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Freewheelin’ 201 May 2002

Japan is clearly the centre of the Universe at the moment
and thus the backdrop for this month’s cover comes from
the well respected Japanese artist Haku Maki who was born
in 1924. The large round orbs are wonderfully Japanese as
they are a replica of the shape and the colour of the
central image shown in the Japanese flag. Perhaps they
also represent 6 brilliant rising suns that appear
against a pitch black block of night. They could also be
6 footballs separated by two white chalk lines which
indicate that the beautiful game has two halves!

I have Dylan sitting with his back to the suns, because,
if he turned round, the light would be too intense. He is
sitting on ‘the bench’ with a ball at his feet. He is
biting his fingernails with anxiety as he contemplates
the possibility of a very fraught second half. As the
photo of Dylan was taken in 1978 (the year he toured
Japan) the second half that he is contemplating could be
the second half of his own life!

The frog that has just rolled the ball to Dylan is Pete
from the Coen brothers’ film ‘Oh Brother Where Art Thou’.
In the bottom right hand corner is the Japanese flag,
which is more or less where I came in.
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 4

 Distance Audio Steadiness Heads Focus Image 
1 1/2 screen 1 Not in pic 80% No pic ! L=left 
2 3/4 screen 2 In pic 25 % 70% Out of focus C= Center 
3 Full length 3 in pic 50 % 60% Mostly blurred R=Right 
4 Knees 4 In pic 75 % 50% Bit Blurry 1-9 10% angle 
5 Thighs 5 In pic 100% 40% Goes in and out B=balcony 
6 Waist 6 In pic moves 30% Soft Focus S=Stalls 
7 Mid Chest 7 steady hand 20% Mostly In Focus PRO=TV 
8 Head/Shoulders 8 monopod steady 10% Near Perfect D = Dark 
9 Head 9 perfect Never Perfect  

 
 
Hi Again 
 
The films are still coming in pretty fast though and I am already aware of quite 
 a few we have yet to see. The advent of VCD’s is well upon us now. All these are 
 available as vcd’s. Hopefully this will result in better quality  copies circulating. 
Unfortunately not everyone is making the effort to transfer their recordings 
To vcd in best quality, a practice I hope will cease. If you are going to do 
This please try to do it right guys.   
 
 
Now let’s see……. 
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D3 A7 S7 H8 F8  I  BL4  (No 0012 ) 
24-02-02 AUSTIN, TEXAS           123.00 
Duncan & Brady@ /Boots Of Spanish Leather@/ Its Alright Ma @/ Searching For A 
Soldiers Grave @ /Maggies Farm/ I’ll Be Your Baby Tonight/ Lonesome Day Blues/ 
Lay, Lady Lay / High Water/ Visions Of Johanna@/ One Too Many Mornings@/ 
Tangled Up In Blue/ Summer Days/ Sugar Baby/ The Wicked Messenger / Rainy  
Day Women ////  Like A Rolling Stone / Honest With Me / Blowin In The Wind@/ 
All Along The Watchtower 
 
Not the best film to arrive but quite watchable and good sound. As you can see not so close and  
The taper seems to be at angle also, but I  have not seen many from this period, I’d see it if  
You get the chance. (He was in better voice back then too) 
 

                                  
 
D7-8 A9 S8 H8 F8  I  BR3  (No 0007) 
11-05-02 DOCKLANDS,   LONDON     118.00 
I Am The Man Thomas@ / The Times They  Are AChangin@/ Its Alright Ma @/ Its 
All Over Now, Baby Blue@ (e)/ Solid Rock (f) / Floater/ Subterranean Homesick 
Blues /Lonesome Day Blues/  Mr Tambourine Man @ / Visions Of Johanna @/ Don’t 
Think Twice @/ Blind Willie McTell / Summer Days/ Cold Irons Bound/ 
Leopardskin Pillbox Hat ////  Like A Rolling Stone / Honest With Me / Blowin In The 
Wind @/ All Along The Watchtower 
 
The Tour was drawing to its close here and Dylan seems more relaxed at these two 
shows. Pity the sets were cut shorter, presumably because he started later, though 
starting the encores with “Stone” is a much better idea, and here it is captured very 
well. Very nice films of  most of the show, for once the starting tracks are caught well 
too (pity it wasn’t Senor or Big Girl) and Dylan seems to get some atmosphere into 
this soulless barn of a venue. 
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D2-5 A8 S8 H8 F9  I  BL2  (No 0009) 
11-05-02 DOCKLANDS,   LONDON     62.00 
I Am The Man Thomas@ / The Times They  Are AChangin@/ Its Alright Ma @/ Its 
All Over Now, Baby Blue@ / Solid Rock  / Floater/ Subterranean Homesick Blues 
/Lonesome Day Blues/  Mr Tambourine Man @ / Visions Of Johanna @    (e) 
  
A second film from this date, of the first part of  the show. This is quite sharp and 
mostly clear if a bit distant at times, the taper can get to about knees up but often 
films further back than that. It does compliment the longer film well, catching several 
tracks that the previous film did not get well. 
 
 

                                                  
D6 A9 S7 H7 F9  I  BL5  (No 0015) 
12-05-02 DOCKLANDS,   LONDON     129.00 
I Am The Man Thomas@ / To Ramona@/ Its Alright Ma @/ If You See Her Say 
Hello@ /Stuck Inside Of Mobile/ Moonlight/ Subterranean Homesick Blues / Cry A 
While/  Mama You Bin On My Mind@/ Hard Rain @/ Forever Young@/ Summer 
Days/ Sugar Baby/ The Wicked Messenger / Rainy  Day Women ////  Like A Rolling 
Stone / Honest With Me / Knockin  On Heavens Door@/ All Along The Watchtower 
 
This is really quite a  nice film, a lot of the time it is actually not as close more like D3 
as the taper pulls back  a lot. It’s a nice sharp film though, and a very worthwhile 
companion to the previous one listed though here we do get the entire concert,. An 
edit of the two together would produce a very good document of the show. Dylan 
looks lively and of course even  had a new hat in  honour of the last show. 
 
 



 7

                                               
 
D8 A9 S8 H7 F8  I  BL5  (No 0008) 
12-05-02 DOCKLANDS,   LONDON     119.00 
I Am The Man Thomas@ / To Ramona@/ Its Alright Ma @/ If You See Her Say 
Hello@ /Stuck Inside Of Mobile/ Moonlight/ Subterranean Homesick Blues / Cry A 
While/  Mama You Bin On My Mind@/ Hard Rain @/ Forever Young@/ Summer 
Days/ Sugar Baby/ The Wicked Messenger / Rainy  Day Women ////  Like A Rolling 
Stone / Honest With Me / Knockin  On Heavens Door@/ All Along The Watchtower 
 
The last night was not what I had hoped for, I imagine for this taper it was a welcome 
end ! He seems to be waaaaaaaaaay back here but gets close by zooming, though this 
means the picture isn’t as sharp as some of his films. Again the sound is great though. 
A good view with the encore very very steady indeed. An yes that curious “If You see 
Her” is captured well here. To the best of my knowledge this is only the second time 
that one taper has produced video footage from every UK show. So stand up an take  
a bow! (well maybe not) 
 

                                        
 
D6 A8 S8 H8 F8  I  SR2  (No 0011) 
12-05-02 DOCKLANDS,   LONDON     123.00 
I Am The Man Thomas@ / To Ramona@/ Its Alright Ma @/ If You See Her Say 
Hello@ /Stuck Inside Of Mobile/ Moonlight/ Subterranean Homesick Blues / Cry A 
While/  Mama You Bin On My Mind@/ Hard Rain @/ Forever Young@/ Summer 
Days/ Sugar Baby/ The Wicked Messenger / Rainy  Day Women ////  Like A Rolling 
Stone / Honest With Me / Knockin  On Heavens Door@/ All Along The Watchtower 
 
Currently only available as VCD, this is a much clearer view of the show and shows Bob and 
His merry men to be less than merry. He looks quite low if anything throughout the film. 
As the taper is to he extreme of the stage there are occasionally cables visible on the left 
Of the screen though they seldom get in the front of Bob 

Till  Next Time…….  
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MAY 2002                                                                          By  Mark Carter 
 
   Lots more Love and Theft reviews this month so let’s kick off with some from Germany 
and Switzerland, starting with the German press. 
 
     Andreas Obst, in the Frankfurter Allgemeine, is less than impressed, claiming that “the 
music….drags on for nearly an hour”.But all is not lost, the “affectionately barked” Sugar 
baby is “a classic song – 6 ½ minutes of eternity.” Donanhurier’s Peter Felkel had no such 
reservations, claiming that “Dylan sings like he hasn’t done for a long time, with the reality 
and dignity of a man who has seen, heard and experienced everything, everything which can 
leave scars on the heart. “ Michael John, writing in the Thuringer Allgemeine, reckoned that, 
after the second listen, the Dylan fan would “look for the repeat button on his CD player, 
because one thing’s for certain; for the rest of the day he’ll be listening to Love And Theft on 
an infinite loop.” 
      In Die Tageszeitung, Max Dax reckoned it was Dylan’s best album since Pat Garrett and 
Billy The Kid, a novel – and, I would  think, pretty unique – point of view. Going one further, 
Rudiger Schaper, in Der Tagesspiegel, stated that it was his most relaxed album since 
Nashville Skyline.  If we travel any further down this particular road, someone will be 
claiming that it’s the best thing since he sang Accentuate The Positive for his mum when he 
was four. In the German edition of Rolling Stone, accompanied by a nice caricature, 
Wolfgang  Doebeling’s review awarded it 4 ½ stars, especially praising Mississippi and 
Sugar baby’ “…So the album ends on a ray of hope which becomes brighter the more one 
listens to this record.” 
 
     The Swiss reviews were no less enthusiastic. Tagblatt’s  Rudolf Amstutz claimed that 
“It’s the first album that sounds exactly like it’s supposed to. All other albums were failures 
on that score.” In Neue Zurcher Zeitung, Manfred Papst is especially impressed with High 
Water and Mississippi, claiming that the latter “line for line, contains the same poetic power 
as Dignity.” Gunter Amendt,  in Die Wochenzeitung, was so impressed that he fell into an 
uncontrollable spate of name dropping; “His project, to write songs in the style of Charlie 
Patton, Hank Williams, Muddy Waters, Robert Johnson, Bo Diddley, Django Reinhardt, 
Elvis  Presley and others is successful.”  Der Bund’s Phillip Dubach simply concluded that 
“the result is a triumph, clearly outshining it’s predecessor Time Out Of Mind.” Perversely, 
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although he penned a good review, Der Standard’s Christian Schachinger seems to be the 
only critic in the entire world who thinks that Mississippi and Sugar baby are the “least 
successful songs”. 
    Don Carnell’s briefish review in the Jewish Chronicle not only (correctly)  called Bob 
“rock’s greatest living poet” but also praised Sugar baby as “a song which, like much of Love 
And Theft, underlines the fact that his song writing ability remains as sharp as ever. “ Damien 
Love’s review in The Scotsman is in danger of straying  into Greil  Marcus “Well , does he 
like it or doesn’t he? Territory (“… Love And Theft is soaked in this old, strange, 
unfathomable trash, currents in the air, collecting in isolated cabin porches, tenement 
doorways and trailer-park corners, where people pick up remnants, then customise them”)  
but concludes in the post September 11th daze with; “As people talk about Pearl Harbor and 
recession, Dylan, dressed and playing for a Depression party, has made the  best record of 
1932 and 1941 … Love And Theft knows history, and it’s place in history.  Standing at the 
crossroads of 1932, 1941 and 2001, facing down the highway to God knows where.” I think 
this is one of my favourite reviews. 
      Entertainment Weekly’s  David Browne awarded it an A- and reckons that Dylan’s voice 
is just perfect for this  album; “His scratchy, cigarette-scarred bark makes his early recordings 
sound like those of a budding opera star, but it’s perfect for capturing the mood of the people 
in his songs.”  And perhaps he hits the nail squarely on the head – and it’s something I hadn’t 
really considered  until I read this – when he concludes; “Here’s another chilling profundity; 
Dylan’s  peak, his revolutionary period, was decades ago. But the remarkable thing about 
Love And Theft is that for the first time in a while, he doesn’t seem to know it.  He’s just a 
man who’s returned to work after learning to appreciate the art of breathing, and he’s 
attacking his job with renewed vigour. “ Another exceptionally rewarding  review, and with a 
1984-era caricature included as well. If you seek out only two reviews from those I’m 
discussing this month, then this and Damien Love’s should be the two. 
   Finally this month, there’s a brief mention in The Lancaster Citizen which informs us that 
“the trouble with Bob is you either love him or hate him. All fans will adore this new album 
as it’s as good as anything he has ever done.” Fair enough. 
        Meanwhile on the interview front, Switzerland’s Sonntagezeitung reproduced portions 
of the Rome Press conference, though nothing that hadn’t appeared elsewhere. German 
journalist Christoph Dallach was present for the press conference but was also granted an 
interview of his own afterwards. It seems to have been a pretty negative affair and we learn 
that Dylan hates modern movies (“I’d rather watch something from 1948 than this summer…. 
I prefer black and white, I consider colours ugly”),  though he admires George Clooney (“… I 
would watch any movie with George Clooney, this boy has heart”)  and that his loathing  for 
the media is till unabated (“… Somewhere somebody makes a profit in marketing violence 
and brutality.  There’s nothing presented in the media without someone  earning money from 
it. … they defeat their purpose which should be to educate their audience.  They present 
spectacle and brutality instead”). Amazingly, given that this is the guy who once wrote the 
controversial Joey, he also gives the Mafia a fair old tongue lashing.  Whilst discussing the 
Godfather (“… a movie about the scum of the earth. Glorifying human dirt like the Mafia 
horrifies me very much.  Those criminals are no heroes – they’re dirt”). When asked if he still 
boxes to remain fit, he demands to be told who said that he did. Upon learning that the actress 
Gina Gershon has revealed that he once hit her while they were sparring, laughing Bob spits; 
“Well, if she continues to  talk  like that, she’ll get another punch.” He will admit that he 
enjoys the ballet and tries to attend “three or four times a year”. All in all, a particularly bad-
tempered interview. 
    The Love And Theft promotional push received another boost in September when  Robert 
Hilburn’s interview appeared in the LA Times’ “Calender” magazine. He admits that there 
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were too many slow ballads on Time Out Of Mind; “I can gut-wrench a lot out of them. But 
if you put a lot of them on a record, they’ll fade into one another, and there was some of that 
in Time Out Of Mind.  I sort of blue-printed it this time to make sure I didn’t get caught 
without any up tempo  songs.  If you hear any difference on this record – why it might flow 
better – it’s because as soon as an up-tempo song comes over, then it’s slowed down, then 
back up again.  There’s more pacing. “ He will not accept that Masters Of War is an antiwar 
song; “.. I’m not  apacifist… it’s about what Eisenhower was saying about the dangers of the 
military industrial  complex in this country. I believe strongly in everyone’s right to defend 
themselves by every means necessary.” He believes that his songs have been misinterpreted  
by “imbeciles who wouldn’t  know the first thing  about writing songs.” And that eh has 
never been a generation’s spokesman or an idealistic optimist; “… A lot of my songs were 
definitely misinterpreted by people who didn’t know any better, and it goes on today.”  O-
kay, then, given the  humour and spirit on Love And Theft, does he feel pretty good about 
everything these days? “Any day above the ground is a good day.” 
     During August the pre-Love And Theft Summer Tour was garnering some good reviews, 
none more so then by James Beaty in the McAlester News-Capital & Democrat, where he  
witnessed a “rollicking night” at Oklahoma’s Zoo Amphitheater by Dylan and his, 
“remarkable band” . Steven Rosen, reviewing both Telluride shows for the Denver Post, 
simply realised  that, “he’s never been better live.” Writing in the Arizona Republic, John 
Carlos Villani said of the Phoenix Sundome gig, “It was .. what turned out to be a rocking 
night of no-holds barred musicianship, featuring one great hit after another.”  The Telluride 
Daily Planet’s Suzanne Cheavens witnessed not so much a pair of rock concerts in her home 
town as a miracle of supernatural proportions; “ ..We bathed in magenta cloud light and rain 
as light as a whisper. We hoisted our children above the crowd, saying; “See, See him?” And 
hope, that somewhere in their formative beings, they get it, that they listen to the words.” 
  In the Valley Press, Kimberly Demucha succinctly summed up the Antelope Valley Fair 
performance; “…With little fanfare, Dylan did what he does best and launched into a non-
stop set of tunes from his vast repertoire.” 
 
    On the folkmusic.about.com website, Hugh Blumefeld had little praise for David Hajdu’s 
Positively 4th Street. Having expected so much, he was disappointed to find that it was “not a 
book that will give you much insight into the remarkable creativity of it’s chief figures – 
Baez, Dylan and Farina.. Instead, it is a collection of personal recollections, anecdotes, gossip 
and innuendo and very people escape from it unscathed.”  An accompanying interview with 
Carolyn Hester reveals that she found the book to be disappointing  and failing  to live up to 
it’s promise and that she had “very mixed emotions about it.” She believes that it was 
Grossman who was manipulating and “the guiding genius” and that Dylan’s early success 
didn’t mean that he had sold out; “His Song For Woody made a whole lot of people buy a  
Woody Guthrie record”. 
     
   Onto other various sundries. In the Sunday Times, John Harlow revealed that Dylan was 
writing his autobiography but that his “retrievable memory goes blank on incidents and 
things that have happened.” .  Harlow, kind soul that eh is, provided the most potted  of 
potted biographies to jog Bob’s memories and even asked John Peel to help.  Alas, all to no 
avail. “I’ve never met Dylan,” the DJ admits, “So I can’t fill in any of the blanks. They say 
that if you can remember the sixties you weren’t there, but those years didn’t do me any 
major damage.” Fair enough John, but never, ever put that theory to the vote. 
    In October’s Record Buyer And Music Collector, the A  Nod To Bob compilation was 
receiving the thumbs up; “…while this isn’t the highest profile Dylan Tribute album, it’s on 
of the best, especially in this red letter year for the great man.” In the same issue, Spencer 
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Leigh set himself eight questions about Dylan (many about the Liverpool show that he 
attended) and allowed himself two hours of surfing various Dylan websites to try and find the 
answers.  
 
   Unsurprisingly, he was successful and found out  a lot more than he had intended into the 
bargain.  Entertainment Weekly’s Stephen McGill also surfed the maze of Dylan sites and 
was impressed with what he found; “Few artists are as enigmatic as Robert Allen 
Zimmerman, and fewer still have bodies of work that are so well documented. It’s an irony 
Bob Dylan would be proud of – assuming he ever logs on to find out about it.” Which, I think 
we can safely say, isn’t ever likely to happen.  
 
   And that concludes my ramblings for another month. Next Issue: more Love And Theft 
reviews than you can shake a shitty stick at (not that I’d advise it – it plays hell with the 
carpet. 
 
 
Thanks this time  around to Graham A, Jens W, Graham W, Tony S 
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HIPSTERS, FLIPSTERS & FINGER POPPIN’ 
DADDIES! 

Dig And Thou Shalt Be Dug!            by  CP Lee  
 
 

 
To the people who don’t know, to be cool means to believe. To stay cool is to have the 
sweet fragments of serenity rock your wig away. 

Lord Buckley 

 

The title I use for this column is taken from a routine by a guy called Lord Buckley. 
It’s from a series of raps that he did entitled ‘The Hiparama of the Classics’ where he 
took a series of themes and stories and reworked them into ‘hip’ jive talk. ‘Hipsters, 
Flipsters’ is the opening line of Mark Anthony’s funeral oration from Shakespeare’s 
‘Julius Caesar’, ‘Friends, Romans and countrymen’. 
 

Now you see, in Hip Talk, they call William Shakespeare, ‘Willie the Shake!’ You 
know why they call him Willie the Shake? Because HE SHOOK EVERYBODY! They 
gave this cat five cents worth of ink and a nickel’s worth of paper and he sat down 
and wrote up such a storm that WHAM! – He shook everybody. Pen in hand he was a 
mother superior! 
 

Lord Buckley 
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And its pertinence to Bob Dylan? In Dylan’s early days in New York he used to 
perform one of Buckley’s routines, ‘The Black Cross’ – Honourable mentions of the 
Lord also appear in a Dylan poem dating from 1963 – ‘an Moondog’s beatin his drum 
an sayin his lines / an Lord Buckley’s memory still movin/ an Doc Watson’s still 
walkin…. ‘ (From ‘Blowin’ In The Wind’ (sic), published in Hootenanny) Buckley 
also crops up again in Tarantula, and, most significantly, on the mantelpiece on the 
cover of Bringing It All Back Home, is a copy of ‘The Best of Lord Buckley’ LP on 
prominent display. Clearly, Dylan was a fan of the eccentric jazz comic’s work. 
 

I first heard recordings of Buckley (who died in 1960) in 1966, just shortly after the 
Free Trade Hall concert. It was part of my education back then to be subjected to a 
wide variety of ‘alternative’ influences, music, books, films, etc, by an older group of 
musicians, mainly jazz players who hung around on the fringes of the rock scene in 
Manchester. I wasn’t aware of the Dylan connection at that point, but somehow the 
two together always made a kind of sense because both were using language in a 
revolutionary way. In 1980 I was approached to write and perform a one-man show 
based on Lord Buckley’s life and that’s when I realised that I might have bitten off 
more than I could chew. 
 

Let me hip you to a little something brothers and sisters – When you make love – 
MAKE IT! 
 

Lord Buckley 
 

There simply wasn’t very much information around about the man himself. There 
were bits and pieces, but it was mainly anecdotal and fragmentary. Often it was 
contradictory as well. It wasn’t until 1983 that I discovered the Lord’s wife, Lady 
Buckley was alive and kicking in New York, as was his son. By then I’d gathered 
enough bits and pieces to put together a show, but the full story was elusive. 
 

Over the next ten/fifteen years a small but dedicated band of ‘cats and kitties’ began 
to discover one another as interest in the ‘Hip Messiah’ began to grow. Dylan fans 
were partly behind this resurgence in the search for information about this unique 
character. Their relentless tracking down of anything even remotely of a peripheral 
influence on Dylan brought more stories and legends out of the archives of oblivion. 
 

For instance – In 1960 the BBC broadcast a TV documentary, directed by Dennis 
Mitchell, entitled ‘Chicago: 1st Impression Of A Great American City’ – Quite what 
British TV viewers of that time made of the appearance of a manic eyed, six foot four 
American retelling the story of Christ in a fake English aristocratic accent, we’ll never 
know, but the significance for Dylan fans is that it was recorded at the Gate of Horn 
Club in Chicago. A venue that was originally owned by Albert Grossman and was 
being managed at the time by Howard Alk. The Christ story, by the way, was called – 
‘The Nazz’ 
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You all remember the story of the Nazz? The little carpenter who was so solid when 
he laid it down – it STAYED there!’ 
 

Lord Buckley 
 

The whole point of this preamble is to shout loud from the rooftops that finally, at 
last, after an enormously long wait, a biography of Lord Buckley has just been 
published. People have tried to get it together before, Albert Goldman to name but 
one, but all attempts seem to have failed because publishers have been wary of 
supporting a project examining the life and high times of an obscure hipster comic 
who died over forty years ago. 
 
It’s to the credit then of biographer Oliver Trager, that he managed to enthuse 
Welcome Rain Publishers of New York to produce a sumptuous hard-backed tome, 
entitled Dig Infinity! – The Life And Art of Lord Buckley – and the wait has been 
worth it. 
 

Oliver, who has also published ‘The American Book of The Dead: The Definitive 
Grateful Dead Encyclopedia’, spent a good few years researching this volume, 
gathering interviews from a whole range of sources. A cursory examination of a 
sample few goes to show just how far-reaching Buckley’s influence has been – Robin 
Williams, George Harrison, Gerry Garcia, Ken Kesey, Bonnie Beecher, Wavy Gravy, 
Dick Gregory, Red Rodney and Milt Holland, amongst many, many others. 
 
Throughout the pages of this book we hear how Lord Buckley learned on the road as a 
comedy MC in Walkathons (endurance spectacles as seen in the movie ‘They Shoot 
Horses Don’t They?’), that – 
 

The Negroes spoke a language of such power, purity and immaculate beauty that it 
said – BY HIP, ZIG ZING! – EVERYTHING IS POSSIBLE! 
 

Lord Buckley 
 
Influenced by the newly emerging Be-Bop jazz movement, he began to free-form 
language, adopting the vocal mannerisms of jazz soloists to spray his audiences with a 
scatter gun of words, sounds, moods and improvisations – 
 

Buckley and Lenny (Bruce) were both jazz. People used to say that Lenny Briuce was 
very musical, not just the routine, “Did ya come? Did ya come? Did ya come good?” 
But there are other ones that are very musical too. Besides, performing in those 
places, their work was jazz – verbal jazz. 
 
Buckley, you might even say, was more lyrical or poetic. Something like ‘The Hip 
Ghan’ or ‘The Nazz’, he took in terms of the jazz world. It’s almost like explaining it 
to white people in code. 
Robin Williams 
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Dig Infinity! Follows Buckley’s bizarre life and adventures in a chronological, but 
highly readable manner. There are times when you wonder how members of the 
Royal Court could put up with his outrageous behaviour, then Buckley’s own voice 
bursts through and you understand completely – 
 

I’d like to lay a freaky little wig bubble on you my noble lords and ladies – It’s from a 
book and the book is called ‘The Horses Mouth’ – The hero of the book is a cat called 
Gully Jimson, and there’s a very beautiful line at the end of the book – Gully Jimson 
lays the line and it’s the last line in the book – They’re carrying him into a hospital, 
an he’s dying – but he’s swinging – He’s leaping and a jumping – He’s laying it down 
you know? 
 
He’s carrying it and he’s carrying on – and it’s a Catholic hospital, and they have all 
these nuns in there, dig? And he’s still swinging man – He’s going out, but he’s going 
out crazy, dig? – So the nurses are a little shook up – One nun she leans on over to 
him and she says – ‘Mister Jimson… At a time like this, don’t you think you should 
laugh a little less and pray a little more?’ 
 
And he looked on up at her and said – ‘They’re both the same thing, madam’ and cut 
out! 
Because, when you stop to think about it, love and laughter are both the same thing – 
Love and laughter are truly religious – Laughter, it swings its sweet song from the 
subconscious – When a person’s laughing they’re illuminated – Illuminated! – Full of 
the joy and the power and beauty of being a human being – And when a woman 
laughs – Phew! Wowee! Vibrations, mother magnet! 
 
I mean, when you’re laughing at something, don’t you find yourself thinking – ‘Oh, I 
wish John or Mary were here – They’d love this!’ Because you’re thinking love, 
you’re vibrating love – Laughter is a prayer. I can’t dig this Jeehova cat – I’m a 
people worshipper – I think people should worship people, I really do. I want to 
worship something I can get my hands on, something I can feel – Because, when you 
stop to think about it – there’s an awful lot of good ways for a person to be wicked! 
 
That was the kind of rap that the Lord was laying down all his wonderful, crazy, 
deliciously mad life, and this is the essence that Oliver Trager has captured in his 
book. 
For anyone interested in American culture, Bob Dylan (there’s a whole section 
devoted to Dylan’s involvement with Buckley in the book), jazz, language, 
vaudeville, comedy, or simply a darn good read, this is the book for you. It even 
comes with a free CD of Buckley delights to give you an audio insight into the man’s 
art. 
Dig Infinity! The Life & Art of Lord Buckley 
Published by Welcome Rain Publishers 
Available (at the moment) through Amazon.com 
Soon to be stocked by Helter Skelter, London 
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BOB WATCHING  
 
Another month gone and 
another tour over. How was it for 
you? 
  I will attempt in the next few 
pages to give my opinion of 
what it was like to go to every 
show on the UK Tour. Was it 
worth the effort and is there any 
validity these days in doing 
them all?  Well to answer that 
permit me to go back over the 
past a little.  
    During more than 30 years 
(GOD!) of Bob shows  I have 
witnessed a lot of changes in 
not only the man, but myself 
and the environment that we 
both find ourselves in, and 
obviously this colours my opinion 
and I would guess Bob’s too.  
When I went to my first show, 
back in 1966 I was the 16 year 
old youth, at recent shows I see 
the current youths who by and 
large are behaving pretty much 
the way I did then. Though I 
guess they are more aware than 
I was of Dylan’s history back 
then.  
   You know how it was. In 1966 I 
thought he must have all the  
 
 

 
 

 
 
 Chris Cooper 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
answers, and that all I had to do 
was listen and it would all 
become clear.  Well I listened, 
and I think over the years it has 
become less clear. No longer 
can I believe in a “black and 
white” life as Dylan once 
warned me.  
   Back then seeing Bob was an 
experience that you might 
never repeat. Like everyone else 
I “grew up” got married had the 
kids the mortgage and went on 
with life. Like a lot of the sixties 
generation that I still know 
however music remained a 
constant in my life and 
continues to so. So when Bob 
came back a married man with 
a family that was how I went to 
see him also. The magical 1978 
shows. After these the 
Conventions started and you 
suddenly became aware that 
you were not the only afflicted 
loony after all. I formed friends 
at those early conventions, and 
of course when he came back 
again we all went together. The 
family had extended and Dylan 
was now not a single event but 
a lifestyle we could be part of.  I 
made more friends and started 
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the life long habit of Bob 
collecting.  Now for me things 
seemed to go on like that for 
quite a long time. Thanks to my 
wife being a music fan herself 
my interests blossomed over the 
years. Bob’s wife wasn’t a music 
fan.  Well we know what had 
happened to at least one of his 
marriages…… 
   Of course as life became 
more settled I found we had 
more disposable income so I 
started going to more shows, 
some abroad but mainly in the 
UK. Whole tours became the 
norm, I knew a lot of people 
that did them all. I went with 
quite a few and we fueled each 
others  enthusiasm.  I still thought 
he was that important that I had 
to get everything, hear 
everything, see everything and 
contribute to the legend 
anyway that I could.  Wherever 
he was I was there, in spirit if not 
in person.   
    But Times do indeed change, 
for me, for us all. I am getting 
older almost as fast as Bob, and 
like Bob my friends have started 
to diminish in these areas. NO 
theres no need for sympathy,it is 
a natural process to us all, and I 
imagine is the same for me that 
it is for others. You start to 
become more philosophical In 
your outlook on life, in your 
assessments of what is important 
and what isn’t.  You ask yourself 
why you do this and not that. I 
am sure Bob has done the 
same, and made his decisions. 
We now see the results, he tours 
a lot revisited and reviews his 
past and does not give  a toss 
what we think of the results. He 

lives his life his way.  But once his 
way was my way, and now my 
way isn’t always the Bob way.   
   My friends too have 
diminished in recent years and 
many have fallen John B & G to 
name but 2,000. There have 
been many more.   Collecting 
has become easy and I have 
got complacent no longer 
wondering,  simply expecting 
everything to arrive. I used to sit 
back in my seats and say 
“impress me” but no more, I look 
for highspots and ask myself 
“am I impressed?” theres quite a 
difference.  
   The really big difference for 
me now is that the excitement 
of doing the tour  is really not so 
easy to locate now.  I find the 
racing from city to city a bit of a 
drag now, never used too. Of 
course the mates still make it 
worth while and I meet / met 
dozens of ‘em as usual.  Stayed 
with a few, missed a lot.  
   I have looked back over other 
tour logs I have written and they 
are often littered with “Met **** 
had a great time” kind of thing. 
The social aspect is and always 
was a big thing. But it is 
becoming much more 
haphazard as less and less of 
the tour regulars are there.  I first 
realized this was happening in 
2000 when I spent a lot of time 
talking to fans at shows who 
were younger then my own 
children asking me if I thought 
he might play Like A Rolling 
Stone.  Its good for Dylan and 
therefore good for music history 
that he is finding this new 
audience. It’s just a shame that 
his old one is begining to 



 18

disappear. An this year was no 
exception.  In fact I think this 
year the arrival of so many new 
fans had a  real effect on both 
Dylan and the crowd. More of 
that soon.   So this time I will 
concentrate more on  the music 
and less on the event. Because 
after all that’s what it is all 
about.  After the tour,  I 
mentioned to JRS that I thought 
this might be my last full tour 
and he told me that was what I 
always say. He was probably 
right. Guess I might be there 
again…. If I have nothing better 
to do, but first what about this 
tour.. The drama, the 
excitement… Well lets see. 
Where were we? 
 
BRIGHTON 
Like any good Bobcat (yes I 
have done enough shows to 
qualify) I had done my research 
and checked out a few of the 
earlier shows, so I had some 
idea what to expect.  An I had 
been to Brighton before so I 
knew what to expect there also.  
The controversy over just who 
the drummer would be was 
raging.  
Showtime was pretty prompt, 
Bobs onstage wearing a white 
Stetson hat and the usual black 
“river gambler” styled attire. He 
looked a  lot older than I 
expected and seemed to have 
aged a lot since last year. The 
sound was pretty hot though, as 
they whipped thru “Thomas” 
very fast. The slowed and gave 
us an emotional “If Not For You” 
which I am sure was a nod to 
another lost mate.  I thought the 
rest of the acoustic setw as 

good but uninspired then my 
first Love & Theft track live , 
“Tweedle D”.  They played it 
well, Sexton was being allowed 
a lot more freedom and I could 
see that it was Keltner on the 
drums and that he was really 
pushing the pace. Bob was 
constantly looking at him. This 
track signaled the start of the 
flashes. There were a lot of them 
all over the arena, something 
which is not that obvious at Bob 
shows usually. This is because we 
all know he does not like having 
his pic taken so we sneak the 
cameras in and take ‘em 
without flash, just to show how 
considerate we are.  I am 
settled and enjoying the show 
now.  Then the first real highlight 
passes before me. Can’t Wait. 
This is one of the stand out 
performances for me of the 
show. Taken as a much slower 
blues number. The pace 
enables Dylan to show his voice 
more in the lower regisiter, he 
does not seem that ok in the 
upper part now. He milks it for 
everything it is worth. As it ends I 
point a finger “you’re the man” 
he can still cut it when he wants. 
Sextons moody guitar adds 
greatly to the piece. This one 
does impress me. 
   I am less certain of 
Subterranean as the country 
tune seems at odds with my 
memories of this ala Chuck 
Berry. I should have enjoyed 
Lonesome Day but it was 
spoiled for me by some poor 
videotaper nearby getting 
pulled from his seat. First time I 
am aware of the hightened 
security in the show. The usual 
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game of being searched  on 
the way in was very low key.  
The acoustic set that follows is 
very ordinary to my ear. 
Performed fine but 
unexceptional to me. But Sugar 
baby is all could have hoped 
for. One of those songs I wanted 
to hear. Then Summer Days and 
Bobs really lapping it up now, 
jogging about the stage in his 
affected way. Cold Irons Bound 
is atmospheric but lacking in 
subtlety and the set closer 
“Rainy Day” is simply a thrash.  I 
expected the usual encores but 
was pleasantly surprised by 
“Man Of Constant Sorrow” and 
blinded by the lights during 
“Rolling Stone”.   But the show 
had been a good one and the 
remaining encore songs had the 
crowd on their feet.  It seemed 
short but looking at my watch 
we got over 135 minutes, not 
bad for an old guy.  Filing out for 
the usual posy show reviews I 
meet many of my mates, David 
P with whom I am staying a few 
nights points out that if security 
remove you you don’t come 
back. This is soon confirmed by 
some hapless souls who were 
evicted for daring to take a 
picture. Apparantly security has 
been increased at Dylan’s 
request after an incident in 
Milan where the show was 
“almost stopped because of all 
the video cameras down front.”   
I don’t know exactly what 
happened there (there were 
certainly odd things going on) 
but from my position as 
documenter of this side of 
collector I am certain that Milan 

was not “plagued” by lots of 
videotapers. 
We all agree that was a good 
show though and that Bob is on 
form. With that David and I drive 
back to his place for some sleep 
before the next days journey to 
 
Bournemouth 
Same mates  but this time a 
different driver who gets us 
parked very near the sea and 
the venue. We are a little later 
than planned so we race in to 
get to our seats. Bob maybe on 
time tonight also, and indeed 
he is. He looks dressed very 
similar the previous night and 
the hat is again in place.  But 
most else is et to change. “Wait 
For the Light” is great, the 
Harrison tribute tonight though 
seems to have Dylan in poorer 
vocal condition. For me this is 
bore out in “Row” and “Mama 
You Bin On My Mind” both of 
which Dylan seems to struggle 
thru,. These days the struggle is 
not as interesting as it was long 
ago. Remember that amazing 
“Visions” from the Albert hall in 
66 where you hold your breath 
in case the mere act of your 
breathing might stop him 
reaching the climax?   These 
days its down to failing physique 
more than anything else.   But as 
he picks up the electric guitar 
he redeems himself. “Marie” is 
one of my favourite live Dylan 
tracks. I even used to have a 
theory that any show that 
featured this cannot be a bad 
show.  I am smiling as they 
deliver “Floater” and again 
Dylan lifts the delivery. Can it be 
that he finds the new songs 



 20

more stimulating. Sure enough 
the flashes are popping again. I 
look around and I can see 
groups of security people again 
yanking people from the 
crowds.  There seem to be even 
more security tonight. Again we 
get Subterranean but now I am 
more accustomed to the 
country hoedown delivery and 
find it much more enjoyable.  
Not as much as I enjoy “Cry A 
While” which I think cannot be 
beat (I will later be proven 
wrong again ) Its time for the 
acoustic set and to be honest I 
expect to sit back during this, 
but Bob, as always does the 
unexpected. He produces an 
awesome “Boots” which the 
crowd recognize as wonderful 
and applaud accordingly. He 
quickly propels into “Hard Rain”   
a fairly spirited version that is 
saved from disaster at the end 
by the crowd picking up the 
chorus when Bobs vocal mike 
suddenly fails. It was a very 
affecting moment that I can see 
pleases him. In fact he is so 
pleased that he immediately 
goes into Don’t Think Twice. I did 
not see any movement but 
somehow is mike is magically 
fixed and everything is fine, Larry 
and Charlie shine and this is 
another fine version.  I thought 
Summer Days was better tonight 
but Not Dark Yet remains a 
magical experience, Bob at his 
best with very sensitive support, 
especially from Keltner who has 
had no time to rehearse this 
stuff.  Drifters escape and Pill Box 
hat draw the set to the 
anticipated frenzied climax. 
Good crowd pleasing if rather 

predictable stuff.  Tonight the 
opening encore is Not Fade 
Away, certainly not a favourite 
of mine but quite well executed. 
Rolling Stone hits you like a 
sledgehammer, a huge, 
powerful version that has 
everyone jumping. I thought 
after that that Forever Young 
brought the crowd  down to 
earth nicely. “Honest” is fast 
paced but lacking in real power 
(especially so soon after Stone” , 
but Blowin In the Wind and 
Highway 61 bring the second 
show to a fine rousing 
conclusion.   
   For me , overall this was a 
better show than Brighton, even 
if it did start off a bit ragged. 
 
 
CARDIFF 
Was my last day at Davids and 
the end of the easy run of shows 
for me. I was also pretty keen to 
go as Bob always seems to have 
a great time there. Musts ay it 
seemed to me that the venue 
had been altered quite a lot, 
most of the seating was gone 
for starters. Met the usual 
crowds outside and in and 
waited patiently for Bob to start 
on time. 
I was not disappointed.  
  They where on stage  pretty 
much to time and tore into a 
healthy version of 
“Hummingbird” 3 nights and 3  
different opening tracks, how 
much better can you get?  Then 
oh dear “Times” and then 
“Bleeding” with I thought far less 
than brilliant delivery. I had not 
heard many of the earlier tour 
version at this point, If I had I 
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would have been even more 
disappointed as Dylan seemed 
it higher vocal abilities then.  
“Baby Blue” was equally 
average but then we got that 
rousing version of “Solid Rock” 
funny now it hardly sounds any 
different than it did in 1980-81.  
Positively was next and Dylan 
seemed to let Charlie go a bit 
on this, warming up at last they 
really pounded through 
“Lonesome Day” and things 
now seemed on course again.  
Even “Mobile” that followed 
was pretty keen.  Back to 
acoustic for one of the better 
second acoustic sets of the tour.  
“Masters” full of passion, 
“Visions” full of poignancy and 
“Tangled” in all its majesty, A 
great trio. I am sure Bob new so 
as too by the huge smile he 
sported as the lights came up 
and they started “Moonlight” of 
of my favourite concerts tracks 
from L & R, then “Summer Days” 
now a set standard, and  a 
joyous version here.  For me the 
main set could most nights be 
better served stopping here, 
tonight he gets the crowd up 
with “Messenger” and  “Rainy 
Day” both with no invention and 
delivered in a fairly controlled 
manner. Course the crowd 
loved ‘em!  A long wait for the 
encores to start and then 
“Things Have Changed” again 
starting the encores with a 
different song. They were well 
on form now and Dylan let go 
on “Stone” which went down a 
storm.  But I thought we got 
more invention with “Knockin” 
the chorus’ were really well 
performed and he gave this 

(lets face it) rather mundane 
lyric his best efforts. “Honest” 
raced along, helped mainly by 
Sexton’s racing guitar and 
Keltners driving pace. Then 
“Wind” of course” and  closed 
with “Watchtower” which I 
thought was becominga show 
highlight again, thanks mainly to 
the two guitar players. 
So was it a great success night? 
Well it was not the worst (what 
was?) but it sure wasn’t the best.  
Was Dylan tired ? Or me? Well 
we both had a night off now so 
maybe Newcastle was to be a 
whole new bag. 
   Went home on my day off.  So 
the wife would know who I was. 
Dizzy was goingto London but 
for the next three I was on my 
own.  Spoke to some of you out 
there and got these strange 
messages  about 
announcements on the internet 
over bad things in Milan and a 
request from Mr Dylan to curb 
the photography. I never take 
pictures so I was not worried. 
Early night then up the 
motorway to … 
NEWCASTLE 
Now in my time I have seen 
some great Bob shows and 
some bad ones. Some I wanted 
to last forever and some I 
couldn’t wait to end. But THIS 
must rank as the strangest show 
of them all.  First off let me say 
that this is  not a  very good 
venue anyways. It’s a bit of a 
barn, even though I know some 
very nice guys who live up 
there, many of who I met at the 
show.  BUT.  First the security was 
fierce, I saw people being 
dragged out everywhere for 
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everthing. There were lots of 
groups roving on patrol, I felt 
quite policed.  The lighting was 
bizarre, Dylan was almost In the 
same lighting as the audience. It 
was like the Grammy Awards set 
lighting the whole show. Bob 
looked totally miserable and 
seldom looked down at the 
crowd but spent most time 
studying the floor or the ceiling. 
And of course as he was in such 
dejected state we could only 
expect him to run through the 
motions right? OK.  Show started 
with “Wait For The Light” was 
that an accident or pun at the 
flashes? But then “Song To 
Woody” delivered with 
bitterness and hatred and I 
loved it!  “Bleeding” was a 
natural for this show and Boy did 
he get it off his chest. He was 
leaning into the song with all the 
subtlety of  an Irish labourer. 
Ithought “Love Minus” that 
followed a bit out of place but it 
was a good place to revisit 
“Solid Rock”.  Then “Just Like A 
Woman”  and here Jim K really 
shines, for the start is straight off 
Blonde On Blonde and Dylan is 
right up there with him. I nod my 
admiration and see many more 
doing the same. Not just a show 
highlight, but a tour one.  These 
days you cannot expect him to 
maintain that kind of 
momentum but he proved  me 
wrong again as he belted 
through  “SHB” and  a ferocious 
“Cry Awhile”. The pace hardly 
stalled for the acoustic set “Mr 
T”, “Hard Rain” and “Tangled” 
the titles look far less impressive 
on the page than they did live. 
But oh my, if I had to pick my 

ten favourite songs this tour this 
version of “Standing In The 
Doorway” would be there. It 
was wonderful, Bob rang evry 
drop of emotion from it. If I had 
met the woman he sings to after 
this song I would have killed her 
for him. It was 
just……breathtaking.  It was 
gonna be down hill after this 
and  I was for once correct  as 
the remainder of the set passed 
by rather uneventfully. The 
mood he looked in I was really 
surprised that we got encores at 
all ! But he was back for “Love 
Sick” and “Stone” during which 
he actually almost smiled !  But 
“Dogs” was again magic, Dylan 
took that huge arena and with 
temper flaring he reduced it 
down to him and me and he 
was staring straight into my eyes 
and my soul when he sang “why 
not me” beautiful stuff, that only 
Dylan has ever managed for 
me. Then it back to the more 
usual crowd pleasers to close. Its 
soon over and the guy next to 
me looks at his watch (he was 
local) and invites me to join him 
in a drink. I do so and end up 
joining up with other mates. It 
turns into a late night before I 
reach my bed.  
Still wondering what I had 
witnessed,  why the mood?? 
And then why the show we got. 
I don’t wish him pain but this 
was a helluva memorable show 
for me.  
One of the best. 
MANCHESTER 
Is not that far from Newcastle so 
I figure on an easy ride, just a 
few things go wrong. First the 
roadworks, then I get lost! Then I 
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cannot find my hotel before I 
discover it was actually behind 
a Tesco car park !  I kid you not. 
I decide that I cannot face 
driving to the show so I leave my 
car there and take a cab to the 
gig.”Only a short ride” turns into 
a half hour journey and a large 
bill so a poorer but wiser Bobfan 
arrives at another large barn of 
an arena.  I am not late but not 
early either, and as I was 
determined not to join that 
irritating throng that spend half 
the night getting in your way 
whilst they find their seat, I rush 
in.  
An boy was it the right thing to 
do.  The acoustic set! “Maggies 
Farm” “Senor” fucking hell !!!!! 
Thing is they really were just 
barely acoustic but boy was it 
interesting. After that “Bleeding” 
was  a big let down. There were 
hundreds of people getting in 
the way and it was so irritating. 
(am I repeating myself here?)  
But “One Too Many Mornings” 
was delightful.  “Mobile” 
followed and to my delight the 
lights were back where they 
should be and so were Bobs 
eyes, out front.  “Moonlight” 
again but this time a little rushed 
I thought, this needs to be a 
slow one Bob.  But “I Don’t 
Believe You” was  bang on as 
was “Lonesome Day”. By now 
the second acoustic set should 
shine but “Masters “ showed 
Dylan’s voice cracking and it 
took most of “Visions” to get 
back into shape, he was fully 
recovered by “Don’t Think” 
which the band supported well.  
I have heard better “Summer 
Days” but “Drifters” was a good 

romp, then of course a “Rainy 
Day” thrash and its call them 
back for the encores.  Tonight 
the encore part looked pretty 
ordinary and by and large I think 
it was, though the crowd 
certainly enjoyed it. It is good to 
see the reaction of the younger 
members. Earlier on in the tour 
David had brought one of his 
children “Chrissy” who seemed 
truly high after the event, I could 
see here this was not an 
accident but a general feeling. I 
can forgive Bob for running 
through the same stuff here. He 
needs to encourage this new 
and blossoming audience. Of 
course he will encourage them 
all the more if he stops chucking 
them out for taking an 
instamatic momento, something 
which well lessened tonight was 
still in evidence. Come on man. 
WE know you look your age. Hell 
you were never an oil painting 
anyways. You may be a great 
poet and an event greater 
performer but I would sooner 
look at Britney Spears any day. 
(she dances better too.) 
Speaking to some of these 
youngsters it is amazing how 
much of your history they know, 
indeed I think it is one of your 
attractions.  Hey a song once 
went “In this world of fibre glass 
I’m searching for a gem” I think 
that sums up a bit of what was 
going on. And I for one would 
like to see it encouraged.  
  Off the soapbox and off to the 
pub. Outside I walk into a 
Swedish pal who keeps me 
talking so long and then drags 
me towards a pub. ON the way 
I meet a Cambridge regular 
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John D who was so late he only 
caught the encores !! All those 
roadworks again. We spend a 
long time in a pub then I realize I 
have to get a cab. This takes 
me quite a long time and I end 
up waiting in the street. I don’t 
find this a very pleasant 
experience, guess I am getting 
too old for standing on street 
corners. I get offered a room by 
two different “ladies” whilst I am 
standing there and I must be 
honest and say I breathed a 
sigh of relief when I was back in 
the safe haven of Tesco’s Car 
Park. 
It was late in the afternoon 
when I get to 
BIRMINGHAM 
The NEC is another barn but it 
one I know well as it is not too 
far from me. Plan is to go home 
straight aftwards so I get some 
rest in the car park. Mind you 
not for long as people are soon 
arriving and so many seem to 
know me and want to know 
how its going. It’s going OK but 
some of the   other trekkers feel 
the same way I hear. That yes, 
the shows are good, but 
something is often not quite as 
there as it can be. That 
indefinable greatness that you 
get at a Bobshow is  often either 
missing or only there some of the 
time.  But hell we are here 
again! In we go and I can see 
straight away that security is 
slacking again. In the arena the 
lighting is pretty much back to 
normal and after last nights 
openers I am making sure I 
don’t miss the start.  “Maggies” 
again and a more organized 
take on last night, this is a 

highspot for this usually over-
performed song. Bob seems 
playful with a lot of the songs. 
Mind you this is pale compared 
to some nights. You should seek 
out a cdr of Leipzig April12Th 
wild!!!! But “Big Girl” is just 
gorgeous and somehow 
“Bleeding” is pretty impressive 
too. But of course THAT version 
of “Tomorrow is a long Time” is 
just too wonderful for words. 
One of those moments when 
you pinch yourself for real. 
Awesome.  Then “Tom Thumb” 
with Sexton stalking the stage 
looking for victims and Keltner 
pushing so hard.  I didn’t expect 
a medley of L & T songs  so of 
course that is what we get. 
“Tweedle” is a bit lame but 
“Moonlight” and “Cry” are very 
suitably impressive.  And a great 
acoustic set to follow. I mean a 
very fragile “4th Time” followed 
by a robust “Masters” was a 
great move. Non wonder we 
got “Tangled” as well, he 
needed time to catch his 
breath. Except of course we 
were getting harmonica breaks 
one after the other.  Then 
Summer Days and “Sugar Baby” 
played like his life was being 
assessed here. Amazing, I could 
only smile as the crowd pleasing 
set closers went on.  Encores run 
true to form, I was surprised no 
“Watchtower” at such a 
memorable show, though 
“Forever Young” was an 
impressive performance and 
“Stone” gave everyone a 
chance to strut there stuff. 
Tonight seemed over so fast, at 
the time I thought it was good 
but in hindsight I might be 
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tempted  to call it the best I 
saw. I spend half my time telling 
you how average some things 
were becoming then the old 
bugger does a gig like this. He 
can still surprise me and I guess 
that’s at least part of the reason 
I am here.  There were many 
people outside. Sorry if I was 
brief but I was going home and I 
gotta say I did not hang about. 
Once I had got past the usual 
scramble from the car park. Life 
on the road is not for me any 
more it seems.  
Woke up the next morning 
refreshed and ready to tackle 
the  
FIRST LONDON   
Show.  Keith Agar was taking 
me and Dizzy and it was a later 
start so we had plenty of time.  
Keith A is a wiz and driving and 
we seemed to just arrive. Bit of 
time locating parking but then 
we arrive at the concrete barn 
that is Docklands. I have seen 
more welcoming rooms in a 
mortuary frankly. Why ever did 
he pick this over Wembley? Oh 
well. Again I meet other Fwleers. 
We chat before we go in and 
then go to our seats. Keith is 
sitting not far away and is 
waiting for Julie Felix to arrive. I 
see her turn up but only just 
before the show so there is no 
time to talk to her.  I am hoping 
these will go well Dizzy sits quietly 
as they run thru “Thomas” then 
a familiar but competent 
“Times” and “Bleeding” before 
she tells me that he looks very 
tired and old.  “Baby Blue” 
should have helped change her 
opinion but “Solid Rock” is even 
more impressive. Tonight we get 

“Floater” which Dylan plays with 
fro a while before he lets it go.  
But “Sub” is great, punchy with 
strong vocals as is “Lonesome 
Day”. This is now warming nicely 
Garnier is bouncing with 
anticipation and Campbell 
smiles benevolently as they 
deliver excellent versions of “Mr 
T” “Visions” and a rabble rousing 
“Don’t Think”. Dizzy is now 
clapping along as are many of 
the crowd. She seemed 
especially impressed to get to 
see a live Visions at last. She was 
not aware how frequent it was 
cropping up and I was  not 
going to spoil it yet.  Then 
“McTell” as the blues it is and  
followed by a totally contrasting  
“Summer Days”. The set closes 
with “Cold Irons” and 
“Leopardskin” both of which 
show how well this band can 
play. A long break before the 
encores which mysteriously 
tonight are shorter  Straight into 
“Stone” though is a great idea, 
it becomes the encore 
hightlight, which I guess is as it 
should be. “Honest” is good 
“wind” emotional and 
“Watchtower” has the band 
jamming and stretching out. It 
leaves me wanting more, and 
well that’s maybe not the best 
for me it certainly encourages 
his audience. Lights up and we 
go over to meet Julie, a 
delightful lady who seems 
impressed with Bobs 
performance. We talk awhile 
and I am sounded out a bit. I 
think I passed the test. Dizzy was 
impressed anyways. With Both 
Bobs and my performance ! 
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Going home is easy with my 
chauffer there. So I feel ready 
for just one more? 
 
SECOND LONDON 
And the end of the road for me 
and for Dylan. In the past we 
used to get lots of oddities on 
the last night. I am wiser now 
and I am afraid right also. This 
proves to be a pretty much 
standard set.  
Things start off fast enough, Bob 
takes “Thomas” and “Ramona” 
to get a head of steam but he is 
spot on for one more version of 
“Bleeding” and then a nice 
surprise a lyrically altered “If You 
See Her” which fits the country 
sound nicely. Pretty much ok 
versions of “Mobile” , 
“Moonlight” and 
“Subterranean” follow but he 
lifts things that important extra 
bit for  “Cry A While” and the 
acoustic set where the band 
really stretch out again, 
especially on “Hard Rain”. This 
may be because we were 
prepared by a delightful 
“Mama You Bin” .  Then back to 
electric as Dylans swings along 
with “Summer Days”and chills 
me with “Sugar Baby”. Even 
“Messenger” and  “Rainy Day” 
are powerful tonight. Dylans 
harp playing assists Messenger 
quite a lot too. Again we get 
short encores. Again though 
“Stone” is magnificent, it is no 
small accolade that he can still 
make it sound so fresh and 
youthful. “Honest” is also very 
listenable and “Knocking” and 
“Watchtower” are good tour 
closers.  The lights go on and we 
all file out. There seems to be 

the usual post mortems outside, 
most seem happy with what the 
have witnessed.  I eventually 
get home and say once again 
to myself 
    “Never again!” 
 
By and large I thought the shows 
were varied and interesting. But 
going to so many I have to say 
that his voice is not what it was 
and at times it does show. 
Uniquely Dylan seems to have 
changed into a more country 
based artists who now often 
delivers the songs at a more 
sedate pace. He often states 
the lyrics rather than sings them. 
A good or bad thing? I would 
assume to say, but I do wonder 
if he seriously will go on at this 
pace much longer. Maybe it is 
time that he cut down (50 a 
year Bob?) He looks much older 
to my eye but he certainly likes 
to take chances still and no 
song I safe from re-invention. I 
guess that is why I go. I cannot 
believe  we will see another 
upturn in performance if it was 
going to happen then I think the 
new songs would have made it 
so.  
But. 
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IT’S ALRIGHT BOB  (I’M ONLY SIGHING) 
 
     My only place of pilgrimage this May was back at the  Birmingham NEC – the scene of 
my last Dylan concert way back in September  2000. That particular gig was, in my opinion a 
spirited and particularly lively one with many highlights, one surprising highlight being, as I 
wrote at the time, the best Like A Rolling Stone I have ever seen him perform. Afterwards it 
was voted by those who claim to know such things as one of the least impressive of the tour. 
 
   How the May 10th 2002  show will shape up  once all of the UK votes are in is uncertain at 
the moment but, as I haven’t attended a Dylan gig since 1990 (or possibly 1995) that has been 
considered one of his best, my expectations are not high. However, my expectations were 
certainly high during the early afternoon of May 10th as we set out on what turned out to be  a 
pleasant and leisurely drive down to Brum.  Unlike 1993, 1997 and 2000, we didn’t have to 
chase lost tickets at the box  office and even had time for a couple of pre show drinks at the 
bar.  In fact, everything went so smoothly that, when I come to update my Take Me On A 
Trip cartoon, I’ll have no amusing-with-hindsight material to use at all! 
 
   I was surprised  to see a programme on sale for the first time  since 1993 and felt obliged to 
get one, even  if the asking price worked out to about £1 a page. Still, at least it provided , oh, 
at least five minutes worth  of reading.  On the way down, my mate Kins predicted that Bob 
would play Maggie’s Farm because he always does  at  Birmingham.  I haven’t checked 
whether this is true or not but neither of us expected him to open the show with it instead of 
the expected bluegrass opener. It was a very  laid-back, countrified version and it seemed to 
set the tone for much of what followed. 
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   This was, I think, a very tired Bob Dylan who seemed at times strangely disconnected from 
both the audience  and his own songs.  Having said that, we were pretty close to the front and 
the audience around us seemed equally subdued. He seemed to find it difficult to get into 
fourth gear, and whenever  he did, unable to stay there.  For me, the highlight was a 
spectacular Wicked Messenger which finally allowed the band the chance to slip the leash 
and, with Dylan singing and playing harp like a demon and the stage bathed in eerie  
shadowy light, provided me with five minutes of amazing music and  atmosphere that I 
would not swap for any previous Dylan experience. A shame, then, that he followed it with a 
limp Rainy Day Women (hardly my favourite song anyway) and lost all the previous 
momentum. 
 
      Still, we got six Love And Theft numbers including a simply marvellous Sugar Baby that 
lived up to all the promise of the audios and a gloriously garbled Cry A While that made the 
Grammy version sound positively well enunciated by comparison.  Add to that lovely 
unexpected versions  of Fourth Time Around, You’re A Big Girl Now with a slight (off the 
cuff??) rewrite and Tomorrow Is A Long Time with welcome, if somewhat hesitant harmony 
from Larry, and I went home more than satisfied. I was indoors by 1:30 (one or two hours 
earlier than anticipated) and the show almost lived up to my admittedly somewhat lofty 
expectations.  
 
   Go on, now tell me how much better the London, Manchester and Brighton shows were. 
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Richard Lewis 
 
The Manchester Evening News Arena is a dump. A vast soulless space that just might 
be alright for watching basketball or an ice spectacular but is no place for a singer or a 
band. Still I knew that when I bought my tickets. Jenny and I were sat fairly low down 
in one of the side blocks but quite a way from the stage. By twisting my neck and 
using my binoculars I had a clear, unrestricted view even when everybody stood up, 
as we knew they would. Jenny could see and hear as well without being crushed or 
stood on. 
 
I settled down to spot some familiar faces in the crowd at the foot of the stage while 
Jenny glanced at the expensive programme. Then we swapped over. At first glance 
the programme seemed fairly predictable. But there was more to find if you looked 
closely. I thought the cover was quite effective with Dylan not being in shot and just 
Tony Garnier’s double bass to show you that it was just possibly Dylan’s band on tour 
in Japan, judging by the enthusiastic crowd. I liked the idea of using nearly all recent 
photos from the last few years with just the one contrasting one from 40 years before. 
The text is entirely made up of recent interview extracts. They are well worth reading. 
I liked his reply about why he sings his old songs: 
 
It’s because I am happy to have written that song. 
 
In the space of just a few answers we inhabit the streets of Rome and come across 
William Blake, Shelley, Byron, Woody Guthrie, Charlie Parker and Hank Williams. 
He notes that “everything must come to an end” but “if I think about how I feel at 
home I’d have to say that I feel at home wherever I am. I never want anything that 
isn’t what I’ve got in front of me at any given moment”. 
 
Back in Manchester, in front of us, we hear a fanfare of trumpets over the P.A, the 
lights go down, the band arrive and to the surprise of some (including my neighbour 
who has been bellowing “I Am The Man, Thomas” for the last two minutes) launch 
into an acoustic “Maggie’s Farm”. The band are all wearing shiny grey suits whilst 
Dylan is in black with a white stripe down the leg, a white Stetson and matching 
white silk tie.  In the centre of the black curtained backdrop is a strange logo or 
symbol that looks a bit like an eye that has become a Catherine wheel with a crown on 
top. It reminds me of some of the Egyptian symbols I had seen on the walls of a 
Pharaoh’s tomb in a schools video that I had recently watched with a year 4 class.  It 
is only later I notice it is also on the back cover of the programme. Does anyone know 
its significance or origin? Last year’s Oscar is also on its familiar amp. 
 
Having got over the surprise of “Maggie’s Farm”, featuring some fine mandolin 
playing from Larry, next up is a magnificent acoustic version of “Senor” with Larry 
now on guittaron (?) and Dylan seeming to emphasise “Armageddon”. Despite being 
in this horrible hanger the sound is really good. The vocals and instruments are clear 
and the balance is good. Charlie Sexton, looking like a young Robbie Robertson, 
picks up a dobro and Dylan sings “Its Alright Ma” complete with lighting effects. To 
an almighty cheer Dylan starts a harp intro to a beautiful “One Too Many Mornings” 
with Larry on pedal steel. 
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After four acoustic numbers we now get four electric ones starting with a 
straightforward “Stuck Inside of Mobile With The Memphis Blues Again” with 
Charlie playing a huge Gibson or Gretsch. Next comes my first taste of the live “Love 
and Theft” as Dylan sings (I can’t say croons) “Moonlight”, by the end of which he is 
almost down on bended knee. Another blast of harmonica introduces “I Don’t Believe 
You” during which he messes up the lyrics, quickly improvising as he realises he is 
repeating a verse. Then comes a hard rocking intro, which I think is going to be 
“Leopard Skin Pill Box Hat” but turns out to be a thunderous version of “ Lonesome 
Day Blues” with the emphasis here on ‘I want to tame the proud’. Throughout these 
songs Dylan’s left leg is shaking vigorously. 
 
Back to the acoustic as the curtains close and the side lighting highlights the shadows 
for a powerful version of “Masters of War” as Dylan declares ‘I can see through your 
mask.’ And yes, I believe he can. The band start up a beautiful intro, with a lovely 
guitar figure, that at first I don’t recognise. It leads into a gentle, clear version of 
“Visions of Johanna”. Seeing and hearing Dylan live is always a joy. Yes I enjoyed 
the tent in Liverpool last year, and yes this is a dump, but already this concert is so 
much better than last year. A harp intro reveals “Don’t Think Twice” with Jim 
Keltner grinning at the wonderful time he is having. 
 
Then, as the band reverts to electric, comes a real treat. A beautiful version of “Blind 
Willie McTell” featuring a superb guitar solo from Charlie Sexton. This is followed 
by a rocking version of “Summer Days” which confirms, in case you didn’t know, 
that there is ‘still something going on’. An even harder rocking “Drifter’s Escape” 
comes next with the stage in shadows and a nice bit of harp as well. A rousing “Rainy 
Day Women #12 & 35”, complete with band, intro closes the set. 
 
The four encores start as the drapes open to a red-lit stage and a straightforward 
version of “Things Have Changed” quickly followed by “Like A Rolling Stone” with 
the drapes full of clouds and fierce spotlights on the audience during the chorus. 
Switching to acoustic as the drapes turn magenta Dylan sings “Forever Young” with 
Larry and Charlie harmonising on the chorus. Wonderful. Back to electric for another 
“Love and Theft” song, a fine rendition of “Honest with Me” with the line ‘if only you 
knew’ getting special attention. 
 
The band are brought back for a marvellous version of “Blowin’ In The Wind” 
featuring the same type of harmonies from Larry and Charlie as they had done on 
“Forever Young”. They really brought this familiar song back to life. To my surprise 
the audience managed to bring them back for a final encore of “All Along The 
Watchtower”. 
 
I only got to this one show so it’s hard to compare with others. However I know it 
was so much better than Liverpool last year or Sheffield the year before and, as you 
may recall, I enjoyed both of those.  But this one was special. The sound was great, 
the band excellent and Dylan at the top of his game. At the end of the show the band 
stared straight at us as we applauded and then Dylan went down on one knee and 
raised his guitar in salute.  Although in reality I was on my feet jumping up and down 
and clapping madly, in my heart I was down on both knees saluting Dylan. 
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God Save the Queen?         
 
                                                         By  Russell Blatcher 
 
Now, I have to admit I watched very little of Queen Elizabeth II’s Golden Jubilee 
‘pop’concert at Buckingham Palace, I happened across it just before Sir Paul sang All 
You Need Is Love, and the Royals trooped out on the stage. I gather from the 
Guardian that the Queen herself only turned up for the last half hour, wearing yellow 
earplugs. Later, on the news I caught a brief glimpse of Brian May on the roof, 
strangely reminiscent of a scene from Mary Poppins. 
 
I want to avoid the Rec.Music.Dylan style recriminations about what is good and bad 
music, I personally no longer feel affronted by what other people choose to listen to. 
After all, listening to music, whatever it is, is better than many things we could be 
doing. However, I was appalled by that line-up being presented as representative of 
any form of youth culture. I’m afraid the only person I would regard as having 
produced anything of serious lasting worth present on that stage was Brian Wilson, 
who, in the closing hoopla sing-a-long (The Last Waltz has a lot to answer for in 
setting that model) looked a strange haunted figure. I was disappointed to see him in 
such company. Other than him, I could see no one who has stretched the boundaries 
of popular music, or threatened the status quo. 
 
Clearly McCartney was presented as some kind of culmination of ‘the best’ of 
whatever that show was meant to represent. I know that he and his former colleagues 
are icons for many, but the Beatles are a difficult issue for me personally. I clung hard 
to them while they existed, but can no longer listen to much of their work. Lately Sir 
Paul often appears in the guise of an eccentric dilettante millionaire, dabbling in 
whatever takes his fancy (his Liverpool Oratorio in particular represents the nadir of 
vanity publishing, and confirms Frank Zappa’s characterisation of the orchestral 
musician as a whore for hire). On his credentials as a lyricist, I must quote a line from 
Flowers In The Dirt, his last album which I bought: “butterflies buzz around my 
head”. Lennon has ascended to an unassailable post of martyrdom, untouched by any 
memory of his embarrassing antics when he was alive. Even if we accept the Beatles 
canon as exceptional, their work since the group ended puts the parabola of their 
careers in a true perspective: great artists follow a graceful curve, not a lottery win 
followed by a stock market crash. 
 
In the audience at the palace, clearly digging it all were Tony and Cherie Blair, and I 
realised that the ruling class highjack of youth culture had been completed at last. 
They came close in the seventies, but, at the last gasp, the Sex Pistols saved us. In the 
eighties it was Nirvana. But who now is going to wrench Rock music back from the 
establishment, now they have wrapped it in so many layers of cotton wool, to keep it 
safe. 
 
I can claim very little knowledge of current popular music trends, my own movement 
these days is into the past not the future (The Carter Family, Louis Armstrong, Duke 
Ellington, Billie Holiday whose vast back catalogues will, I know, keep me engaged 
for many years). At my age I need no new fuel for my anarchist impulses, I only 
occasionally scream at the politicians on the television nowadays, even though we 
currently have the most mendacious and despicable crew I have ever seen. 
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The one thing that young people deserve from music is a bit of danger. What is the 
most dangerous thing anybody ever said in a pop song? For me it is ‘Don’t follow 
Leaders’. When our leaders are sitting quite happily at such a show, they have stolen 
the venom from the snake. The great performers and writers of the Rock era, from 
Little Richard and Elvis Presley onwards were feared by the establishment. When the 
stars of tomorrow are selected by television, with the knowing complicity of the 
existing media industry powerbrokers a new Sex Pistols will never emerge. The 
Pistols and a large section of the British public recognised each other, they were alike, 
and back then they both hated the comfortable safety seen this week at the palace. Not 
many people got to see the Pistols play, but they were so powerful that they 
transcended the mechanical means of broadcasting and reproduction to reach their 
audience. That was a two way process. One essential requirement of art is that 
something must pass in both directions between artist and audience - in most cases 
packaging and copying with bits of plastic, metal and glass remove that possibility. 
For all the absorption of punk into the mainstream fashion and pop industries, many 
people’s lives were changed by it. 
 
There was recently a protracted and occasionally vitriolic exchange on 
Rec.Music.Dylan about one of the 2002 shows in London. A long time fan expressed 
deep depression at the standard of Dylan’s performance and what he saw as the 
audience’s self deceiving reception of it. But, Dylan understands that you cannot 
package or preserve music. When it is over it is gone. We all cling to our CDs, videos 
and the rest, but you cannot hold that experience except through the attenuation of 
memory. For a few brief moments while I watched Dylan in Manchester this year, 
albeit in a dreadful cavernous ice-rink, I felt a few precious moments of connection. 
 
All the Dylan oeuvre, however vast and distinguished, is merely a template for the 
forging of the live experience, a potential moment of danger, as well as beauty. I want 
to highlight in particular his performance of Masters Of War. Of all the songs, this 
had the clearest delivery, a chilling and precise denunciation of the guilty men. 
 
In all the events since last September, it is the murderous ascendancy of the hawks 
and their industrial paymasters in the United States that represents the greatest 
disaster. That ascendancy is still so complete that you are unlikely to hear from any 
American in public a balanced view on the “war against terrorism”, the latest excuse 
to play with their toys. And yet, in this performance of that song, I was relieved to 
find one American with the intelligence, perception and compassion to condemn 
equally Bush, Blair, bin Laden, Sharon, Arafat and all those leaders who so love to set 
us at each other’s throats. I don’t suppose our leaders fear Dylan’s influence any 
longer, but perhaps they should. Tony Blair may well see himself as a Dylan fan, but 
will never realise that he too is now a master of war, one who has not shirked a single 
opportunity to kill and destroy in other people’s countries. 
 
So, be it 1977 or 2002, I shall not say God Save The Queen, but God save Bob Dylan. 
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   LIKE JUDAS KISSING FLOWERSLIKE JUDAS KISSING FLOWERSLIKE JUDAS KISSING FLOWERSLIKE JUDAS KISSING FLOWERS    
    

Robert Forryan 
 
On Not Going To Bob Dylan Concerts                              
 
 
One of the many pleasures of being a small part of this community of like-minded 

people is discovering that, often, we are not all that similar after all. It encourages me 

that I am able to read the words of people whose interests in Dylan are so far 

removed from my own, and yet, somehow, we manage to cling together despite the 

differences. 

 
For instance, on the weekend of the 4th & 5th May, when many of you were with 
Dylan in Brighton and Bournemouth, we were travellin’ in the North Country fair, 
trying to come to a high place of darkness and light. In short, we went hill-walking in 
Yorkshire. This was no oversight, no failure to get tickets for Dylan, but a deliberate 
choice. In fact, when we discovered that Dylan’s visit to the UK coincided with our 
wedding anniversary and that we could actually see him in Bournemouth on the exact 
date, our initial reaction was: let’s do it. It seemed the poetically appropriate response. 
But the more we thought about it, the less we wanted to go, and in the end the call of 
the wild was so much stronger. We went to walk and stand “unwound beneath the 
skies and clouds unbound by laws”, and hoped to miss any cryin’ rain. We were 
lucky. The sun shone. 
 
Clearly a number of you took another option and I can hardly blame you for that. But 
reading issues 199 & 200 of ‘Freewheelin’ has made me realise how weak and 
uncommitted is my interest in Dylan compared with most Freewheelers. This is 
apparent in relation to collecting and to concert-going. I was bemused by the Two 
Riders contribution to issue 199. One of them not only collects CDrs of every show 
but actually listens to them all the way through. I cannot imagine what that must be 
like. I would just get bored. This is not a criticism of you, whoever you are, I am 
simply amazed. And why do you want 3 copies of each? It’s a whole other world 
from mine, one which appears to be also inhabited by CP Lee who talks, in issue 200, 
about the speed with which CDrs of the recent tour thud through his letterbox. Would 
it astound any of you to know that it is at least six months since I received any new 
Dylan recording from any era? Not only that, but I’m perfectly at ease with the extent 
of my ignorance in such matters. I don’t even care what a MP3 is, though I do like the 
way it rhymes with CP Lee! I do admire your joint commitment to the man and his 
music, I just know I couldn’t do it any more. I did try for a while in the days of tape-
trading but I had to get off the merry-go-round before I got dizzy. 
 
It also occurs to me that I may be the only Freewheeler who doesn’t take ‘Isis’? It’s 
just too much information – all those never-ending set lists interest me not at all. I 
can’t help it if you might think I’m odd. So do I. 
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Concerts. This is where I may differ from almost all Dylan fans. Whilst Chris Cooper 
was mulling over whether to maybe miss one concert this time, I was wondering 
whether to even go to one. It’s sacrilegious to say in this company, I know, but I’ve 
always been ambivalent about live Dylan. Since I first saw Dylan in 1966 I have 
attended just 12 more of his concerts in my whole life. I am not sure that I shall ever 
attend another. The whole concert experience is one that I find both daunting and, 
essentially unrewarding. I have never left a concert feeling truly uplifted. I guess I’m 
an album lover at heart. I hate the VOLUME of noise at concerts and I hate the sheer 
discomfort of it all – the heat, the fact that you often have to stand, the need to discuss 
your feelings at apres-show meetings. I also hate it when he mangles much-loved 
lyrics and melodies. Why does he do that? Oh, I’ve read endless magazine articles 
explaining it (and I’ve been through all of Paul Williams’ books) but I’m still not 
convinced. I’m just not a rock’n’roll animal. And I absolutely hate him in cowboy 
hats and bejewelled suits and the way he waggles his left leg. Ugh! I guess the truth is 
that I don’t like Bob Dylan, just some of his music – generally the delicate love songs. 
 
I have listened to lots of live tapes/CDs over the years, I really have. I even have some 
of the 2001 concerts so I’m not so far off knowing what he sounds like recently. But 
for me, taking the period from 1988 to 2001 (and I’ve heard concerts from all the 
intervening years) I can hear little real development. Yes, there have been good years 
and bad years; good shows and bad shows; and excellent performances of individual 
songs. Despite this, I don’t feel that I need any of it. I was listening to ‘Bringing It All 
Back Home’ the other night and I was struck by the sheer delightful freshness of 
‘Maggie’s Farm’. It took me all the way back to 1965. I have never heard a live 
version that comes anywhere near it. It is usually played as a run-of-the-mill rocker 
but the LP recording is so much better than that – more alive than anything I’ve heard 
on stage.   
 
I’m not saying that Dylan’s live performances are bad – they may be wonderful for all 
I know – but I do wonder why he stays on the road so endlessly? A friend recently 
sent me an article from ‘Record Collector’ by Peter Doggett about Dylan in 1965. It 
contained a well-known quote: 
 
“After I finished the English tour, I quit because it was too easy. There was nothing 
happening for me. Every concert was the same – first half, second half, two encores 
and then run out… But I was just following myself after that. It was down to a 
pattern”. 
 
What I don’t understand is why he isn’t bored now? Isn’t he “down to a pattern” 
again? Oh, I know the songs are very varied but hasn’t it been the same thing, in 
essence for a number of years: electric set, acoustic set, encores, finish, though it may 
be a bit more mixed than that? And though the musicians come and go the format is 
unremittingly guitar and drum-based. Why does he want to keep going through all 
these things a thousand times twice? 
 
In The Observer of 19th May, Sean O’Hagan wrote a review of one of the London 
shows (maybe there was only one London show?) in which he asked: “Can it be that 
he is bored by touring but spooked even more by the thought of retiring, and being at 
home with himself?” Which brings us back neatly to Paul Williams’ 20 year old book, 
“Dylan – What Happened?” In it, Williams quotes Mel Lyman’s observation that no 
matter how far we travel we always arrive at “the mirror at the end of the road”. I love 
that quote. 



 35

 
But I’m happy for those of you who still enjoy collecting and touring, I really am. But 
I’m equally pleased that I don’t need it. I feel free, somehow. 
 
 
I’m less happy with Jim’s contribution to Issue 200. I didn’t like his words about 
Michael Gray: “lurking, bile souring his every orifice. Mikey is more of an irritant 
than most professional critics”. Well, he’s never irritated me, despite a certain 
footnote which achieved notoriety in the pages of ‘Freewheelin’. For me, ‘Song & 
Dance Man III’ is the one truly indispensable Dylan book – the one I would take to 
my desert island. Its author can, therefore, be forgiven a multitude of sins. Just like 
Dylan. Who has contributed more to Dylan authorship? Only Clinton Heylin comes 
near, but where Gray concentrates upon the art, Heylin concentrates upon the man, the 
life, the events. It’s the art and the music that matters, though; without the art no-one 
would care about the man or what he was doing. I expect a number of ‘fans’ will have 
been irritated by Michael’s review of the Stockholm concert in the ‘Daily Telegraph’, 
but what would they rather have him do? Be dishonest? Surely he has to call it as he 
sees it, for good or ill? Michael Gray pays Dylan the great compliment of keeping the 
highest of expectations with regard to the art. 
 
On to more pleasant matters. I had my appetite whetted by Patrick’s ‘Boots of 
Spanish Leather – The Prologue’. I look forward to the main event and, hopefully, it 
will prompt a response. As I said earlier, Dylan’s delicate love songs are what move 
me most, specifically the album versions: ‘Girl From The North Country’, ‘Don’t 
Think Twice’, ‘Up To Me’, ‘Abandoned Love’, even ‘Sweetheart Like You’. I doubt 
that I’ll have any arguments with Patrick’s thesis. 
 
I just came across this quote from Stephen Crane and was wondering if it had any 
relevance to my earlier discussion: “An artist, I think, is nothing but a powerful 
memory that can move itself at will, through certain experiences sideways and every 
artist must be in some things powerless as a dead snake.” 
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Boots of Spanish Leather - Part I 
523 words on 

Half-loves and half-rhymes 
by Patrick Webster 

 
 

The opening lines of the song are misleading: 
 
Oh, I’m sailin’ away my own true love, 
I’m sailin’ away in the morning. 
Is there something I can send you from across the sea, 
From the place that I’ll be landing? 
 
The second word of the song points to a heterodiegetic narrator - in other 
words a narrator who is within the narrative, acting as one of the main 
characters. The narrator speaks tenderly to the ‘own true love’ and explains of 
a parting the following day.  
 
It is because this is a song sung by a man, and also possibly because men have 
a tendency to leave women, that we might be forgiven for thinking the initial 
heterodiegetic ‘I’ was a man. It is not and this is why the opening of the song 
is misleading and why the song is such a significant example from Dylan’s 
vast canon of love songs. 
 
The female voice - and we have no idea whom she might be, the text leaves 
the identities of the two protagonists completely anonymous - already at this 
early stage seems emotionally remote, insomuch as her mind is more on 
material things her lover may desire than the feelings he may be feeling. This 
he makes clear in the second verse 
 
No, there’s nothing you can send me, my own true love 
 
The address he makes: ‘my own true love,’ is the same as his lover’s in the 
opening verse, yet here the intent seems more veracious and sincere. He goes 
on: 
 
There’s nothin’ I wish to be ownin’ 
Just carry yourself back to me unspoiled, 
From across that lonesome ocean. 
 
To turn, for a moment, from content to style, the effortless half rhyme in the 
verse of ownin’  and ocean makes it difficult not to become caught up in the 
effective use of half to full rhymes in the song as a whole. The rhyming 
sequence through each of the eight stanzas is ABCB. And yet the rhyming of 
the second and fourth lines has an understated eloquence that works upon the 
understated eloquence of the hurt masculine pride in a quite remarkable way. 
We get: 
 
morning  landing 
ownin’  ocean 
golden   Barcelona (An original rhyme) 
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ocean   ownin’ (An inversion) 
askin’  passin’ 
sorrow  tomorrow 
sailin’   feelin’ 
roamin’ goin’ 
weather  leather (The only expected rhyme) 
 
Some of these are full rhymes, some are half-rhymes, whilst some have so 
little rhyme that it is only the subtlety of Dylan’s voice that allows the listener 
not to feel the anachronism. Dylan is a writer who has often been lampooned 
for dropping his  ‘g’s’ and yet I think we can perceive here how such a device 
allows his voice to achieve a tenderness and an expressiveness beyond the 
page.  
 
I want to leave the reading of the song here, next time I want to enlarge the 
discussion to a comparison with the usual journeys we find in Dylan’s work, 
journeys that are decidedly masculine, and the ways in which we can compare 
the journey found here in ‘Boots of Spanish Leather.’ 
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                                                                           Minstrel Boy            
 
 
 
 
 
 
I've been thinking about the ides of "audience" lately, since the last of the 
British shows.  Audiences that hear, audiences that participate, audiences 
that read.  The word comes from the Latin "audire", to hear, but audiences do 
much more than that. 
 
The Freewheelin' audience is a qualitatively different one now, of course, 
although many of its constituent parts are undoubtedly the same as before.  
The medium is not the message, but having an on-line audience now must 
affect how we approach our writing to a certain extent, mustn't it?  Or must it?  
Who do you think of as your "audience" when you're writing?  Just the 
Freewheelers, or that group of subscribers you know personally, or the wider 
whole?  Do you think it influences your writing - either its content or style - to 
know that it will be read first from a monitor screen and not from a printed 
page?  Are pixels as substantial, as concrete, as paper and ink?  Does the 
knowledge that your ideas are going to be transmitted electronically affect 
how you frame them? 
 
I'm delighted that Freewheelin' is now Freewheelin'-on-Line, and very grateful 
for the hard work (and I know it has been hard work) of those who have made 
it happen as effectively and stylishly as it has.  Personally, though, I had a 
slight worry that it would seem less real for me, writing for an online magazine 
as opposed to a solid in-your-hand-and-on-the-bookshelf print magazine, 
being as I am an absolute fetishist for books and bookshelves (as has already 
been established).  But now it's come to it, it doesn't seem any different, and 
certainly no less real, at all.  As well as the excitement of being part of such a 
new venture in Dylan publishing, it's also made me think about why we write, 
and for whom.    
 

The Stars Above 
the Barren Trees  
Are His Only Audience 
ByByByBy    
Paula RadicePaula RadicePaula RadicePaula Radice    
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Ultimately, isn't all creative expression merely for oneself and a very small 
circle of others?  How could it be otherwise?  As Dylan once said, 
 

You don't want to just get up there and start guessing with 
the people what they want.  For one thing, no one agrees 
on that...you can't let the audience start controlling your 
show or you're on a sinking ship.  You've got to stay in 
control... 
 

Worrying about what others would think kept me from writing for a long time.  
There are so many people "out there" with a much better grasp on the detail 
of Dylan's life and work.  I worry about getting dates wrong and bringing 
shame and ridicule down on my head.  Some days I can't even remember the 
order the albums were released, let alone the dates and details of recording 
sessions.  It isn't just old age, either, I've always had a very patchy memory!   
But where would Dylan have been if he'd worried about how his audiences 
would react?  There's too many people, and they're all too hard to please...  
However, although he has always been very clear about his non-subservience to any 
perception of what his "audience" is or what they expect from him, Dylan has also been 
enough of a showman to know and acknowledge the extent to which shows are the sum 
of the interaction between artist and audience: 
 

You stand up on the stage and sing - you get it back immediately.  
It's not like writing a book or even making a record...What I do is so 
immediate it changes the nature, the concept, of the art to me. 
 

At recent shows  I've seen it's been clear that Dylan is revelling in the warmth and 
appreciation of his current audiences.  It doesn't mean that he speaks to us (directly) 
any more than before, or that he says "Thang Yooo" at the end of each song (and why 
the hell should he?).  But the way he moves around the stage, the funny little dances, 
even - good grief - the occasional smiling, all give it away.  He's enjoying himself, and 
he's enjoying the fact that we're enjoying it, too.   
 
Ironically, the end of show "Formation", where he and the band pose in a still line  in the 
face of the applause of the audience, is great evidence of this, I think.  It allows us into 
the performance. It's pure, slyly comical, theatre, dripping deadpan irony - but in its 
seeming passivity, it simultaneously challenges and accepts us.  It allows us a part in 
the theatre, whilst maintaining the performers' integrity.  The action shifts completely 
from stage to audience - we are the ones making the noise and moving, while the 
performers stand and listen.  It redefines the relationship between the two, and 
acknowledges us much more than a lot of bowing and scraping would do.  We get eye 
contact; the artists give up none of their mastery of the stage.  Dylan is still very much in 
control.   
 
This time around, however, we also got some kisses blown, and some sinking to one 
knee, which I admit was more than a little worrying.  Is Bob sure that he will always be 
able to get up again afterwards?  Perhaps it's what actors call "Doctor Theatre" at work, 
temporarily allowing Dylan to forget he's a man of 61! 
 
The young Bob wondered, in Don't Look Back,  whether it would be more creatively 
honest for an audience not to applaud after a show.  He certainly found out soon 
enough what it felt like to be faced with hostility from sections of the audience.  We 
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know the booing didn't bother him in 1966 - if anything, it fired him, and his artistic 
reaction to it was consummately brilliant.    Seeing Sinead O'Connor crumble at 
"Bobfest" in the face of audience booing underlined how strongly focused on his own art 
Dylan has been all these years; other people's opinions have never thrown him like that.  
But it feels right that at the moment he and his audiences seem more than comfortable 
with each other, and able to show their mutual appreciation, even if his comments last 
year about us sad fans were so derogatory (and perhaps a little truer than was good for 
our self-esteem?) 
 
Anyway, here's to Freewheelin'-on-Line: may we, like Dylan, get the audience we 
deserve! 
 
 

Minstrel Hummingbird

Postscript:
Minstrel has arrived as you can tell from the above photo. Her second name is in honour of the 
recent shows.
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WHAT WAS IT YOU WANTED 
 
 
By Jim Gillan 
 
 
 
 
‘ …last thing that I want to do, is to say I’ve been hittin’
some hard travelin’ too.’ Especially as I only got to six of
the UK shows, the worst moment being trying to find a parking
spot in Bournmouth. On to the music. Keltner magnificent
throughout. Sexton on fire. Campbell, making it all seem so
easy. Tony with a nice touch on the acoustic bass. And Bob,
making it all happen. But despite some nice moments, overall I
rate the tour as ‘good’, rather than ‘great’. Nice to see
Oscar, though I’m not sure why Bob bothered to bring it. Or the
bust of Little Richard (?). I guess I can’t be satisfied, even
by the two hour plus shows. What I wanted was a set comprising
‘Mississippi’ and ‘High Water’ and ‘Abandoned Love’ and ‘Never
Let Me Go’ and ‘Idiot Wind’ and ‘Shelter’ and ‘Black Diamond
Bay’ and ‘Arthur McBride’ and an a cappella ‘Ninety Miles’ and
‘Days of 49’ and ‘Entella Hotel’ (a Peter Case song, which maybe
Bob doesn’t even know) and ‘Pressing On’ and ‘Billy’ and ‘Series
of Dreams’ and ‘Sunny Goodge Street and ‘Chimes’ and ‘James
Alley Blues’ and ‘Bye and Bye’ and ‘The Internationale’. Then
one the following day that included ‘In My Time of Dying’, ‘Up
To Me’, ‘Dark Eyes’, ‘Eternal Circle’, ‘I Knew the Bride’,
‘Death is Not the End’, John Wesley Harding’ ... OK, enough
said. Too much probably, but so it goes.

 
Now here’s a thing.  The response to ‘Saved’.  Much whooping and applauding from 
across the audience spectrum, which might therefore include agnostics, atheists, devil 
worshippers, pagans and New Labour supporters.  Was it genuine appreciation or simply 
conformity to a norm.  Most people subconsciously prefer to follow, rather than lead.  
Funny how it’s all so different from much of the crowd reactions to the song in 1979-81.  
Times have changed.  Times maybe…  Why don’t ya kill him Billy?   
 
Brighton. Two black women, late teens, if that.  ‘Hey! What’s goin’on?  You all queuing for a 
BOB DYLAN concert????!!!!!.’ ‘Yup’. ‘O man!!!!’ Bournmouth. ‘I haven’t seen him since 
Blackbush.’ ‘Didn’t Clapton play there?’  Newcastle.  Poor crowd.  Why?   Manchester.  ‘Blind 
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Willie McTell.’  London 5/11. ‘I hate arenas’.  My wife ‘me too.’  London 5/12.  Me : ‘Where’s 
this ticket for?’ Crowd Safety person : ‘Front row, in the centre, mate.’  Row 1, Seat 47.  
 
So then.  To all who got to one, some, all the shows, I hope it / they delivered for you.  To 
all those who have a decent copy of any of ‘em on CD, mine are mostly only OK but 
decidedly not brilliant.  Offers of upgrades very welcome.  To all those who were unable to 
get to the gig and have yet to hear the CDs, I hope that when you do it’s all, or at least 
mostly, what you wished  for. And to those who for whatever reason remain unimpressed, 
no problem.  Maybe next time.  
 
It’s been a struggle to write this time.  Now that Freewheelin’ has gone on line I’m acutely 
aware of writing for an audience I know next to nothing about, beyond the simple fact that 
Dylan, the music, the man must count for something with you.  But does anything that I pen 
add to that? Or just get in the way?  Ultimately of course I am writing to please myself, 
but am not so self-absorbed to be unaware that there is an audience who have 
needs/wants, opinions and the ability to make choices.  It’s only fair that you get 
something back for something you give, so  what could or should that be?  Damn, it’s an 
unsettling feeling, one that I don’t much like, but as I have no intention of slipping in to 
‘just give them what they want’ mode, I guess I’ll have to remain unbalanced.  Nothing new 
there, then.  Anyway, I’m on jimros.gillan@ntlworld.com and will reply. 
 
Saturday 25 May 02.  The Grove, Leeds.  Small pub, big range of ale.  Bullfrog Jones 
lashing in to a great set.  Originally intended as a fundraiser for Cesar Diaz, it was instead 
a celebration and a way of remembering the time he stood in with Bullfrog at the 
convention last year.  Only 12 months ago.  There may not be a Heaven, but no one who is 
remembered is entirely gone from us.  Thanks Cesar.   
   
Now for something a little different.  Some while back there was a little booklet published 
called ‘An Owl in a Sack Troubles No Man’, subtitled ‘Ten Years of Weekend Competitions 
from the New Statesman 1979-1988.  As the name suggests it was a sort of ‘best of’, 
though with entries that included '’Pooh’s Sticky Fingers’ &  ‘Sinned in the Willows’ (for 
the  ‘Extracts from a sexy animal best seller’ category) and ‘Frankie Howard writes for 
Norman St John Stevas’ (‘Politicians Speeches Ghosted by Comedians’), it was to say the 
least eclectic and iconoclastic.   Consider then Oscar Wilde’s version of the ‘Wind in the 
Willows’…. 
 

Magistrate : You admit taking the vehicle without the owner’s consent? 
Toad : It was it’s colour, sir.  A perfect foil for my silk cravat. 
Magistrate : A fig for your cravat sir! 
Toad : Done sir! I adore figs; so deliciously decadent. 
Magistrate : The constable who was responsible for your apprehension… 
Toad :   He was responsible for my arrest.  You are responsible for my  
apprehension. 
Magistrate : …says that you accused him of diabolical behaviour. 

mailto:jimros.gillan@ntlworld.com
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Toad : The word was allegorical.  I had a vision of Intelligence overcome by 
Diligence. 
Magistrate : After which you made a further insulting remark.  
Toad : An aphorism, reflecting on the brainless in pursuit of the shameless. 
Magistrate : Enough!  I am going to make an example of you. 
Toad : It is the curious fate of the hardened criminal to lead an exemplary life. 
Magistrate : I shall pronounce a long sentence.  Twenty years. 
Toad : ‘Twenty Years’ is neither long nor a sentence.  It is merely a term. 

 
 
 
 
 
Well, I wish it was me, rather than Noel Petty who wrote that as his entry for the 
‘Dramatisations by well-known playwrights of anthropomorphic classics’ contest.  But what 
has it got to do with Dylan?????  Well me hearties, nothing and everything.  Judged as a 
piece of writing, Noel’s might be considered amusing in its own right.  Beyond that, it is (I 
contend) a brilliant pastiche of both Wilde and the ‘Wind in the Willows’, though it perhaps 
helps to be at least faintly familiar with both to fully enjoy that dimension.  Also, there 
are some lovely plays on words, a couple of memorable quotes and a killer finish.  All of 
which can be said of Bob’s work.   
 
Would it have been funnier, or of greater value had Wilde written it?  Or Dylan? Probably 
not, though some might call it otherwise.   And is it parody rather than pastiche?  If so, 
does this lessen it?  Ah ha! It depends on whether ‘parody’ is taken to mean ‘a humourous 
exaggerated imitation of an author’ or ‘a travesty’.  The Concise Oxford Dictionary regards 
both as proper usage.  Confusing, or what?  
 
Now then, Dylan is an artist who draws from all sorts of everywhere.  Maybe sometimes 
quite deliberately, maybe at others sub-consciously.  Possibly from one source, probably 
from many.  What he finds there, what he takes in, how he processes it and so on comes 
out expressed as a poem, a song, a painting, a performance.  And it is also affected by 
mood, mind set and the moment. So it is that something perhaps already ambiguous, will be 
changed, clouded or revealed by emphasis, phrasing, context.  It’s not unique to Bob.  We 
all do it, though in most cases, not nearly so well, not nearly so often and never against the 
relentless backdrop of commentary and analysis that Dylan attracts.  Which means of 
course that - Damn, I seem to have lost the thread of my argument.  It’s a REAL good one 
too.  So if anyone out there can take some time off from analysing and explaining Bob, 
maybe you can help me out. You know my email Watson! As ever, at this point it’s time for 
some more music. 
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THE MISSIONARY TIMES 

 
 

By J.R. Stokes 
 
Like Ice, Like Fire
(Addressing The Night in ‘Visions of Johanna’) 
Part 11: Bob Dylan & The Soggy Bottom Boys
(It’s Coming Home, It’s Coming Home) 
 

Perhaps bizarrely, my favourite part of the film ‘Oh Brother Where Art Thou’ is  frame 17 of the 
DVD version captioned ‘The Best Men’.  I say bizarrely because it is perhaps the most 
unfunniest part of a quite funny film. George Clooney, playing the smooth criminal and the 
film’s central character Everett Ulysses McGill ultimately returns home to the cabin in the woods 
where he had spent his childhood in the bosom of his family. Everett is telling his three hapless 
travelling companions about the happy times he had spent in this location when the soundtrack 
groans into a doleful rendition of ‘Lonesome Valley’:  
 

‘You got to go to the lonesome valley 
            You got to go there by yourself 

Nobody else can go for you 
You got to go there by yourself.’ 

 
Just prior to this, a shot of a bloodhound sniffing out Everett’s enormous stock of ‘Dapper Dan’ 
hair treatment gives you the clue that something is not quite well underneath the oak trees of the 
deep South. The camera then focuses on a Lee Marvin lookalike who is the real hell hound on 
the trail of this likeable bunch of escapees and a realisation sets in that perhaps there is not going 
to be a Julie Andrews ending to this film. The deflation deepens as the mournful strains of 
‘Lonesome Valley’ become louder and the characters, in the shape of three grave diggers, who 
are performing the lament come into view. Three nooses are then lowered towards the band’s 
desperate faces and Everett falls to his knees in ‘Oh Mama. Can this really be the end?’ mode. 
But of course it is not the end, because what starts out as a mere trickle of water turns into a 
raging torrent and everything, from the entire stock of ‘Dapper Dan’, to the hell hound, to Lee 
Marvin’s aviator shades to Everett and his companions all go down in the flood only to 
subsequently find themselves saved from certain death.  
 
What appeals to me about this particular sequence in the film is that, not only does it neatly 
illustrate William Blake’s philosophy about the state of contraries that exist in every situation – 
joy and woe, despair and elation, the danger of death and the exhilaration of  life etc, but it also 
pleads to the central theme of the film which, as the opening credits of the movie confirm, is 
based on Homer’s classic tale of ‘The Odyssey’.  
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Now, from what I recall of the story from Ancient Greece, ‘The Odyssey’ largely concerns  the 
long and drawn out homecoming of a single Greek warrior, namely the hero Odysseus,  after 
years in battle at Troy. Various obstacles are placed in the path  
of the returning hero and the tale becomes something of a Pilgrims Progress until touchdown 
occurs on the green, green grass of home.  
 
Those last 50 or so words are a massive over simplification of the writings contained in some 24 
books that is ‘The Odyssey’ and in any event the story doesn’t in fact end with the home coming 
but that particular journey is the main theme. So, in frame 17 of ‘Oh Brother Where Art Thou’ 
the Coen brothers have directed their chosen hero, in the person of Everett Ulysses McGill, to 
return to his own green, green grass of home (which is the cabin where he was raised) with the 
danger that the situation could involve  more than just a  mere physical home coming; Everett 
could be returning to the place from whence his mortal frame started: we came from the ground 
and we return to the ground; we bring nothing into this world and it is certain that we carry 
nothing out; The Lord giveth and The Lord taketh away; earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to 
dust; etcetera;  etcetera;  etctera. 
 
As I have mentioned however, no dust was ultimately allowed to settle on Everett’s ‘Dapper 
Dan’ hair gel and the movie ends with a Julie Andrews’ rainbow that would have you believe in 
a few of your favourite things.  
 
Of course there is at least one connection between our own hero and the film ‘Oh Brother Where 
Art Thou’ and that is in the song ‘Man Of Constant Sorrow’. This song, a traditional hobo’s 
complaint about being, well, a man of constant sorrow, was included on Dylan’s debut album 
and is resurrected, some 40 years later, by The Soggy Bottom Boys for the Coen Brothers’ film. 
There is however an important difference between the song as it is performed on the album ‘Bob 
Dylan’ and the version that is performed in the film  ‘Oh Brother Where Art Thou’ and the 
difference is in the lyrics. In fact, in an area where the Coen brothers do not, in my book at least, 
err too often, they have erred here as, in my view, they should have chosen the lyrics adopted by 
Dylan’s version because those lyrics would have been more pertinent to the theme of the film.  
 
As I get more into this internet thing, I find that, for research purposes, I am turning more to the 
‘net rather than to the books upon my shelf. Admittedly you have to boot up your pc first but my 
pc seems to be forever booted up and ready to go these days. Wish I felt the same at times! Take 
Dylan’s lyrics for instance. I think that I probably have all the variations of ‘Lyrics’ that have 
been published and, when looking for a  turn of  phrase contained in a particular Dylan song, I 
often flick through the pages and ponder with incredulity at the entire wonder of the works. The 
latest ‘official’ version however only takes us up to 1985 and for something, no,  for everything, 
that is up to date I turn to a wonderful website called ‘Eternal Circle. All Lyrics and Albums of 
Bob Dylan’. The website address is a little complicated but it is certainly worth pasting into your 
‘favourites’. Eternal Circle can be found at http://orad.dent.kyushu-u.ac.jp/dylan/default.html and 
if you check on the lyrics to ‘Man Of Constant Sorrow’ this is what you get: 

http://orad.dent.kyushu-u.ac.jp/dylan/default.html
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MAN OF CONSTANT SORROW  

Arrangement and New Lyrics by Bob Dylan 
1962,1965 Music Corporation of America, Inc 

 
 

        I am Man of Constant Sorrow, 
   I've seen trouble all my days. 
   I'll say goodbye to Colorado 
   Where I was born and partly raised. 
 
   Your mother says I'm a stranger; 
   My face you'll never see no more. 
   But there's one promise, darling, 
   I'll see you on God's golden shore. 
 
   Through this open world I'm about to ramble, 
   Through ice and snows, sleet and rain, 
   I'm about to ride that mornin' railroad, 
   P'raps I'll die on that train. 
 
   I'm going back to Colorado, 
   The place I started from. 
   If I'd knowed how bad you'd treat me, 
   Honey I never would have come. 
 
   Honey, if you don't think I love you 
   Just look what a fool I been. 
   And if you don't think I'm sinkin' 
   Honey, look what a hole I'm in. 
 
   It's a hard, hard road to travel 
   When you can't be satisfied. 
   I've got a rope that's hanging o'er me 
   And the devil's at my side. 
 
 
Now there are two things about these lyrics, firstly you won’t find them in the official lyric book 
and secondly, you won’t find the last two verses in the version of the song that is performed on 
Dylan’s debut album. They are also somewhat different to the version of the song performed by 
The Soggy Bottom Boys in ‘Oh Brother Where Art Thou?’. Again, to get a transcription of those 
lyrics, and indeed if you are into The Stanley Brothers or  Flatt & Scruggs or Bill Monroe or 
anyone else of that ilk, there is a wonderful website at bluegrasslyrics.com that has it all. This is 
the version sung by Everett Ulysses McGill and his sidemen: 
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MAN OF CONSTANT SORROW
 

 
I am a man of constant sorrow  
I've seen trouble all my days  
I bid farewell to old Kentucky  
The place where I was borned and raised  
(The place where he was borned and raised)  
 
For six long years I've been in trouble  
No pleasure here on earth I find  
For in this world I'm bound to ramble  
I have no friends to help me now  
(He has no friends to help him now)  
 
It's fare thee well my own true lover  
I never expect to see you again  
For I'm bound to ride that northern railroad  
Perhaps I'll die upon this train  
(Perhaps he'll die upon this train)  
 
You can bury me in some deep valley  
For many years where I may lay  
Then you may learn to love another  
While I am sleeping in my grave  
(While he is sleeping in his grave)  
 
Maybe your friends think I'm just a stranger  
My face you'll never will see no more  
But there is one promise that is given  
I'll meet you on God's golden shore  
(He 'll meet you on God's golden shore)  

 
 
It is not in the change from ‘Colorado’ (Dylan’s version) to ‘Kentucky’ (Soggy Bottom Boys) 
that concerns me here but it is in the sentiments contained in Dylan’s 4th verse: 
   I'm going back to Colorado, 
   The place I started from. 
   If I'd knowed how bad you'd treat me, 
    Honey I never would have come. 
 
The sense of returning home to the place where you have started from; this general business of a 
‘homecoming’ in the early Dylan version of the song is far more relevant to the theme of 
Homer’s ‘The Odyssey’ than the perpetual nomadic situation sang about by The Soggy Bottom 
Boys.  So, on that particular score, the Coen Boys, in my book, didn’t do their homework 
properly. They should have used Dylan’s version. But it’s a great film anyway! 
 
No doubt Bob himself has seen the film because, on the 5th April 2002 at The Globe in 
Stockholm he premiered a new version of ‘Man Of Constant Sorrow’ which was performed in 
true Soggy Bottom style with Charlie Sexton and Larry Campbell joining Dylan at the 
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microphone to repeat the final line of each verse a la ‘Oh Brother Where Art Thou’. This version 
had been given some seven outings by the time I saw it performed at The Brighton Centre on the 
4th  May 2002 and on that occasion Dylan kept to the film script (well almost, the verses  were a 
little jumbled) rather than reverting to his own version of the song that was recorded at Columbia 
Studio A in New York City on the 20th November 1961 with John Hammond in the mixing 
booth. So, in Dylan’s millennium version of ‘Man Of Constant Sorrow’, ‘Colorado’ was 
replaced by ‘old Kentucky’ and that telling 4th verse, the one which has the narrator going back 
to the place where he started from, that hint of a Homeric homecoming as in ‘The Odyssey’ was 
sadly missing.  Shame. 
 
One final thing before I leave this film and a worrying factor for me: the real villain of the 
movie; the corrupt politician and the leader of the local chapter of the KKK was named Homer 
Stokes! No relation, I assure you!  
 
Now, you may have noticed that the heading of this article suggests that it is number 11 in my 
never ending series on the Dylan song ‘Visions of Johanna’. If that is truly the case, you may 
also be wondering just about now whether there is in fact any connection between my chosen 
subject and ‘Man of Constant Sorrow’ through to  Homer’s ‘The Odyssey’. Well my friends, just 
colour me Odysseus and treat this journey with 'Visions of Johanna' as my own personal 
odyssey. There have been so many twists and turns of interpretation along the way taken from 
books, biographies, private publications, the internet and fanzines;  so many utterances from the 
pens of the great and the good in the Dylan world; so many words to cope and conjure with but 
ironically I find, in true ‘Homer’ style, that the most important part of the journey, the articles 
that I identify with the most and those that will draw out and introduce my own personal 
interpretation of the song are in the place where I started out from, the place that I call home, the 
very place that is Freewheelin'. So, in my next article, you  will find me returning home to some 
writings from previous Freewheelins to lay the foundations for my own theories. Perhaps I 
should never have strayed! (Perhaps he should never have strayed).  
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