage of Heaven and Hell may also
contain answers, for any who wish to pose
questions, as to why we Dylan folk marvel at
Dylan's work. What is there in Dylan's songs that
strike a chord in us? What is there in Dylan the
performer that excites us? What makes us relate to
him when others can't stand the sound of his voice
or the sight of his ageing features?

in A Memorable Fancy from The Marriage of
Heaven and Hell Blake writes:

The worship of God is: Honouring his gifts in other
men, each according to his genius, and loving the

greatest men best. Those who envy or calumniate
great men hate God, for there is no other God.

By "greatest men" Blake doesn't mean rich or
powerful men but rather those exhibiting creative
energy. Just think about the feeling you get when
you witness a truly great performance by a
committed artist or even watch a skilful athlete
excelling at his sport. It's nothing you can really
explain in words but it causes an abstract stirring of
the soul. Whatever that is.

But here again, Blake identifies God with man and
furthers his contention that the human imagination
is the essential divine quality by which God
manifests Himself in man. It is not a matter of "hero
worship" but a recognition and joining together of a
divine essence, thus forging a Universal
Brotherhood: Dylan becomes as we are and we
become, through a fusion of imagination, as he is.
On this subject Bernard Nesfield-Cookson writes:

Blake insists that behind the characteristics of
each individual man and woman there exist the
lineaments of the "eternal man" which are most
nearly apprehended when we see our fellow man
radiant with his own creative imagination freely
exercised, and acting from immediate inspiration,
from the direct perception of truth... all men and
women, united by the bond of spiritual freedom,
enjoy their own individualities without let or
hindrance - and also "adore" the humanity in each
other. Blake is the courageous champion of
spiritual freedom. Such freedom involves a more
complete transformation of things as we find them
today than any political programme can ever bring
about.

Perhaps it would be applicable here to put the
songs from New Mormning into an historical context
Dylan-wise. The majority of the songs were not, as
would naturally be assumed, written during Dylan's
sojourn with his young family in Woodstock. Dylan
had in fact retumed to New York City in September
1969 and the core New Morning songs are thought
to have been written during the summer of 1970. So
again it was a transitional period - from the
Innocence of the simple country life to the
Experience of life back in the city; from the
pleasures of the personal freedom that existed in
the early Woodstock days to the pressures that
must have presented themselves to Dylan as he
retumed to life as a full time rock star being seen
around town and no doubt being cajoled by a city
attitude from male and female alike.

The track from New Morning that portrays, in a
somewhat surrealistic manner, this struggle
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between Innocence and Experience is my favourite
Dylan song of all time, namely, If Dogs Run Free.

William Blake used to draw pictures to illustrate his
poetry and, in a like manner, Dylan provides a
sketch to accompany this song in Writings and
Drawings. It is a sketch of a dog, with a- human
face, and wearing a choke chain. If you've ever
watched a dog bounding around without a collar
you'll sense the sort of freedom the animal feels,
and if you've ever sensed that freedom, that
innocence, you'll understand Dylan's sketch straight
away.

For me, the only way to interpret this song is by way
of a three act play. However this interpretation will
mean absolutely nothing to those who have not
listened to the song If Dogs Run Free since the
release of the New Morning album in November
1970. Although | have reproduced the lyrics below,
a knowledge of the musical accompaniment is
equally as important in understanding my
interpretation. Without such knowledge, the task of
following my thoughts will be somewhat difficult. It
is one of those songs where the music, the voice
and the lyrics form a Holy Trinity. But not Holy as in
church - rather Holy as in William Blake. | am
therefore asking for audience participation. If you
play the track and listen to it for me, Il endeavour
to tweak your imagination. For those who know the
song so well that they have no need whatsoever to
remind themselves of the words and music, you
already have your ticket and can take your seat
forthwith in the auditorium.

—— e ——
Progue to the Performance

If dogs run free, then why not we
Across the swooping plain?

My ears hear a symphony

Of two mules, trains and rain.

The best is always yet to come,
That's what they explain to me

Just do your thing, you'll be the king,
If dogs run free.

If dogs run free, why not me

Across the swamp of time?

My mind weaves a symphony

And tapestry of rhyme.

Oh, winds which rush my tale to thee
So it may flow and be,

To each his own, it's all unknown,

If dogs run free.

If dogs run free, then what must be,
Must be, and that's all.

True love can make a blade of grass
Stand up straight and tall.

In harmony with the cosmic sea,
True love needs no company,

It can cure the soul,

It can make it whole,

If dogs run free.

A Musical Prelu

A lone pianist site in the orchestra pit, playing a rippling
stream on the high notes of his piano. The ripples widen and
flow until they cascade into a waterfall where a hidden
acoustic guitar is being played thoughtfully. The guitar and
piano meander along together searching for a purposeful

Curtain. Spotlight on the artist centre stage sitting
on a picnic chair, trying to catch his reflection in the
whirlpool before him. He strums his guitar gently
and sings: 'Dear Landlord, please don't put a price
on my soul.'

Above his head hangs a wooden sign, the kind that
would be found hanging outside a bakery store in
Old Woodstock. On it are the words 'The Prisoner.'

Two smartly dressed men enter from stage left,
they are in deep discussion. One is leading a dog
called Free on a tight choke, chain, the other carries
a briefcase. Both are wearing pantomime donkey
heads.
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The two men take up kneeling positions on either
side of the artist. They remove their donkey heads
and place them on the ground. The man with the
briefcase wears a badge which reads 'Record
Company Executive', the man with the dog wears a
badge which reads 'Artists Manager'.

The Record Company Executive commences
speaking directly into the artists left ear repeating

continuously in a loud robotic manner:
'Performance, product, payment. Performance,
product, payment. Performance, product,
payment.....

The Artist's manager speaks directly into the artists
right ear. He talks in softer more reasoning tones:

‘You know you can do it. You know you can give
them what they want. It's so easy for you. You don't
even have to try. Let me bring some old buddies
down here, liven you up a bit. That's what you need.
Show them, show them that you're still on top. Do it
just like you used to. It's a waste of all your talent
just sitting there. You know you can do it'.

The artist continues to strum his guitar, gazing into
the whirlpool and trying not to notice the Manager
and the Executive. The dog called Free sits
obediently at his masters side, a prisoner of the
tight choke-chain.

Spotlight 2 on a pretty dancing girl as she enters
from the back of the stage. She wears nothing but
seven chiffon veils and she dances seductively,
singing sweetly. She moves to the front of the stage
and as she passes the group by the whirlpool she
removes a veil and lets it drift slowly to the fioor.
She stops singing, points at the artist and says
sarcastically 'Oh my'.

The artist inmediately looks up and recognizes her.
He moves swiftly from his chair and snatches the
dogs choke-chain from the Managers hands. The
pretty dancing girl walks off stage right hand in hand
with the artist who is leading the dog on it's tight
choke-chain. The Record Company Executive and
the Manager fall into the whirlpool and disappear.

Curtain

A Musical Interlude:

The plano end guitar continue to meander along together,
still séarching but nat yet finding. In the distance a female
voice calls to them, it floats after them on the alr, catches
and then overtakes them.

ACT TWO

Curtain. Spotlight on the artist sitting on lush green
grass at the foot of a steep mountain. The dog
called Free sits loyally on it's tight choke-chain by
the artists side. Above the artists head hangs a
wooden sign, the kind that would be found hanging
in a State room at an embassy in England or
France. On it are the words 'The Pilgrim.’

A stranger dressed in a long white robe is seen
descending the mountain. The strangers face is
hidden by the hood of the robe, it looks as though
he has no face at all.

As the Stranger approaches, the artist gets up and
bows low. He takes a small bottle of pure olive oil
from his pocket which he pours over the Strangers
bare feet. The artist and the Stranger sit together on
the green grass and commence a conversation:

Stranger: 'Tell me about this trouble'.

Artist: 'There is no trouble.'

Stranger: 'But | have heard that you require
assistance.'

Artist: 'No, no. I'm fine.'

Stranger: 'And your creative Spirit?'

Artist: ‘| weave tapestries in my mind, beautiful
tapestries.’

Stranger: 'But they said you have nothing for
them.'

Artist: 'They are right.’

Stranger: 'Have you anything for me?"'

Artist: '"Take all there is. Let me sing for you.'

Stranger: 'Not for me, take your song to Him who

lives on the mountain top. Tell Him | sent
you.'

The artist and the dog called Free set off on their
journey. A little way along the mountain track they
are halted suddenly at the sight of the pretty
dancing girl appearing from behind a burning bush.

She removes another veil saying 'Wow!
dramatically and loudly. The artist is entranced by
her beauty and he follows her into a log cabin on
the mountainside. The dog called Free is tied tightly
to the wooden door post and remains there
patiently.

The lights fade. Night falls.

Curtain
A Musical Interlude:

The plano and acoustic guitar continue their meandering
affair but they become clumsy and drift apart. The floating
female voice laughs at them hysterically, almost in triumph.
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ACT THREE

Curtain. Spotlight 1 on the artist standing on a
wooden box at the front of the stage, he is speaking
loudly and directly to the audience, his arms in the
air. Above his head hangs a wooden sign, the kind
that would be found hanging in the foyer of the
Chelsea Hotel. On it are the words 'The
Philosopher'.

The artist is making a speech about a true love he
has found: "It has cured my soul, it has made me
whole', he preaches.

Spotlight 2 on the pretty dancing girl as she enters
stage left leading the dog called Free on a tight
choke-chain. She sees the artist speaking to the
audience, she listens to his words and she appears
worried.

Moving closer, she commences singing her sweet
seductive songs but the artist fails to notice or hear
her. She leads the dog off stage and retums to
dance around the artist more seductively than
before. Coloured spot lights follow her and enhance
her performance.

She slowly starts to remove the remainder of her
veils and drops each one at the artists feet. When
she tries to remove the last veil it becomes caught
tight around her neck and it starts to choke her. She
becomes faint but just in time the artist hears her
choking. He sees her nakedness, steps down from
the wooden box and fastens his coat around her.
She kisses him, he nods and she sings delightfully.

Spotlight 3 on the side, stage right, as the artist's
Manager and the Record Company Executive
re-appear and wheel onto the stage a wind
machine. They tum the handle and an idiot wind
starts to howl. The artist and the pretty dancing girl
look round and hear the wind. He immediately
commands her 'Hit it, baby' and they start to run
before the wind catches them. Saved, for this time
from the idiot wind.

Curtain.

FINALE

Curtain. Spotlight on the artist sitting centre stage
and gently rocking to and fro on an old rocking
chair. He is now an old man, wrinkled and grey.
Above his head a lucky old sun rolls around the
heavens.

From stage left all the characters walk past him in
procession - the pretty dancing girl, the artists
Manager, the Record Company Executive and the

Homer, the slut

Stranger in white I-eading the dog called Free on a
tight choke chain. The artist nods to each character
as they pass him by.

Then he is again left on his own, with only his
shadow and his echo. A voice from the crowd calls
'Is-it easy to forget?'

He replies, in a slight laughing manner, '‘God knows
there's enough to remember.’

The artist then enters a death scene. He gasps
'Free' and the dog retums trailing the tight
choke-chain behind him. In his last action the artist
removes the choke-chain and then dies. The dog
runs free, bounding around the stage with renewed
energy, yelping with delight.

FINAL CURTAIN

So that is how | see my favourite Dylan song, the
one | voted for as being Dylan's best song in Clinton
Heylin's survey for the Rolling Telegraph
Supplement. Mind you, | don't know what Clinton
would make of all this because, if | dare to quote
from his biography Behind The Shades, Clinton
has the following to say about certain songs on New
Morning:

At the time songs like Three Angels, If Dogs Run
Free and Father of Night were seen as an
audacious attempt to work in new forms.
Hindsight suggests there is little on Self Portrait
as excruciatingly bad as these three songs.
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It's all a matter of opinion really, and that is what is
so marvellous about this Dylan thing: whatever your
particular preference of song, whatever other music
turns you on, whether you are male, female, biack,
white, yellow or brown; whatever your political
persuasions, whatever football team you support,
whether you are gay, straight, blind or lame,
whatever age you are, whether you are gainfully
employed or looking for work, whatever side you
dress on, there is one place where we all meet, a
common denominator that joins us all together: an
appreciation of the art of Bob Dylan. Let others
mock on relentlessly - for what we have is special, a
place in the Universal Brotherhood of
understanding. An eternal triangle with all points
unified between Dylan, you and me: Us. For what
we search for in Dylan's songs we can find in
ourselves and where we relate to each other on that
level of imagination we have been inspired by
Dylan's work. Of course we may disagree on all
manner of things but, somewhere over the rainbow,
a particular instinct in all of us was fired in the same
furnace and hammered on the same anvil. The last
word in all this must be from William Blake. A poem
that reminds me of my first smile on that new
moming and also, in a wider sense perhaps, the
smile that you smiled when you first heard Dylan
sing a song that you knew had been written
especially for you:

THE SMILE

There is a Smile of Love,
And there is a Smile of Deceit,
And there is a Smile of Smiles

In which these two Smiles meet.

And there is a Frown of Hate,
And there is a Frown of Disdain,
And there is a Frown of Frowns
Which you strive to forget in vain,

For it sticks in the Heart's deep Core
And it sticks in the deep Backbone,
And no Smile that was ever smil'd,

But only one Smile alone,

That betwixt the Cradle & Grave
It only once Smil'd can be;
But, when it once is Smil'd,

There's an end to all Misery.
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