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It must have been a gigantic
on the conversion of an ugly
wrong side of the river into
brains behind the project had
convert it, they will come’.

risk: spending a few million quid
old disused power station on the
a modern art gallery. Perhaps the
od’d on ‘Field of Dreams’: ‘if you

Well actually we did: in our droves. To see another fantastic
exhibition at the Tate Modern – this time the subject was a
comparison of the art of Henri Matisse
(1869 – 1954) and Pablo Picasso (1881 – 1973). The exhibition
ran at the Tate Modern from May to August 2002; before that it
was in Paris, after that it will be in New York and after that
it will be gone forever.
Matisse and Picasso were great friends and also great enemies.
They infuriated each other, copied each other, fought for the
centre ground of a progressive art movement and, above all,
respected and loved each dearly. I have tried to get Dylan into
the Matisse and Picasso picture. I have made his eyes collide
head on with their names and their art but all to no avail – he
was only interested in looking at Elvis! Makes you feel like
standing on a table and proposing a toast to the King. Which
reminds me: what happened to those summer days and summer
nights?
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The flood has slowed to a trickle right now, though I think there are still a few
worth viewing. Ironically the vcd front is just exploding these days so there
actually is a lot of activity but mostly older things. I will try to round up a list
of vcd’s soon if the video front remains quiet. In fact we may have to consider
renaming this “Magnetic Movements VCD’s”
Now let’s see…….

D5 A8 S8 H9 F8 I BR5 (No)
08-11-01
TORONTO, ONTARIO
155.00
Hummingbird @ / Times They Are A-Changin@ / Desolation Row @ / This World @ / Cry
Awhile/ Just Like A Woman / High Water / Maggies Farm / Hard Rain @ / John Brown @ /
Tangled Up In Blue @ / Summer Days/ Sugar Babe/ Wicked Messenger / Rainy Day Women
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///Things Have Changed/ Highway 61 Revisited/ Like A Rolling Stone / Forever Young@/
Honest With Me / Blowin In The Wind @ / All Along The Watchtower
A nice clear steady film. Close enough to be interesting though this would have been a much
better film had it been a little closer. But more than compensated by a lively and imaginative set
list with lots of Love & Theft songs for added value. Good to see. At present only around on
NTSC but I believe that is soon to change so keep an eye out for this one.

BOB DYLAN
00-00-01
KNOCKIN ON DYLAN’S DOOR
ARTE TV
87.00
All the usual stuff, lots of clips that many will not have seen as good as this but so short as to
make them almost useless (eg Dortmund78) pity these things had to be so edited.

D3 A7 S7 H7 F8 I BC3 (No 0016)
01-02-02
SUNRISE, FLORIDA
79.00
I Am The Man Thomas @ / To Ramona@ / Its Alright Ma @ / Gotta Serve Somebody/Cry
Awhile/ High Water / Lonesome Day Blues/It Aint Me Babe @ / John Brown @ / Tangled Up In
Blue @ / Summer Days/ Sugar Babe
Another film currently only around on NTSC. Not for me one of the better shows of this year and
certainly whilst a quite watchable film there are so many other closer at present. Worth a look.
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D3 A8 S8 H9 F7 BC3 (No 0015)
05-04-02
STOCKHOLM, SWEDEN
130.00
Hummingbird (b)The Times They Are A-Changin'(b)It's Alright, Ma @/ Don't Think Twice@ /
Man Of Constant Sorrow /Lay, Lady, Lay/ Solid Rock /Positively 4th Street /Tweedle Dee And
Tweedle /Dum /Make You Feel My Love /Maggie's Farm /Summer Days /Sugar Baby /Drifter's
Escape /Rainy Day Women Nos. 12 & 35 /////Things Have Changed /Like A Rolling Stone /
Forever Young @ /Honest With Me /Blowin' In The Wind
I find this a slightly frustrating video. It is very steady and clear with good sound and Dylan is in
terrific form. Wonderfully animated and much more on form then when he got to us. Sadly the
video is not really close enough and the famous hat gets in the way rather too much. But the
ending to Maggies Farm, is wild. And all the new songs just leap at you. Get to see it, but hope
that someone has shot a closer film!

D3 A7 S8 H8 F7 I BL6 (No 0014)
20-04-02
MILAN, ITALY
37.00
Rainy Day Women (f) Not Fade Away / Like A Rolling Stone /Knockin On Heavens Door @/
Honest With Me / Blowin In The Wind @ / Al Along The Watchtower
Whilst we are talking about frustration, I was so hoping this was the start of the show, but as you
can see it’s the end instead. Rather yellow dark film, caused I understand by the houselights
staying on and the stage lights largely staying off. Dylan seems animated enough by the encores
anyway. Curiosity value 10 concert value 5! Sorry
Till Next Time…….
Chris C.
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“Suddenly the night has grown colder
The God of love preparing to depart
Alexandra hoisted on his shoulder
They slip between the sentries of the heart”
These are the opening lines from the wonderful Leonard Cohen song called Alexandra
Leaving. This is a song about the end of a love affair and the feelings left by departing
love. The interesting aspect of Cohen’s take on the situation is that he chooses to
accept what is happening and celebrate what the love affair positively generated.
“Go to the window, drink it in” he implores as the lady makes her way onwards. “You
who had the pleasure of her evening, and by that honour had your own restored” he
wholeheartedly sings. There is no room for blame or excuse here:
“Do not say the moment was imagined
Do not stoop to strategies like this”
“As one long prepared for the occasion
In full command of every plan you wrecked
Do not choose a coward’s explanation
That hides behind the cause and the effect”
The one emotion that this song definitely avoids is regret. And that is my point this time
around. If there is something you want to do or need to do, then do it. Plan for it, if that
is necessary but do it. Regret means that you will spend a long time, perhaps the rest
of your life unfulfilled in some way. You will never know how things might have been,
the course that your life might have steered. Too much time spent worrying about the
effect may cause you to stumble and stay put. Regret is the most insidious of feelings.
A feeling of something lost, of time passed, of not coming to terms with the situation you
failed to grasp. It eats away and you can never go back and start again because you
have moved on. Those around you have moved on too. Don’t get to the stage in life
where you regret that you should have done something that you didn’t do. Either do it
or forget it. There’s no room for regret. It’s a really hard lesson to learn.
Live long and prosper.
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A minor feast only this month as we sweep up the bits and pieces left from the Euro tour
and a few other odds and ends.
We start off with a couple of older things.

14th June 1999 soundboard

Eugene

Nice to hear this show in such superb quality. This concert presents a good mix of
songs and varied performances. My Back Pages is welcome but tends to plod along
somewhat but has a good harp solo at the end. This is followed by a lilting, beautiful
version of Boots of Spanish Leather and then a most powerful Hard Rain which
features a very strong vocal, massive chorus and an all-round spirited rendition. Love
Minus Zero continues the strong vocal showing. There is an extremely jaunty Down
Along The Cove followed by a dynamic Blind Willie McTell. Listen out for a relaxed
Simple Twist, a funky, sleazy Can’t Wait and a superb Not Dark Yet.
broadcast 25th June 2002

Grateful Dead Hour

A CD-R of Grateful Dead Hour number 705. This radio show contains an interview with David
Gans, producer of the album of Dylan covers, Postcards of the Hanging. Amongst all of the
chat, we get to hear in A1 quality some of the Dylan/Dead rehearsals from May/June 1987 and
pretty tasty they are too. Not all of them have surfaced before now.
In between other stuff we get:
Stealin’ (Dylan on mandolin)
Oh Boy (Dylan on harmonica)
John Brown
Folsom Prison Blues
Gotta Serve Somebody
CC Rider

And now to finish off that European jaunt:
Milan

20th April

Not the best of all concerts, this is the show where Dylan runs scared at the start
because of the “intrusion” of the audience and refuses to sing along with the first track,
Hummingbird. Most of the rest of the show is a bit flat, the only standouts being
Visions, which is chilling, and Boots Of Spanish Leather.
8

Oberhausen

27th April

On this show, the self-same Hummingbird provides a very high energy start which
Dylan feeds on for the first half of the show. You’re A Big Girl Now is excellent,
Watching The River Flow is low-down and raunchy and 4th Street is regal. The first
dull outing is Cry Awhile after which things settle into the ordinary groove.

Paris

29th April

A somewhat noisy audience on this recording but that does not spoil the pleasure of a
very welcome return for an acoustic She Belongs To Me. Tweedle Dee really rocks
out this time around and he really does nail SHB. A super Cold Irons Bound is
another worthy inclusion.

Rotterdam

2nd May

Nice to hear an acoustic reading of I Threw It All Away which is certainly not thrown
away. Very laid back and some minor lyric changes add interest. Solid Rock pushes
all of the right buttons and Sugar Baby is excellent. Unfortunately, Willie McTell is
virtually spoken which is a shame considering this was a vocal triumph in its studio
form. By this concert, Man of Constant Sorrow is very much together.

Bournemouth

5th May

A slightly distorted recording. Desolation Row has a weird vocal, almost on a different
wavelength. Mama is smooth and subtle but Sweet Marie feels raggy. Floater is
sublime with superb backing from the band but SHB is dishevelled. Watch out for a
great Not Dark Yet, replete with harp solo and a very good LARS.

London

12th May

Last night at the proms. A truly great If You See Her Say Hello makes for a
memorable show but the rest do not live up to that standard. Mama is nice, Mobile
acceptable for once in a while but Dylan sounded tired as the show progressed. Well at
least he planned a decent break from concerts after this one.

Restless Farewell for now.
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By Mark Carter
Mainly more Love And Theft and tour reviews dominating our look at the Sept/Oct 2001 press
again this month. Those hoping for a bit of variety may like to know that I will be covering the
February tour during March 2004.
Here we go with the album reviews then:
Spin’s Alan Light awarded it 9 out of 10 (only 9?);”…Bob Dylan has returned to the music he
has loved and pilfered for so long and – pissed off, snarling, joking, crooning once again made it
something wholly new and completely his own.” Still stunned by the events of September 11th,
the L.A. Weekly’s Robert Loyd could at least find solace in the music; “I think – I know – that
this is a great album. It feels like a great album… It transmits the confidence of it’s maker, it
swaggers more than a little.” Jon Garelick of the Providence Phoenix was pleased to see that
Dylan seems determined to grow old grumpily, especially f it means he keeps turning in work of
this standard; “… every one of these songs is a keeper.. Even with Dylan’s wrecked voice up
front, these songs all sound well.”
Jim Derogatis gave it 3 ½ stars in his Chicago Sun-Times review. It would’ve been more but
he simply couldn’t stomach moonlight or Bye And Bye; “…Whatever the intent, these tracks
aren’t easy to listen to, and they detract from what is otherwise a rollicking good time.” The New
York Metro’s Robert Levine simply claimed that it “pulses with a passion that would be
startling from a man half Dylan’s age.” And the Washington Post’s Richard Harrington
summed up with “Dylan’s 43rd album hangs in the gallery alongside the best of his work.” Joel
Selvin, in the San Francisco Chronicle, titled his review “Dylan is brilliant on Love And Theft”
and concluded that the album “shows the cunning old fox has still got what it takes” whilst the
Houston Chronicle’s Michael D. Clark also called it “brilliant” and expressed a wish that it
hadn’t already been taken for granted by the time the Grammies rolled around.
John Boonstra’s review in the Hartford Advocate insisted that, “This album takes great risks,
and reaps great rewards. At 60, with a voice that is ripped and raw beyond all parody, Bob Dylan
has once again made enduring music that captures the joys and terrors of the immediate
moment.” Andrew R. Iliff of the Harvard Crimson was positive that the Dylan on the album
sleeve is still recognisable as the one on the Blonde On blonde sleeve (if you squint) and simply
claims that “he’s back”. Which implies of course, that he’s been away somewhere, and he hasn’t.
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The New York Observers Mac Randall was impressed at how much mileage Dylan still wrung
out of the remnants of his voice but was less impressed with grail Marcus’ recent “barely
penetrable” New York Times review; “…Sometimes a goofy song is just a goofy song. And
when they’re as engaging as Mr Dylan’s, no further significance is necessary.” Elizabeth
Kannenberg of the Boston College Heights informed that the album “continues Dylan’s
millennial resurgence with musical depth and clarity.” And Liam Farrell of the Notre Dame
Observer reckoned that it was one of his best albums and that, “musically and lyrically (it) is
fantastic”. Kent Wolgamott of the Lincoln Journal Star was confident that “he’s made another
disc that’s likely to be regarded as a classic someday” and the Hartford Courant’s Roger Catlin
wished that “amid the ephemeral pop of 21st-Century music, surely there’s a place for Love And
Theft, the latest gem in a 40 – year recording career with no equal.”
In the UK’s Uncut, Ian Penman advised his readers to stick with the album until all it’s riches
were revealed and that, in the great scheme of things, may prove itself to be a “fuller, deeper”
work than Time Out Of Mind; “..In the dust thrown up by Love And Theft, Time Out Of Mind
already feels a bit polite. A bit pious, a bit “Ssshhh! This IS Bob Baring is soul”.” The New
Zealand Herald’s Graham Reid claimed that it was “a musically more engaging album than
most of the previous 42” and the Japan Time’s Philip Brasor described it as a “much, much
better” album than Time Out Of Mind because “the tunes are sharper, the singing stronger, the
playing and production cleaner… Most important, it’s funny.”
Onto a few website reviews, beginning with slate.msn.com’s Marc Wiengarten’s less than
wonderful offering, which begins by expressing amazement at Greil Marcs’ and Rolling Stone’s
highly positive reception before concluding that “Like previous pallid Dylan efforts – Infidels,
Oh Mercy, Slow Train Coming (“Bollocks,” says I, “Great big bollocks with knobs on”) – that
were hailed as classics upon release but have now been relegated to the dust heap of rock history,
Love And Theft has only the surface elements of something special. “ In total disagreement,
www.nj.com’s Jay Lustig boldly proclaimed that, “this album, like few others he has released
since his 60’s heyday, not only introduces a strong new batch of songs but also duplicates the
visceral impact of his concerts.” Finally, sonicnet.com’s Billy Altman declared that “the truth
of the matter is that it’s been a good three decades since Dylan has sounded as footloose and, er,
freewheeling as he does on much of Love And Theft.”
Onto concert reviews and before we get started, there was a variation on those “Bob dresses
like a tramp.” Stories that we all know and love (sic) This particular story was unsurprisingly
syndicated to several newspapers, turning up not only in America, but the UK and Germany too,
as well as several other territories, I’m sure. Basically, when he arrived backstage at the Jackson
County Exposition Centre in Central Point, Oregon, Dylan was asked by an overly zealous
security (understandable in the wake of September 11th) to produce his pass. On being told that
he didn’t have one because he was Bob Dylan, the two guards laughed at this little lickspittle
with the silly moustache and told him to get on his bike, or words to that effect. An angry, foot
stomping Dylan insisted on seeing Chris Borovansky, the showground manager, who would
vouch for him, and then insisted that the two guards were sacked on the spot. A more
sympathetic Borovansky instead sent them to another job, delicately saying; “we prefer the term
‘relocated’.” Ah well, more fuel for my cartoons.
Sacramento earned a few glowing write – ups; Joel Selvin calling it “a concert with many
highlights” in the San Francisco Chronicle and Jim Harrington on www.insidebayarea.com,
declaring that it was a powerful evening of superbly crafted songs that did more for the healing
process than any singers sermon ever could.” Rob Evans of the Live Daily News felt that the
Love And Theft material was amongst the best of the shows and again had a certain date on his
mind as he watched the show; “Dylan didn’t speak directly of the attacks of September 11th – in
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fact, he didn’t speak directly to the capacity crowd at all – but his music left no question that
recent headlines were on his mind.”
Brad Kava of the San Jose Mercury News was impressed enough with San Jose Compaq
Center show; “.. While this wasn’t his best or most musically exciting performance, there were
some lyrical gems. Folk songs that came to life given the context of the times.” The ever reliable
Robert Hilburn was excited by what he saw at Santa Barbara for the LA Times; “…Because
critics so respect Dylan’s work, they have shown remarkable tolerance for his unevenness in
concert, so it’s easy to see how fans suspect them of crying wolf in praising his latest shows. But
there’s no need to be wary this time. In a pop world that has long used his work as a standard,
Dylan once again lives up to it himself.”
Sfgate.com carried a brief but positive review of the October 13th show at San Francisco’s Bill
Graham Civic Auditorium, praising the tunes that speak for themselves “in sparkling
arrangements that favoured rhythmic lightness over weighty darkness, airy optimism over
piercing anger.” Then there was George Varga’s glowing report in the San Diego Union –
Tribune of the San Diego RIMAC Arena show, in which he claimed that Dylan’s bum guitar
notes only added to the magic; “His fearless appetite for aural adventure is the reason he can
repaint his masterpieces so well, night after night.”
Briefly onto other matters. An interview with Howard Sounes by Angela Akomah for BBC
on line revealed nothing we hadn’t heard before. He was pretty sure that Dylan wouldn’t find
Down The Highway interesting but that every Dylan fan would. The UK’s Making Music
reviewed the tatty looking re-print of Scaduto’s biography thus; “… It’s fascinating, beautifully
written and a must for any student of Music history. Fun, too.” Finally, Novembers Issue of Q
featured Love And Theft at number three in their album charts, having already gone Gold after a
mere three weeks on the charts. It sold 26,000 copies in it’s first week, in comparison to Time
Out Of Mind which only managed 15,000 in week one. Mind you, that album didn’t have limited
edition digipacking and bonus discs: Bugger it; they’re both great albums so it doesn’t really
matter what one sold the most copies, does it?

And that concludes the voting for this month. Next month; Bob Dylan in sex scandal exclusive.
Oh alright then, more album and tour reviews really.

THANKS THIS MONTH GO TO:
Graham A (natch!), Graham W. Tony S.
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SUCH A NIGHT
I’ve recently treated myself to the remastered and somewhat expanded Last Waltz 4-CD set
and was once again reminded – not that I’d ever rally forgotten – just how marvellous and stately
the show was. Yes – stately, I think that’s the word I would use. I’ve often said over the years _
and I’ll say it again here – that I firmly believe it to be the best rock concert ever. 1971’s Concert
For Bangladesh, 1980’s No Nukes benefit, even Live Aid, none of these or a hundred others can
hold a candle to it, and it’s not just the best rock movie ever made, it’s one of the best movies
ever made, especially if you consider a good movie to be one that (a) entertains for the full
duration of it’s running time, (b) accomplishes what it sets out to do and (c) leaves you feeling
better about yourself and the world in general than you did before you began watching it.
Next to any of the 1975 Rolling Thunder Revue shows, this is the one concert I wish I could
have been at.
A few days ago I played the four cds through in one listening (something of a rarity these
days, with a nearly four year old rampaging about) and then, when the aforementioned nearlyfour-year-old had gone to bed, I watched the video through also. It was a viewing that was tinged
with sadness – everytime I watch it (every three or four years at a guess) It seems that another
face on the screen is no longer with us. It’s amazing to think that the first time I saw it at
Norwich’s art house Cinema City in 1982 the concert was less than six years old and everyone
who trod those hallowed boards was still very much alive and kicking and also still looked pretty
much the same. The same year Muddy Waters passed away and since then we’ve also lost Paul
Butterfield, Richard Manuel and Rick Danko. But on celluloid they’re all encapsulated in the
glory of their Golden Years. Rick Danko is slim and lively, Neil Young has yet to discover
synths and grunge, Richard Manuel’s demons had not yet won, Van Morrison has more hair than
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stomach (just), Robbie Robertson has got movie star looks and Bob is quite simply at the top of
his game. However good he is nowadays (and he can be very, very good – three days away from
Birmingham on 10th May, my fingers are well and truly crossed), there’s an inescapable certainty
that he’ll never be that good again.
Many of the current reviews of the CD set and remastered and recirculated movie comment
on the Last Waltz signifying the end of an era. They’re right – punk was already rumbling
through the alleys of England. MTV and corporate rock was just around the corner. Age and the
dissolution of their talents and power was slowly creeping up on each and every musician who
too to the stage that night.
So. Van’s ungainly leg kicks, Neil’s stoned fragility, Joni’s knife-sharp cheek bones and
voice, Paul Butterfield’s barnstorming through a never-been-beaten Mystery Train, Muddy
Waters sheer dignity, Dylan as Christ figure in pimps polka dot shirt and white hat., the
definitive versions of Acadian Driftwood and a spine-tingling The Night They Drove Old Dixie
Down, Dr John’s bowtie. Hell, even Neil Diamond sounds good for five minutes. And if the
combination of Rick’s gorgeous vocals and Garth’s beautiful sax solo on It Makes No Difference
does not move you and thrill you and make you simply glad to be able to share in it then you are
beyond all hope.
Levon Helm would later complain that Scorsese and Robertson engineered the demise of The
Band and the subsequent all star bow-out as a vehicle to propel Robertson into Hollywood
stardom. He would further claim that Muddy waters set had to be cut short to make way for
Neil Diamond, Robertson’s straining neck muscles and clenched teeth vocals were all for the
cameras – his mic was actually switched off – and that the other Band members were shafted
financially in the aftermath of the Last Waltz. Whatever, for a few hours it’s still possible to
pretend that it’s still November 26th, 1976 – there’s still no Shot Of Love, Knocked Out Loaded,
Under The Red Sky or 1991 shows, there’s still no flaccid Band reunion, there’s still no
Robertson in Carny, there’s still no 1980-89 Neil Young or 1980-present Van Morrison and Eric
Clapton. Rock n Roll was fracturing but hadn’t yet fractured, there was still a sense of
community. Just. It probably ended right theer on that night. The Last Hurrah.
“It started as a concert … It ended up a celebration”. Thank God that, 26 years later, we can
still celebrate. May we all stay forever young, at least for a few brief, fleeting minutes.
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YOU JUST HAD TO BE THERE
By Richard Lewis
There is so much happening at Freewheelin' that I just can't keep up. So many writers to get
used to, so much to read. One of the reasons that I enjoy my work with slow learners at school is
that I can empathise with them as I too learn slowly. It is taking me a while to get to know the
newer Freewheelers' styles and just as I think I have an idea along comes another one!
The end of term has been the usual hectic scramble to meet report deadlines so I have only just
managed to fully read the last few Freewheelins. Having got some idea of how Robert, CP and
Paula write I am now starting to get a handle on Jim and Russell. What a varied bunch!
Since Christmas I have especially enjoyed the pieces by CP Lee. In particular the articles about
his sea cruise, Baltimore and Lord Buckley. In the last issue I really enjoyed his piece on Grass
Eye and the Isle of Wight Festival in 1969. It struck a chord with me. Back in Freewheelin' #
168 (August 1999) and available in the public Freewheelin' Vol. 14 I put down my experiences
of the IoW in a piece called "A Roving Minstrel". As I start to pack up everything I need for a
camping holiday in France I can't believe how naïve we were back then.
A month before the IoW I had been to the 5th Cambridge Folk Festival which featured amongst
others Ralph McTell, The Johnstons (featuring a young Paul Brady), Al Stewart and Bob
Davenport (singing "Memphis Tennessee"). I took with me a sleeping bag, a bin liner, a can
opener, several tins of baked beans and a single gaz burner. I slept under a fir tree as I didn't
have a tent and it only rained a bit!
Back to the Isle of Wight. Looking back now I think the most remarkable thing about Dylan's
performance was his decision to include "Wild Mountain Thyme" in his set. This beautiful song,
often assumed to be traditional but actually written by Francis McPeake, was chosen, I believe as
a complement to us his British audience. I can still remember my surprise as I realised what he
was singing. A beautiful moment.
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HIPSTERS, FLIPSTERS &
FINGER POPPIN’ DADDIES!
My “father reminded us on various occasions that the
world seems to require what’s right and what’s wrong.
He thanked those willing to be assholes noting that if
they were to stop, well, maybe some of us would have to
take their places and maintain the balance of the
world.”
Arlo Guthrie, July 24th 2002

… I come to lay Caesar out – Not to hip you to him! Sorry, can’t resist leaping into Lord
Buckley again, because in this month’s piece I’m going to look at the careers of two dead men.
The first of the late greats being Ewan MacColl, the writer, singer and broadcaster, and secondly,
the recently deceased American musicologist, Alan Lomax. Both of these were profoundly
influential on the young Bob Dylan. Both of them intensely disliked him, MacColl until his death
in 1989, and Lomax at least until the 1980s. In the early 1990s he attended a Dylan concert and
was feted from the stage by Dylan, so we can probably assume that some sort of rapprochement
had been reached by then.
I’ve already written about the MacColl/Dylan relationship at some length in several other
publications (see The North West Labour History Journal, 2001; ‘Like The Night – Bob Dylan &
The Free Trade Hall’; and ‘Isis, A Bob Dylan Anthology’), and the whole Folk revival thing is
put into perspective in that essential volume by Dave Harker, published in the 1980s and entitled
Fakesong. This is a kind of companion volume to Georgina Boyce’s wonderful The Imagined
Village, and is an examination of the first British Folk revival from the turn of the 19th century
and throughout the 20th. But what really struck me when I first read Fakesong was Harker’s
uncompromising analysis of the Revivalists’ ‘mediation of the texts’ – that is to say, how much
they buggered about with the raw material.
Now, we know and cherish the stories of Baring Gould and Cecil Sharp wandering around the
countryside on their bikes with cylinder recorders attached to the handlebars and picnic hampers
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strapped to the back mud-flap, but what became less charming and more insidious was the way
they tampered with the material they’d recorded in the field. Sitting in church rectories, parlours
and the back rooms of pubs, they recorded, notated and transcribed performances by what all
common sense at the time would dictate as being the last contemporary performers of a dying
folk art form. It’s what they did with these recordings and notes after they returned to their
studies that is so worrying and annoying. Not content with the verbatim performance they would
seek ways of making them ‘better’. If Cecil Sharp thought that a rhyme or a descant was ‘too
primitive’, he would alter it with one of his own. Often the singers were considered ‘primitively
vulgar’ and in need of correction And so it was that many extant performances of ballads and
songs were altered for a more public consumption by these arbiters of taste.
In the 1940s and 50s when attempts were being made to kick-start a second Folk revival,
principally through the auspices of the Communist Party of Great Britain, the same kind of thing
happened to contemporary song writers who were encouraged to enter competitions to find new
material more relevant to the post-war world. Among the judges were Ewan MacColl and a guy
called Bert Lloyd. Lloyd was an intriguing figure who’d worked as a sheep shearer in Australia
and on a whaling boat before the Second World War. He was an ardent socialist and it was his
political practices that came to the fore when he was judging songs for inclusion in a volume of
labour songs that were going to be published by the Workers Music Association (founders of
Topic Records). Once again, where lyrics were judged as being too primitive or in need of a left
leaning slant, out came the red pen, and the songs were ‘nudged’ in the right (or Left) direction.
Extant folk material (the Childe Ballads, Etc) was also subjected to a ‘makeover’ of Pop Idol
proportions, more of which, later in this essay.
I don’t want to sound too negative about this second revival, but when I look back at the
situation that existed before it happened, I might argue that it was a wholly good thing (and if all
things are cyclical I look forward to the next one). For decades throughout the 20th Century folk
music was held prisoner in the domain of the English Folk Dance & Song Society. In fact, the
very word ‘folk’ itself was a label invented by German ethnomusicologists in the late 19th
century. It was used to describe much more than a genre of music and was associated with the
establishment of a kind of racial identity inherent within the idea of some sort of ‘pure’ Volk, or
people. These ideas were eagerly adopted by British researchers, who, by and large, tended to be
middle-class and male. Song was just a part of what they were engaged in cataloguing and
preserving. ‘Folk Art’ is probably the best description of their catch-all phrase, which included
activities as varied as basket making and Morris Dancing. The actual ‘Volk’ themselves would
never have called a tune ‘a folk song’, it was simply – a tune.
In spirit, the concept behind the EFDSS, was an honourable one – to preserve and disseminate
the ‘folk culture’ of this country. In practice it was a different matter. The organisation became
too hidebound within its middle-class origins, too academic, too exclusive, too twee. And so it
remained in its pre-eminent position as arbiter and curator of all things folk, organising Maypole
dance classes for school children, allowing access to its archives for visiting professors, etc. In
the 1940s it hosted ‘recitals’ at its Hampstead headquarters by performers such as the genuine
farm labourer, Harry Cox from Ludlow. Here we begin to see a parallel with Alan Lomax
emerge (as we shall see later). Harry, who would sing in the pubs of Ludlow on a Saturday night,
would go out to the Feathers or The Portcullis wearing his suit. The concert organisers at the
EFDSS felt he would be more ‘authentic’ if he wore his labouring clothes, cap, collarless shirt,
moleskin trousers, etc. And so it was that Harry was re-modelled by the guardians of veracity.
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As communists MacColl and Lloyd saw beyond the blinkered confines of the EFDSS, and
realised, as they said, that England (and Scotland, Ireland and Wales) had a rich seam of
traditional music that was as vibrant and in many cases, better, than the mindless pap being
offered by the top twenty. If these songs could be introduced to the young people of these isles
then folk music could be regenerated. This was their avowed objective and they were highly
successful in their mission.
But where had MacColl come from? It’s no secret that he was born Jimmy Miller in Salford. His
parents were Scottish and both his father and mother would sing traditional Scottish songs
around the house and at social gatherings. MacColl heard them and stored them away in his
memory. He could have no idea how useful they’d become in later life. Leaving school right in
the middle of the Depression meant that essentially he became one of the army of the
unemployed. Rather than laze about he became actively involved in street theatre and was a
founder member of the Red Megaphones Agit-Prop troupe. This small band of politically
committed entertainers would perform outside football matches, factory gates and dole queues.
Occasionally MacColl would make up relevant song ditties appropriate to whatever sketch they
were performing. He seldom sang the songs he’d learned from his parents and wouldn’t have
known what the phrase ‘folk song’ referred to anyway.
He continued to be involved in the field of experimental drama until he was in his early forties.
During that time he’d composed a number of songs that are now legendary – The First Time
Ever I Saw Your Face and Dirty Old Town being two of his most famous. They were written for
inclusion in his plays, Dirty Old Town, in particular, to facilitate a scene change (it took him, he
claimed, twenty minutes to write). Again, he was never aware of writing ‘folk songs’.
Then, one day in 1951 the phone rang – it was Alan Lomax.
Lomax, who died on Friday the 19th July 2002, was the son of American ethnomusicologist Alan
(John) Lomax, a contemporary of Cecil Sharp, founder of the EFDSS. While Sharp was touring
the Appalachian Mountains collecting songs of British origin, Lomax senior was travelling the
prairies of Texas and New Mexico compiling his 1910 volume Cowboy Songs, one of the first
serious attempts to record and transcribe ‘authentic’ American folk music. From birth the young
Lomax was immersed in the sounds of Americana, and in his early teens began accompanying
his father on field trips in search of more music to document. This was in the years before
magnetic tape and the cumbersome equipment carried by the Lomax’s weighed in at five
hundred pounds. It often had to be manhandled into people’s houses and barns so that recording
sessions could take place.
Much of their work was funded by the Library of Congress and in the 1930s they were
responsible for ‘discovering’ artists such as Leadbelly and Son House. Famously, Alan recorded
a young blues player by the name of McKinley Morganfield at Stowell’s Plantation in
Mississippi. McKinley couldn’t believe it when he heard the aluminium disc played back to him.
He recalled years later that he sounded just as good as Big Bill Broonzy or any of the other blues
men he knew who’d cut records. He decided there and then to move to Chicago and pursue
music as a career. On the way he changed his name to Muddy Waters.
Further sessions for Lomax included Jelly Roll Morton and Woody Guthrie, all recorded for the
Library of Congress. But times got hard for Lomax during the McCarthy communist witch hunts
and he left America with a Guggenheim grant to research the indigenous music of Europe. When
he arrived in London he was given MacColl’s number as a possible contact because he was told
that MacColl’s parents would be interesting to record.
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They met up and immediately hit it off. Lomax gave MacColl a crash course in his vision of an
all-encompassing world of folk music, calling it ‘the only true people’s art form’. The
Salfordian, who was already tired of the theatre as a way of artistic expression saw the
opportunities offered by music as a way of reaching out and channelling the energies of a nascent
revolutionary movement. He literally believed that the world could be changed by song. Lomax
introduced him to Bert Lloyd and eventually to his third wife Peggy Seeger, sister of Pete.
MacColl devoured everything he could about folk music and, utilising communist dialectical
techniques, set about formulating methods and practices that would bring about a ‘purity’ of
performance.
What this eventually led to was the formation of ‘the Singers Clubs’ and their infamous ‘policy
rules’, and then in 1964, the setting up of the ‘Critics Groups’ whereby constant self analysis and
self criticism was viewed as the way forward in folk music. If you were English you could only
sing English songs, if you were from America, only American ones, and so forth. Even the pitch
and tone of your performance was dictated by a set of rules. All this was to lead to the
traditionalists’ purist reaction to Dylan’s adoption of electric instrumentation and the fiasco of
the 1966 world tour.
After completing his missionary work in England Lomax returned to the States in 1956. But it’s
worth waiting a moment and looking back again at Lomax’s track record before continuing with
the latter part of his career. The Lomax’s came across Huddie Leadbetter (aka: Leadbelly) in
Louisiana State penitentiary in 1933. A self-taught musician Leadbelly was responsible for the
creation of such legendary standards as Midnight Special and Goodnight Irene. They recorded
him in jail and petitioned the Governor for his release which came about in 1934. Even though
the prison warden stated in 1938 that in no way had the Lomax’s influenced the decision because
Huddie was due for parole anyway, John Lomax always took credit for it. He went to work for
the Lomax’s as a chauffeur and handyman, and then began to appear in concert promoted by
them. Just as the EFDSS had done to Harry Cox, Leadbelly got a makeover from the Lomax’s
and when performing it was considered more ‘authentic’ if he wore a prison uniform. Their
relationship ended acrimoniously in 1939. Leadbelly died of illness as a pauper in 1949. Shortly
after his death, Pete Seeger and The Weavers had a huge hit with Goodnight Irene. Lomax took a
one third publishing credit and refused all requests by the Leadbetter family to restore the
original copyright. Irene was just one of many songs he claimed co-writing credit for in order to
gain the royalties.
Author Robert Gordon, in his new Muddy Waters biography, Can’t Be Satisfied, has thrown
doubt on Lomax’s claims to have ‘discovered’ many of the Black musicians they recorded.
Gordon states that it was the fieldwork of Afro-American academic John Work III of Fisk
University that lead them to many of the performers being recorded. Fisk was then virtually
airbrushed out of history in subsequent writings by Lomax. Gordon’s most damning claim is that
Lomax ‘forgot’ to pay Waters the $20 he’d promised him for the recordings, subsequently
released by Lomax.
As regards Lomax’s relationship with Guthrie, the singer songwriter had already had a successful
career on the radio in California and was hardly the mild mannered son-of-the-soil, folkprimitive that either of them would have us believe, who simply happened to wander into
Lomax’s studio one day and be ‘discovered’. Myth building in popular music has been going on
for a long time.
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Lomax operated out of a political spectrum. He was the kind of person like MacColl who
believed that scholarship and musical truth came from a ‘chosen few’. That only they, by dint of
their intelligence and overview could see the whole picture. At the Newport Festival in 1965,
Lomax introduced the Paul Butterfield Blues Band with the following words –
“Used to be a time when a farmer would take a box, glue an axe handle to it, put some strings on
it, sit down in the shade of a tree and play some blues for himself and his friends. Now here
we’ve got these guys, and they need all this fancy hardware to play the blues. Today you’ve
heard some of the greatest blues musicians in the world playing their simple music on simple
instruments. Let’s find out if these guys can play at all.”
Butterfield’s manager was Albert Grossman. When Lomax came off stage Grossman went
straight over to him and asked what kind of a fucking introduction he thought that was. Within a
few seconds the two of them were punching it out and rolling in the dust. When Dylan came on
later and played with a backing band for the first time, Lomax went apoplectic with rage.
OK – so eventually Lomax attended a Dylan concert in 1992, and Bob called him a ‘missionary’.
When he died the other week there were plenty of eulogies praising the work that Lomax had
done throughout his lifetime. In much the same way MacColl was eulogised in 1989. I certainly
don’t deny the impact that both men have had on popular culture – what I do say is, we should be
careful of praising these men too highly. They may be heroes but they most certainly have feet of
clay and we should never lose sight of the real people behind the scenes. The ones who have
been swept aside in the rush of history. Arlo Guthrie has written since Lomax’s death about how
much we owe to people like Lomax. With all due respect – I am left wondering how much more
we could have had if he and MacColl hadn’t been so purist and dictatorial in their self-imposed
roles of ‘Keepers of the Faith’?

Top: Alan Lomax, Bruce Turner, Jim Bray and Brian Daly
Seated: Peggy Seeger, Ewan MacColl and Shirley Collins (1954)
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By Robert Forryan

Smith/Marcus
It was an odd serendipity that Paula should mention Harry Smith’s ‘Anthology of
American Folk Music’ last month. I have been giving those ghostly musicians a lot of
listening-time recently. My interest in the Anthology had been re-primed by an article by
Greil Marcus in issue 76 of ‘Granta’ (‘Music’). So it was with some interest and some
disbelief that I read the apparent implication by one, Benj DeMott, of a racist undertone
to Marcus’s writing about the Anthology.
I should lay my cards down, face-up, at this point and say that I am neither politicallycorrect nor politically conscious. I am apolitical, conservative with a small ‘c’, and
probably, therefore, despised by Left and Right. So be it. I should also say that it always
seems to me that the advocates of political correctness have a huge capacity for taking
offence at the most innocent of statements. So I wouldn’t be very sympathetic to Mr
DeMott’s views without real evidence for his claims.
Nevertheless, I was prepared to believe that there might be something in what was
being said – something I had missed – and so I returned to the crucial chapter in
‘Invisible Republic’ and I found… well, I found Greil Marcus not guilty of the obnoxious
charge. There are a number of pieces of evidence I can offer in his defence. Here is
Marcus on Smith’s methods:
“For all of his painstaking annotation, he never identified a performer by race,
determinedly sowing a confusion that for some listeners persists to this day. ‘It took
years,’ Smith said happily in 1968, ‘before anybody discovered that Mississippi John
Hurt wasn’t a hillbilly’.”
I still have no idea whether a number of the performers on the Anthology are black or
white. Isn’t the least racist world one in which the question never gets asked? I know
that I’m politically naïve, but I do wonder.
In talking about Smithville – the place inhabited by the characters portrayed in the songs
– Marcus comments: “It is a small town whose citizens are not distinguishable by race.
There are no masters and no slaves”. What does Mr DeMott find to criticise in this? In
what way is Marcus being racist? I do not understand.
Apparently Mr DeMott objects to the next chapter in ‘Invisible Republic’ because
Marcus’s imaginary ‘Kill Devil Hills’ contain few black folk. Leaving aside the fact that I
am not sure that is a true statement, it is worth noting that in this very chapter Marcus
comments upon the death toll following black protests in Newark, New Jersey on 11
July 1967. It is not as if he is ignoring the black dimension.
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And why is Marcus criticised because he concentrates upon folk songs rather than
blues? I actually prefer the folk material anyway – does that make me racist? Are folk
fans racist and blues fans PC? We all know that Dylan said: “folk music is the only
music where it isn’t simple. It’s never been simple, it’s weird…”
Paula talks about “the seedier, and therefore more interesting, parts of downtown Kill
Devil Hills”. Well, speaking strictly for me, if I had to choose between a Mississippi Delta
juke joint and a Saturday night of fiddle music with hillbillies in the Appalachians, I’d
head straight for the mountains and the moonshine. There’s something self-deluding
about we of the white middle-class opting, in theory, for the seedier side of life, when in
practice we spend our days trying to earn the money to ensure that such places are
where we and our families do not end up. It mirrors Irwin Silber’s action in replacing
Harry Smith’s cover art for the Anthology with a picture of a starving farmer - as if
somehow poverty is ennobling.
What I love most about Harry Smith’s Anthology are those Hillbilly-Appalachian folk
songs. They make me feel at home. You see, in a way, I came from the English
equivalent of that sort of life. Oh, I was never dirt poor, nor would I wish to be. But my
father worked on the land and he would have recognised those hillbillies as his brothers.
He had a hard life, my dad. He worked 7 days a week, 365 days a year, including
Christmas Day, because livestock need tending to, Christmas or not. In winter he
worked a 10-12 hour day; in summer - at haying and harvest – he often worked 15 or 16
hours a day. On top of the regular work there would be crises. From the age of 11 or 12
years I could be woken in the middle of a freezing January night to assist with a ewe
who was having complications giving birth. I would go to school with the smell of blood
and death in my nostrils (I am not being melodramatic, that is how it was).
From the age of 47 until he had to give it up at the age of 62 my dad worked every day
of his life – no holidays, no Sundays off, no rest. In other words, he worked continuously
for some 5,475 days, and it was hard, unremittingly physical toil. But he never sought
counselling for stress. He wouldn’t have known such a condition existed. This was just
life, and life was hard work. In ‘Granta’, Greil Marcus quotes a professor who grew up
in the Kentucky mountains, who said of Smith’s Appalachian voices:
“It’s fatalism. It’s powerlessness. It’s the belief that nothing you can do will ever change
anything, including singing a song. So… in a way it doesn’t matter if you’re listening or
not. The world won’t be different when the song is over no matter how the song is sung,
or how many people hear it”.
It’s the antithesis of what we thought about Dylan’s songs in 1964; and my dad would
have understood every word of it. In his article in ‘Granta’, Marcus tells us what an odd
realist Harry Smith was. He quotes Smith:
“When I was younger I thought that the feelings that went through me were – that I
would outgrow them, that the anxiety or panic or whatever it is called would disappear,
but you sort of suspect it at thirty-five, when you get to fifty you definitely know you’re
stuck with your neuroses, or whatever you want to classify them as – demons,
completed ceremonies, any old damn thing”.
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Little wonder, then, that Smith was drawn to the voices of Doc Boggs, Blind Lemon
Jefferson, Rabbit Brown, because as Marcus reveals and John Stokes denies, it makes
you understand that nothing is impossible, “that the worst is yet to come”.
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Chris Cooper

miles just to get one. Ah, but I was so
much…. Then.

IT MOVES TOO FAST…

You know, when I was a young man
(good starter for a song?) I recall my
mother often telling me that when I got
older that time would go by much
faster. I used to sit in our kitchen and
moan that I was bored, whilst she
struggled with some large ball of
dough or pastry. My mother was not a
fancy cook, but what she knew she
knew well. I came from a large family
and her role was to keep us fed. I can
recall the easy pace of life then. I
seemed to always have time to do
whatever I wanted and still have time
to spare. The worrying signs of my
later obsession where showing. I was
12-14 and reading lots of Marvel and
DC comics. I used to walk miles in
search of a particular comic. I can
remember when Marvel issued “The
Origin Of Doctor Doom” and being
shown a copy by a school friend who
told me where he got it from, that I
then walked the 5

I had a lot of comics and whilst I did
look after them I did not see any great
significance. I later gave most of them
to a friend, John Heeks, who tragically
died in his twenties. It may well be
that, that was why I started hanging
onto things. The First Issue of The
Fantastic Four is now worth over £
1,000 and I gave the first 40 issues
away!!
But at least life went at a speed I could
maintain. Somehow, for me greater
technology does not mean more free
time but less. We seem to be involved
in so many projects that I never seem
to have an evening anymore that
involves just sitting down. Did I ever I
sometimes ask myself?
You see for various reasons I have
found myself tidying and assessing all
this memorabilia (OK junk as well)
that seems to be all over Cooper
Mansions. Hell I may even get around
to disposing of some of it! I have
started by regulating old formats to
infinity. For me that means cassettes,
books, LP’s and videos. Well I am
pleased to say that the cassettes are
sorted away and tidy. Makes plenty of
room. The cds / cdrs are already
straight so I am going between LP’s
and videos at present.
Dizzy and I have cut the vinyl down to
about 500 essential things. I know, I
know, it should be less than that but
believe me we have tried. It is mostly,
free jazz, Yardbirds and related stuff,
Dylan things and a few oddities like
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Extra Note

Sandy Denny and Jefferson Airplane..
But by far and away the biggest
surprise has been Ian Hunter.
Who? You are probably saying..
Ian Hunter was the lead singer and
main song composer for Mott The
Hoople. He looked and tried to sound
very Dylanish in his early days. I don’t
think he succeed that well but now I
find myself really enjoy these old
albums. Of course they cannot be
played often. My Thorens turntable is
now getting pretty old and styli are
very hard to locate. So, I have decided
to transfer the playing stuff to cdr.
Good idea he? Oh No, not the whole
500. The Dylan and Yardbirds tuff is
just here as I keep this stuff, only the
other things. Why it can’t be more than
300 albums! See what I mean about
time and technology.

Whilst stumbling through the jazz
stuff on the internet I came across a
jazz album called “Jewels And
Binoculars” by a Micheal Moore in
Germany.
I find mself playing this album a lot as
it really is a true jazz first. The guy
improvises beautifully around the
phonetics of
I Pity the Poor Immigrant
Fourth Time Around
Visions Of Johanna
Dark Eyes
Two Soldiers
Highway 61 Revisited
With God On Our Side
Dear Landlord
Sign On The Window
Percys Song
And Boots Of Spanish Leather

An hey I have not Touched the videos
yet, not even all those Tom Waits
things that belong to the Kidda. Not
to mention the books?

Michael sells it for £15 but I have
bought a few to sell at Northampton.
Any FWler that wants one now can
send a cheque for £12.50 plus £1
postage and packing to me. I only have
a few!

Did I mention the books?
I am not talking about Dylan here.
They of course have all be dutifully
read and filed away. No I am talking
about the mountains of Sci-Fi and
Fantasy literature. An all the piles of
books on music other than Bob, you
know, Miles Davis, John Coltrane
blah blah blah. Naturally a lot of these
are waiting to be read so I have to get
around to allocating more time to
reading. ( Manage a book or two a
fortnight these days, it used to be a lot
more)
So I sit here
Copying the album to cdr, reading a
book and tying FW stuff pretty much
all together, then I wonder why the
time is no longer my own.
I need to prioritise things more I guess.
I just don’t have the time!
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Waitin’ For You: A Reprise
Waitin' for You
I never dreamed there could be
A summer meant (made?) just for me,
And I'm lettin' her have her way.
I'm here to see what she has to say,
Ah, the poor girl always wins the day.
I'm stayin' ahead of the game
And she's a-doin' the same
And the whisky flowin' (?) into my head.
The fiddler's arm has gone dead,
And talk is beginning to spread.
When did our love go bad?
Whatever happened to the best friend that I had?
It's been so long since I held you tight,
Been so long since we said goodnight.
The taste of tears is bittersweet
When you're near me, my heart
Begins to beat.
You're there every night, among the good and the true
And I'll be around waitin' for you.
Well, the king of them all
Is starting to fall.
I lost my gal at the Boatman's Ball.
The night has a thousand hearts, and eyes.
Hope may vanish but it never dies.
I'll see you tomorrow when freedom rings.
I'm goin' to stay on top of things.
It's the middle of summer, and the moon is blue,
And I'll be around waitin' for you.
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By Paula Radice

Another deal gone down,
Another man done gone.
You put up with it all
And you carry on.
Something holding you back but you'll come through.
I'd bet the world and everything in it on you.
Happiness is but a state of mind,
Anytime you want, you can cross the state line.
You don't need to be rich or well-to-do,
I'll be around waitin' for you.

Summer is here, and the living is easy. Teaching is a wonderful profession...when it
stops. The first week of the summer holidays is like being released from prison: you just
walk round smiling, looking at the sky, in a state of complete denial that September will
ever come. Let joy be unconfined.
I never dreamed there could be
A summer made just for me.
And Bob has given us a brilliant song to waltz around in our brains this summer. I wrote
last month about Waitin' for You, the new track on the Divine Secrets of the Ya-Ya
Sisterhood soundtrack CD, but I realized afterwards that I had overlooked lots of things
about it, in my tired and befuddled condition at the end of term. It's still spinnin' round
and round in my head, so I'd like to share some more thoughts on it.
The lyrics aren't yet up on bobdylan.com, so above are the words that I hear. There are
only a few that I'm not sure of. The whisky flowin' into my head could be flyin', which
would be even more dramatic, and would suit the crazy, drunken waltzing of the tune.
And I can't tell whether it's made or meant in the second line, but it doesn't significantly
affect the meaning.
I said last month that the song has a queasy waltz-time carnival swing, and that becomes
even more dominant on repeated hearings. My copy of Series of Dreams came this
morning and has a quote from T Bone Burnett explaining how the song came to be
written as a waltz:
We just sent him the movie and asked him. The movie had become a waltz, really; it
seemed like, somehow, the rhythm of the thing fit a waltz. So we asked Bob what he
would think about writing a waltz for the end of it, and he did. He hadn't written a waltz
for years, and he came up with this mad, really beautiful waltz for us.
Mad is the key word here. The song swings in like a corny vaudeville romp, like a band
desperately sawing away at the end of a long tipsy night, playing in front of a fly-blown
garishly-painted canvas backdrop. Like the Basement Tapes cover photo sprung to life,
all the fairground freaks standing gawping as the band stand their ground, but only just,
in the blustering gaslights, in the midst of the madness. It's a hot, even feverish, night in
the middle of summer (Midsummer's Night?), the whisky is flowing (or flying) and the
band has played for so long or with so much gusto that the fiddler's arm has gone dead
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(or perhaps it's because of the whisky?). Think of all the summer and heat references on
Time Out of Mind and "Love and Theft", and this song fits in perfectly with all of them.
This particular night has a thousand hearts, and eyes, the hearts and eyes of those in the
band's audience. Here, Dylan uses his old familiar trick of turning what at first seems
like just another hackneyed cliché into something with a peculiar new twist (it reminded
me of Richard Goldstein's lovely aphorism, quoted by Michael Gray in Song and Dance
Man: "Dylan approaches a cliché like a butcher eyes a chicken") . The original, muchused saying is, according to the Oxford Dictionary of Quotations, from the English poet
and playwright John Lyly's "The Mayde's Metamorphosis", written in 1600 : The night
hath a thousand eyes. By giving the audience hearts, as well as eyes, Dylan enlivens his
audience - they're not just passive watchers, they're blood-pumping three-dimensional
characters with a lifetime's worth of feelings, and hopes that vanish but never quite die
completely - and he stresses the change he's made to the cliché by making a distinct
pause in the line:

the night has a thousand hearts...and eyes
There's also, of course, the old confusion of "eyes" and "I"s: each of the hearts belongs to
a conscious self, an "I", with its own perspectives. Moreover, the rhythms of the heart
are right at the heart of the song, so central that they affect the phrasing of lines. Earlier,
the singer's own heart has been mentioned, with a very emphatic line break emphasising
its pulse:
When you're near me, my heart/
Begins to beat.
The pause in Dylan's voice is so subtle, but so telling: the heart really does begin to beat.
It would be very easy to miss the subtlety in Waitin' for You. It's in a subtext, in the
phrasing, in the lyrical details. I mentioned last month the way the word "spread" (Talk
is beginning to spread) is extended and stretched so that it quite literally spreads itself
across the end of the line. It's also in the vocal sounds around the words. There are acres
of meaning in the dragged-out full-throated Ah at the beginning of the line the poor girl
always wins the day, in which you can hear every nuance of the damage done to Dylan's
vocal cords over the years. Try listening to just that one sound, several times, and see
what you hear within it. That line also resonates in other ways. The "poor girl", who
doesn't need to be rich or well-to-do (a bit of comic tautology there), takes me straight
back to a "Po' Boy", and although she may win the day, and she is being allowed to have
her way here, the singer is still hoping to win the night, and have his way there.
When I first heard it, the second thing that struck me (after the whirling tune) was the
very obviousness of the rhymes, their simplicity and predictability. Some people chose
to use this as a basis for criticising some of the songs on "Love and Theft": Dylan
doesn't seem to want any more to give us startling, original rhyming schemes. What we
have here are basic, almost all monosyllabic, rhymes:
be/me
way/say/day
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game/same
head/dead/spread
bad/had
tight/goodnight
bittersweet/beat
true/you
all/fall/Ball
eyes/dies
rings/things
blue/you
gone/on
through/you
do/you
The only rhyme that is pushed at all is mind/line at the end of the song (of which more
later).

But as I tried to say last month, the importance is not in the rhymes themselves but the
way in which they form a construct that underpins the setting and atmosphere of the song.
If it were, as it sets itself out, a vaudeville, old-timey song, played to an unsophisticated
audience out for a good time at the end of a hard-working week, it would have a very
simple structure. Just as the song must be good for dancing to, the song must at least
pretend to be good for singing along to. You can almost feel the singer encouraging the
audience to sway and sing along. Even the chorus is heavily signposted. Listen to the
heavy pause before When did our love go bad? Do you remember when the lyrics of
songs were printed on television with a little bouncing ball that hopped along the top of
the words so you could sing along? That's exactly how this feels.
The more I listen to it, and look at the printed words, the more there is in it. The words
are a perfect match to the tune. As the tune whirls and circles like the hurdy-gurdy of a
fairground ride, the lyrics stress the "aroundness" of the singer's relationship to his "gal"
(and what a very telling little word that is, placing the situation in time and place exactly,
with just three letters). Freedom rings, again using a circling image. His senses, and
those of others around him, are heightened - although not, as in the case of the fiddler,
overused to the point of exhaustion. There is seeing and saying, tasting and touching:
I'm here to see what she has to say...
The fiddler's arm has gone dead...
Talk is beginning to spread..
I'll see you tomorrow...
...I held you tight
...we said goodnight
The taste of tears is bittersweet...
Is it the tune, or the drink, or the heat, or the strength of his feelings, that's overloading
his senses, making him dizzy? Whatever it is, it isn't the desperate whirling of earlier
Dylan songs like No Time to Think, where a neverending, spiralling tune straightjacketed
the singer and left him no hope of redemption. Here, it's the jaded but still jaunty swing
of someone not prepared to give up, someone who's seen/heard/felt the worst of times but
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still has surviving hope. He's saying I'm stayin' ahead of the game - which reminded me
of all the reviews of "Love and Theft" and the recent shows, which have said how Dylan
is at the moment "on top of his game".
And more importantly, perhaps, he's allowing us the recognition that we will make it
through, too. Throughout the song we have had a characteristic swinging of the lyrics
between the first and second person, but the final verse is very firmly directed straight at
us:
You put up with it all
And you carry on.
Something holding you back but you'll come through.
I'd bet the world and everything in it on you.

What we, and he, transcend is the dead weight of the clichés: they can be transformed.
Another deal gone down, another man done gone... this could be just a cliché-ridden
singin'-the-blues-my-gal-done-left-me song, but it isn't. We put up with the clichés, and
can move through and beyond them. Not only would he bet the whole world on that, but
everything in it as well. The mass of everything in it is so momentous that the lyrics
have to be bundled into the line to cram them all in. That's the difference between
drowning in the swirling waltztime and the whisky, and dancing through them. Even the
simplest of media - a pounding waltz and simplistic rhyming word pairs that my seven
year-old-pupils could write - can convey a crucial message.
Going back to the cliché-as-chicken-being-slaughtered analogy, Waitin' for You gives us
some of Bob at his most economical and razor-sharp. These chickens aren't bludgeoned
or set up like a fairground coconut shy for their heads to be blown off (as in the scene I
can never watch in Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid), but delicately, surgically stilettoed by
an artist who's lost none of his deftness. It's all the more impressive for being
smokescreened by the apparent simplicity of the medium: you've got to look and listen
closely and carefully to see the intricacies of the art going on beneath.
I decided to write again about this song when I realized the cleverness of these lines,
which I had missed before:
Happiness is but a state of mind,
Anytime you want, you can cross the state line.
The pun on state, of course, overturns the whole "crossing the state line" cliché. The
archaic sound of the first line (...but a state of mind) is juxtaposed neatly against the
modern Americanism of the concept of a state line as a border. And it sums up the
empowerment of the song. I was reminded of what Christopher Ricks once said about
Dylan and cliché:
would it...be the best thing for an artist to do with false conventions of life, or of
language, to react against them?
What Bob is saying, it seems to me is that it's not life, and the banal unhappinesses it
throws at us - all the old clichés of loss and betrayal - that determine whether or not we
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can be happy: the power is within us all, at any time, to reframe our circumstances, in the
same way as we can reinvigorate language, and therefore to triumph, to stay ahead of the
game. And when we get there, he'll be waiting for us.
I could write reams about the way the song fits in beautifully with the other tracks on the
CD. The whole thing is just wonderful. The three Jimmy Reed songs are great; ghostly
and powerful, just the way Dylan likes his Blues, and the harmonica playing blows you
away. In Little Rain, you can hear footsteps running away, so eerily it gives you the
shivers, even in the warmest of summer evenings. It has exactly the feeling of alienation
and otherworldliness that Dylan captured in Standing in the Doorway and Not Dark Yet
and all of the songs on "Love and Theft", and there is a guitar riff that is pure 1965
Dylan. Slim Harpo's "I Got Love if You Want It" is also great Blues singing and harp
playing.
All of the songs have an essential integrity, with the possible exception of the Alison
Krauss track, which I personally find a bit fey, although it has a nice instrumentation.
The Richard and Linda Thomson track, a lovely slow version of Dimming of the Day,
ought to stand out like a sore thumb because of its non-Americanness in a very American
context, but it doesn't and is beautiful. There are lots of Dylan connections throughout:
David Mansfield, Jim Keltner and Fred Tackett feature on various tracks.

In a fabulous piece of Dylan synchronicity, the last track on the CD (by Bob Schneider),
which is the one that follows Waitin' for You, starts with words that sum up everything
that Dylan is doing brilliantly at the moment:
There's a universe that can't be seen
It's just a feeling if you know what I mean...
It can't be described
Can't be explained...
Dylan gets closer than anyone else to describing that universe.
1. Michael Gray: Song and Dance Man (Abacus 1973 p.219). The quote comes from a Village Voice
review. Michael Gray has a useful section, in the early versions of Song and Dance Man, on Dylan's use of
cliché. Song and Dance Man III refers to "...one of Dylan's greatest strengths: his capacity for modernising
and colloquialising an archaic and formal line or phrase" and his "updating and re-charging, with a surge
which both brings out the essentials of the old and adds new layers of meaning" ( see p.242n.).
1. Christopher Ricks: Clichés and American English in Thomson, E. and Gutman, D. (eds) : The Dylan
Companion (various editions). See also Ricks' Clichés That Come to Pass, in Gray, M., and Bauldies, J. :
All Along the Telegraph (also various editions), which first appeared in The Telegraph no.15
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Caribbean Wind
By Russell Blatcher
To fully explain the importance of this song to me, a confession is required at the
beginning. Once I was unfaithful to Bob. Some Dylanologists try to establish their
credentials by declaring many years of unbroken devotion to the man and his music. So I
am, I suppose, presenting my lack of credentials - at times my attention to Dylan has been
criminally casual - and for many years I ignored him completely. On the face of it, there
is no reason for anyone else to be interested in this kind of personal history, but I will
sketch it out briefly, because, I think, it demonstrates the power of this artist's work, even
over the sceptical.
I first encountered Dylan around 1968 when someone played me Highway 61 Revisited.
As funds allowed, I began the process, familiar to many, of working through the back
catalogue. The first time I bought an album on the day it came out was New Morning,
which really did feel like a new beginning to me, and still does. I was unaware of
whatever Dylan community existed then, and, anyway, was by no means exclusively
focussed on him. However, Blood On The Tracks was, and remains pivotal to my life
from more than just musical perspectives. Certain songs on that album helped me
understand situations in my own life (I refer specifically to marriage).
In 1976 The Sex Pistols and The Clash finally shattered my previous, almost exclusive,
focus on U.S. music. For a couple of years I was no longer watching for the next Dylan
release with bated breath. I could see my favourite performers live, in small venues rather
than fields or arenas, without travelling vast distances.
I did however buy the Japanese import of Dylan live At Budokan. This was when the first
crack came. Those florid lounge arrangements appalled me. Flutes! for Christ's sake. I
couldn't understand it.
Then the born-again conversion stories started to emerge. I was even more vehement
about Christianity then than I am now, and I cast him out. I didn't even think about him or
follow his career until well into the CD era. The foolishness of this is now obvious, but I
felt at the time that Dylan had let me down, even though I never listened to the crucial
albums from that period.
When I finally switched to CD, I cleared out all my LPs, so was left almost Dylan free (I
had some tapes but, aside from Blood On the Tracks and Blonde On Blonde rarely played
them). On its release, I bought Biograph on CD, to fill some of those gaps, but found the
playing order of the tracks really infuriating, and didn't play it often. A little later the
Bootleg Series 1-3 came out. This half began my Dylan rehabilitation, except that I still
assumed that the period after my schism was a wasteland - there was not enough (or I did
not pay enough attention) on Biograph or Bootleg Series 1-3 to convince me otherwise.
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A little while later, wandering around the stalls at a Trans-Pennine CD Fair, I spotted a
beautifully packaged 3 CD set of unreleased Dylan tracks, live and in the studio. The
Genuine Bootleg Series. The fact that the entire third CD covered the very period I had
neglected almost stopped me buying it, but not quite. Initially I only played the first 2
CDs.
Eventually, however, I did play the third CD. The first 3 tracks are:
Trouble In Mind

Yonder Comes Sin
Caribbean Wind
Bloody Hell! What Happened? I was stunned, especially by the third track. Track after
track after track, I brook no arguments here, there is not a single cut on that CD which is
not a masterpiece, most of them unreleased, or unreleased versions superior to those that
were. That was the moment when I became a self-appointed Dylan scholar. My first
assumption was - If these are the out-takes, what must the official releases be like? Much
self-flagellation followed, as I realised I had foolishly missed out on some of this great
man’s best work. So for the second time I began working through the back catalogue.
Of course, I then found that the picture was not so clear. Much as I loved some of the
missing albums (Shot Of Love and Slow Train Coming in particular) I kept coming back
to that 3rd CD, and in particular to the 3rd track, Caribbean Wind. The song had
appeared on Biograph, but I had hardly noticed it. Why? I went back to that version, and
found it laughable, especially the sniffing wind noises. It was clear why it had been left
off Shot Of Love. But what had happened? Putting those two recordings side by side, I
found a mirror of my heresy and re-conversion: on the one hand, the Dylan I abandoned;
on the other, the one that dragged me back.
In my trawling through the Dylan literature, I found the endless unresolved debate of
bootleg versus official release and of Dylan's apparent inability to put the best tracks on
his albums, especially in the 80s. Clinton Heylin has much to say on this issue and it is
difficult to refute some of it. But how could Dylan leave this particular song unfinished,
and must we accept his decision? Is my devotion to it an insult to the artist? After all, I
feel that only one song in the entire canon can be placed above it.
Being a scholar is a less carefree life than being a mere listener, or a fan. There is a
constant struggle to get the chronology of the recording schedule into your head. In the
jazz world, sooner or later an artist's complete recordings (including out-takes), in
chronological order, with sumptuous and exact notes are there for those who need them
enough to afford them. The Columbia box sets of Miles Davis are currently the best
example. We are a long way from that position in Dylan's case and cannot reasonably
expect to see such releases in his lifetime, so we have to struggle on piecing the picture
together from a wide range of sources.
It is ironic that the official and bootleg sources are largely speaking mutually exclusive,
though for different reasons Most of the bootleggers view it as a point of honour not to
use released material and the record company are restrained by Dylan himself. I have
often considered trying to construct for myself, say, the complete Freewheelin’ or Blood
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On The Tracks sessions in the order recorded. But until Columbia co-operates the
complete picture is always elusive.
I have many times caught myself, part way through a Dylan CD, frantically leafing
through a selection from my Dylan library, checking recording dates, personnel, studios
etc, etc, but not listening to the music. The problem becomes even worse with live shows.
I don't know how many shows from the 65-66 tours I now have - but I sometimes think
their proliferation dilutes the ecstasy I felt when I first got hold of Guitars Kissing And
The Contemporary Fix.
Because of Caribbean Wind's impact upon me, it became essential to understand more
about the power of that version of the song. I filled in the missing music from 1978 to
date. I read Heylin, Williams, Scaduto, even Spitz. Then I focussed in upon finding out
everything I could about the song itself. I was convinced that, apart from Visions Of
Johanna, it was the most important Dylan song. I think Blood On The Tracks is his most
important and powerful album, but it's power derives from the masterful combination of
the songs. None of the individual tracks, not even Idiot Wind (regardless of version),
stands out alone as Visions Of Johanna does from Blonde On Blonde, or as Caribbean
Wind does from ... well, nowhere.
For those who (unlike me) had their eyes on the Dylan ball at the time the first glimpse of
it came in a November 12th 1980 audience tape of the only live performance of this song.
Clinton Heylin writes: "The shock of recognition that greeted this song when Dylan fans
got to hear the audience tape of this November 12 show is hard now to convey" (The
Recording Sessions [1960 - 1994], page 140). 'Shock of recognition' applies perfectly to
my experience on all kinds of levels.
Paul Williams (as ever) comes closest to expressing the power of the song. Bear in mind
that he is referring to the November 12th version, not having heard the October version
when the book was written:
The song, through this performance, burns itself into the consciousness of
every person who ever hears it. It becomes flesh; it breathes; even the mere
memory of hearing it roars in the listener’s blood. (PERFORMING ARTIST:
The Music of Bob Dylan 1974-1986, page 189).
I first needed to properly understand the provenance of the song, by which I mean, where
it came from. Initially this meant where and when it was recorded. But even this is much
harder than I imagined it would be.
The lavish booklet that came with The Genuine Bootleg Series describes the track as
follows "recorded at Rundown Studios, Santa Monica, October 1980". Heylin lists a
session described exactly thus, which includes the track. However, aside from Yonder
Comes Sin, all the tracks are annotated (in Italics) as not in circulation. And yet, in the
text he refers to "a recently emerged studio version" and says, "an eminently enjoyable
mono "board" tape exists of this performance". I was ready to accept that the GBS track
must be the Rundown rehearsal from October 1980, but the GBS track is in stereo.
Reading the Heylin chapter through again, I see that it is possible that he is referring to
the concert performance. Ambiguity always sits at Heylin’s elbow in this volume. The
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only recording I know of that show is an audience tape, not a soundboard. Once again
ambiguities pile upon ambiguities.
There are, I'm afraid, some errors in parts of Heylin's book, which appear to derive from
inadequate proof-reading rather than poor scholarship. The use of italic or bold typefaces
to indicate a recording’s release status (uncirculated, circulated, officially released) is
particularly prone to typos. Also he seems sometimes to be deliberately vague, perhaps to
protect his sources. In the quote above the use of “exists”, suggests his knowledge is
second hand. Furthermore his discursive, scathing style in the commentary, while
entertaining, rarely elucidates matters such as these, which is exactly what I hoped for
from such a book. To be fair, Michael Krogsgaard concedes:
The recording of Shot Of Love was very complex and I'm afraid that it has
not yet been possible to sort everything out" (Bob Dylan: The Recording
Sessions Part Five, on the WWW).
Once again only Sony/Columbia can resolve this with the release of full recording
information with CO numbers etc.
In the end I know of only 3 recordings:
Rehearsal
October 1980
Live at the Warfield, with Leadbelly rap 12 November 1980
Biograph (Recording)
31 March 1981
(Mixing? Or new start?)
6/7 April 1981
So the mystery of the song begins even with the time and place of the recording. It would
appear that the most powerful performance, both lyrically and musically, is a first time
rehearsal which, despite much later work, was never finished, certainly never bettered.
The arrangement from the Warfield show remains unchanged, but the band cannot match
Dylan’s passion. The Biograph version reveals all the frustrations of unsuccessful studio
tinkering both with the music and the lyrics, and Dylan himself admits that he lost sight
of what he was trying to do in the first place, and so dropped the whole thing into his
(very large) rejects box.
This conforms to the facts as presented by Michael Gray, in Song & Danced Man III,
page 448. It was the presence of the lengthy section on this song, which persuaded me to
buy that bulky tome, despite my opinion of the price. I thought that perhaps all my
questions would be answered by one of the foremost Dylan scholars.
The spoken introduction to the November live performance suggests why Dylan was
unwilling later to compromise with the released version of the song:
[...] People said, 'Oh wow! Has Leadbelly changed?' Some people liked the
older songs, some people liked the newer ones. But he didn't change. He was
the same man (as quoted by Paul Williams).
The subtext of this is clear: Dylan sees no distinction between his recent work and the
more revered back catalogue. One of his hopes for this song was to prove how much the
maligned 'gospel' work was a seamless part of his whole body of work. He was mixing

35

the impact of his earlier metaphorical poetic style of lyrics with the sheer musical power
he currently commanded, especially in live performance. If you need convincing of that
power, try the Massey Hall Toronto recording from 19th April 1980.
As I implied above Michael Gray's analysis of the song, while interesting, is not in the
end illuminating. I fear that he sees the October 1980 version as incomplete. I will
attempt to refute that view here. Gray prefers the official release, even praising the
"pleasing noise, with it's hissing like waves", which I find makes the recording ludicrous.
Also he often prefers those changes in the lyrics which are the most regrettable. I might
doubt my own judgement here, in an area that is so subjective. But there are Paul
William’s trenchant remarks about "fake Dylan – clever phrases with no story to tell"
(page 190). There is Clinton Heylin’s judgement “This lame version of a once-great
song” (A Life In Stolen Moments, page 226). Most of all there is Dylan's own admission
in the Biograph notes. I will quote what he says in full:
That one I couldn't quite grasp what it was about after I finished it. Sometimes
you'll write something to be very inspired, and you won't quite finish it for one
reason or another. Then you'll go back and try to pick it up, and the inspiration is
just gone. Either you get it all, and you can leave a few little pieces to fill in, or
you're trying always to finish it off. Then it's a struggle. The inspiration's gone
and you can't remember why you started it in the first place. Frustration sets in. I
think there's four different sets of lyrics to this, maybe I got it right, I don't
know. I started it in St. Vincent when I woke up from a strange dream in the hot
sun. There was a bunch of women working in a tobacco field on a high rolling
hill. A lot of them were smoking pipes. I was thinking about living with
somebody for all the wrong reasons.
There are multiple contradictions within these remarks, but he twice says the inspiration
was gone, and the aural evidence bears this out.
One very valuable element in Gray is his transposition of the lyrics (of all 3 versions). I
had tried this job soon after I got GBS, but unless you have the right audio equipment,
this is a road to lunacy.
With a PC and the NERO Burning ROM software transcribing lyrics is a much easier job
using the Wave editor. I don't want to take this too far, but in one area of doubt, I was
able to confirm my aural impression by comparing the wave shapes of individual words.
As I write this, I keep going back to the Wave Editor window to check individual lines
and words, which are so much easier to find and replay, when using that software.
I therefore checked out Gray's transcription of the October 1980 version (which he calls
the rattlesnake). While the bulk of it is correct, there are one or two crucial errors, which
reveal an anomaly in his approach to transcription. There are two opposite approaches to
this type of job. On the one hand there is a completely phonetic approach, showing every
slurred vowel and hesitation, reflecting every elision and stumble. On the other hand one
can deploy presumption and extrapolation to deduce the 'intended' or formal text behind
the ‘imperfect’ spoken/sung delivery. How one chooses from this dialectic is a function
of the nature of the source and one's intended use for the end product, but the choice must
be consistent. Gray's is not.
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For an example, consider the use of apostrophes where sounds are elided. In some places
Gray gives us apostrophes where there is no elision ("she'd" where Dylan clearly
pronounces "she had"). In others he incorrectly expands elided sounds ("But it's only the
silence in the buttermilk hills that call", when what is sung is "But it's only the silence 'n'
[i.e. and] the buttermilk hills that call"). The second example shows why this is so
crucial, for he has changed the meaning of the line. This is particularly ironic as he makes
a big issue (page 456) over an "error of grammar" here, which in fact is only caused by
his mishearing the line (see later analysis of this verse). If my discussions of the syntax of
the original version seem over elaborate, it is because I need to dispel the view that
Dylan’s lyric (the first version) is incoherent, confused or even (pace Mr Gray)
ungrammatical.
There are other issues, which I will examine shortly, but first, here is my version of the
lyrics. The differences from Gray are only minor, so I have simply placed an asterisk
against the lines I heard differently to him. I have only indicated elision where it is
severe (e.g. 'Bout for About). I have extrapolated as little as possible, even when what
was 'meant' to be sung seems fairly clear, for reasons which will also be expanded later.
She was well rehearsed, fair, brown and blonde
She had friends who was busboys and friends in the Pentagon.
Playing a show in Miami, in the theatre of divine comedy.
Talked in the shadows, where they talked in the rain
I could tell she was still feeling the pain
Pain of rejection, pain of infidelity.
Was she a child or a woman? I can't say which.
One to another she could easily switch
Couples were dancing and I lost track of the hours.
He was well prepared, I knew he was
Paying attention like a rattlesnake does
When he's hearing footsteps trampling over his flowers.

*

*

And that Caribbean wind still blows from Nassau to Mexico,
*
From the circle of ice to the furnace of desire
And them distant ships of liberty on them iron waves so bold and free
Bringing everything that's near to me nearer to the fire.
She looked into my soul through the clothes that I wore
She said, "We got a mutual friend standing at the door
Yeah, you know he's got our best interest in mind.''
He was well connected, but her heart was a snare
And she had left him to die in there,
He had due payments due and he was a little behind.
Well, I slip in a hotel where flies buzz my head
Ceiling fan was broken, there was heat in my bed
Street band playing, "Nearer My God To Thee.''
We met in secret where we drank from a spring
She said, "I know what you're thinking, but there ain't a thing
We can do about it, so we might as well let it be.''
The Caribbean wind still blow from Nassau to Mexico,
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*
*

From the circle of ice to the furnace of desire
And them distant ships of liberty on them iron waves so bold and free
Bringing everything that's near to me nearer to the fire.
Atlantic City, two years to the day,
I hear a voice crying "Daddy'' and I look that way
But it's only the silence and the buttermilk hills that call
*
Every new messenger bringing evil reports
'Bout rioting armies and time that is short
And earthquakes and train wrecks and hate-words scribbled on walls.
Would I have married her? I don't know I suppose,
She had bells in her braids and they hung to her toes.
But I heard my name and destiny say to be moving on
*
And I felt it come over me, some kind of gloom
Gonna say "Come on with me girl, I got plenty of room.''
But I knew I'd be lying and besides she had already gone.
*
And them Ner..aribbean winds still blows from Nassau to Mexico,
[...]ircle of ice to the furnace of desire
And them velvet ships of liberty on them iron waves so bold and free
Breaking everything that's near to me nearer to the fire.

*
*
*
*

Gray tries to clean up the transcription too much. This is a very early rehearsal of a song
only just written- possibly sung from a hand-written lyric sheet. Despite the overbearing
(Gray strangely characterises it as “neo-moronic”) confidence of Dylan's vocal delivery,
there are a number of obvious slips - in the 6th line of the 2nd verse he says "due" twice:
"he had due payments due". The final chorus comes close to breaking down completely.
In the 2nd line of that chorus, he comes in so late that "From the circle of ice" becomes
"..ircle of ice".
Such 'errors' are the occasional result of Dylan's incomparable mastery in the delivery of
a line, freely expanding and contracting the lengths of syllables to achieve his distinctive
and powerfully rhythmic delivery. This performance is one of the best examples of that
skill (as Gray acknowledges). Lyrics on the page can come nowhere near describing the
effect of the pauses and ululations with which he sings "nearer to the fire" in the chorus.
Because Dylan is so brave (reckless, even) in his willingness to go out on a limb in
singing a line, he can, when a song is very new, trip him self up. He follows the approach
to music avowed by Miles Davis:
When you play music, don’t play the idea that’s there, play the next idea.
Wait. Wait another beat, or maybe two, and maybe you’ll have something
that’s more fresh […] Don’t play what’s there. Play what’s not there (quoted
in Miles Beyond, by Paul Tingen, page 14).
This is the truly creative artist’s approach in any form of art. It is all too rarely found in
popular music. If you have any doubt that Dylan works this way, try sampling
performances of a single song through the course of one of his current tours. It becomes
particularly clear when an audience tries to sing-a-long with say, Like A Rolling Stone.
Just as they strive to hit every beat as it was on the original recording, Dylan is striving to
avoid it, and create the song anew. Sometimes he succeeds, sometimes he fails.
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This can be a difficult lesson for some listeners. When the Grateful Dead played Dark
Star at Bickershaw, I first realised that what I had revered and converted into a
symphony, note by note, by endless playing of Live Dead, was no such thing to Garcia
and the band. It was different every time (often very different). Such an approach makes
the very idea of a “perfect take” of any song impossible. This is the underlying cause of
Dylan’s manifold difficulties in the studio; a structure dedicated to a concept of music
that is anathema to his artistic philosophy. Of course, the very existence of any means of
mechanically recording music undermines true musical creativity because it splits the
artist from their audience, but also fools the latter into thinking they can own the music.
Dylan and the other musicians must have known how close they were to a great take of
this song. In the Biograph notes, Dylan hints that some outside influence intervened to
prevent its completion: "you won't quite finish it for one reason or another". His career is
littered with songs abandoned for this reason. Another good example is Abandoned Love.
Compare the bootlegged live version in a small club with the version that finally dribbled
out of the studio. But in some cases songs did emerge triumphant after a long studio
gestation, over months or years (e.g. Visions Of Johanna and Mr Tambourine Man).
But Dylan says he "can't remember why he started it". This remark is revealing of his
song-writing ambitions. The songs must have a purpose, a 'why'. Without the 'why' Dylan
the artist is rudderless, and cannot choose what to do about the lyrics, the arrangement,
and the tempo. This, I am convinced, is when Dylan the vacillator appears - when he
doesn't know the why of the song, he can't control it, and tends to defer, often
disastrously, to the opinions of others. When he really knows, nothing can stop him: think
of his insistence that Al Kooper's organ be brought forward in the mix of Like A Rolling
Stone, regardless of Tom Wilson's opinion of Kooper's chops.
This leaves the dilemma about Caribbean Wind. Is it an unfinished scrap, or a great
performance of a great song? Clearly I think it is the latter. But to prove that I must be
able to demonstrate 'why' he wrote it, so I can demonstrate how well he succeeded. This
seems particularly presumptuous, when Dylan has said himself that he couldn't
remember. But as a mere fan, or scholar, I can use techniques of analysis, which might be
damaging or impairing to an artist (remember that John Lennon claimed to be afraid to
learn to read or write music because it might undo the process by which he created
songs). I see no point in struggling with the meanings or references in individual lines,
unless you can pin down the song as a whole. Songs of great power, must be underpinned
with an important message - the 'why' of it's creation.
I concur with Paul Williams that one impetus towards rewriting Caribbean Wind was to
disguise references to some specific incidents in Dylan's own labyrinthine love life. This
follows a pattern set on Blood On The Tracks. The primary motive is not just privacy this is part of the process by which Dylan universalises the song. He is not interested in
writing autobiography. But sometimes the elimination of the personal also eliminates
both the passion and the power of the song. This is what he is obliquely referring to in the
Biograph notes, which also thankfully, gives us a starting point for understanding the
song. To get this kind of clue from Dylan himself, is rare.
What he says is, I believe, a metaphor for how he writes, so I will quote it again:
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I started it in St. Vincent when I woke up from a strange dream in the hot sun. There was
a bunch of women working in a tobacco field on a high rolling hill. A lot of them were
smoking pipes. I was thinking about living with somebody for all the wrong reasons.
"Living with somebody for all the wrong reasons" is the why of this song, the why he
wrote it, the why he recorded it and the why he struggled against the odds to complete it.
This theme is then fed into a dream, where it is mixed with another context, to produce
the screenplay of the song. I find this song, like Hurricane, very film-like in its
presentation. The output of the process embodies the theme, but transforms the raw
material. Tobacco is grown on St. Vincent, and Dylan may well have watched women
pickers there, but he is really only giving us a metaphorical picture of the song's creation,
the reason for the special flavours which permeate it. Geographical locations become
mere symbols for the state of mind of the protagonists.
My summary of the ‘plot’ of the lyrics would go as follows. Please note that I do not
make Dylan the narrator. While this can lead to some clumsy sounding sentences, using
“the performer”, it is essential that we avoid the many errors which flow from confusing
the narrator with the author.
After a show in Miami, the narrator, a touring performer, meets backstage a
couple whose relationship is visibly under strain. The man has some kind of
underworld background ("well connected"), but the performer cannot resist the
allure of the girl. The next day, they meet secretly, but she tells him she cannot
escape from her existing relationship ("we might as well let it be"). Two years
later the performer is in Atlantic City and cannot help thinking back to that
incident, and wondering if he should have tried to win her, but concludes that he
had to cling to the freedom to pursue his career ("my name and destiny").
Gray maintains that in the first version, the girl is the performer, but he is being overly
simplistic about the grammar and (all interpreted) punctuation:
She was well rehearsed, fair, brown and blonde
She had friends who was busboys and friends in the Pentagon.
Playing a show in Miami, in the theatre of divine comedy
Talked in the shadows, where they talked in the rain

*
*
*

He assumes that the third line is an adjectival sub-clause, descriptive of the subject of the
sentence in the previous line ("She"). But in fact that sentence can easily end with the
line, and be followed by a new one. So, in my interpretation, the first two lines of the
song describe the girl, and the next two describe how and where the performer first sees
her and her sinister boyfriend. Gray introduces a non-existent "me" into the fourth line
("Talked me in the shadows"), that shreds the syntax and seems to further confuse his
understanding of what is happening.
I don’t want to labour the point generally, but it is worth explaining, for just the 3rd and
4th lines, how I think the syntax works. In the 3rd line the words “I was” are elided.
“Talked in the shadows” is an adjectival clause, descriptive of the narrator, who is the
subject of the sentence. Again the “I” is elided. So we have the full sense of the lines
expanded to “I was playing a show in Miami, in the theatre of Divine Comedy. I talked in
the shadows, where they talked in the rain”. This provides a syntactically feasible
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reading of the lines. Elision is inevitable in poems or song lyrics, and is bound to
increase ambiguity. This reading of the lines gives me an evocative picture of the
performer, standing in the shadow of a theatre’s stage door, ostensibly listening to one
member of his party, but surreptitiously watching the other couple on the pavement
talking in the rain.
In the rest of the verse we follow a no doubt commonplace evening for the performer.
After a show as he sets off with the favoured few allowed not only backstage, but also
into his party for the night. The performer notices that the girl's partner is only too aware
of his interest in her:
Paying attention like a rattlesnake does
When he's hearing footsteps trampling over his flowers
I cannot understand Gray's objection to the second line, which he finds “bathetic”. He is
happy, however, to see Dylan cut out many of the best lines of the original: "the
revisions, which all seem reasonable in the end"(page 455). A single replacement line
from the Biograph version can blow a big hole in that assertion, namely: “Were we sniper
bait? Did we follow a star?”
The chorus (as it should) encompasses the whole span of the song which moves from the
heat of Miami and the Caribbean, in the first verse, to the cold of Atlantic City and the
Atlantic in the last:
And that Caribbean wind still blows from Nassau to Mexico,
*
From the circle of ice to the furnace of desire
And them distant ships of liberty on them iron waves so bold and free
Bringing everything that's near to me nearer to the fire.
In Dylan's all-inclusive metaphor, the meteorology of the Southern Hemisphere is shaped
into the whirling emotions of intimate relationships. He contrasts the cold inflexible
liberty the performer is currently 'enjoying' with the threatening heat of passion which the
girl represented. "So bold and free" is bitterly ironic, he understands very well how that
coldness is the price he pays for his freedom. There is irony in the fourth line also, for
"iron waves" will clearly not move, so the movement described is an illusion, and he is
locked in the "circle of ice"
In the second verse the performer and the girl move together still under the watchful eye
of the gangster - "We got a mutual friend standing at the door". Gray sees this as Jesus, or
"someone else altogether", but it is just her partner suspiciously watching her chatting
with the big star. This is clear as the verse continues:
He was well connected, but her heart was a snare
And she had left him to die in there,
“Well connected”, as well as the gangster connotation, also refers to his relationship with
the girl. She and her partner are captured by his passion for her, which he knows she does
not fully return, so they are both trapped in the snare of her heart. This is one aspect of
"living with somebody for all the wrong reasons" to which Dylan refers. The performer’s
fear of the possibility of a love affair declining in this way is part of his reluctance to
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connect with this girl, which is why, in the final verse, he is walking alone in a cold place
(literally and metaphorically) still agonising over his choice.
The performer then spends a restless night in a cheap hotel. Dylan's penchant for touring
on the wrong side of the tracks is well documented. Perhaps he does it to pick up the kind
of colourful ambience deployed here:
Well, I slip in a hotel where flies buzz my head
Ceiling fan was broken, there was heat in my bed
Street band playing, "Nearer My God To Thee.''

*

As Gray points out the hearing of "Nearer My God To Thee", whether real or imagined,
suggests closeness to death. It is followed immediately by his "secret" meeting with the
girl, suggesting that she somehow represents a possible salvation from that fate.
The final verse places the performer firmly in the cold Atlantic world he has chosen. But
the coincidence of the date of that trip to Miami reminds him again of the girl:
Atlantic City, two years to the day,
I hear a voice crying "Daddy'' and I look that way
But it's only the silence and the buttermilk hills that call

*

The call “Daddy” is a reminder, across time and space of the summons to the intimacy of
family life, which he spurned in Miami. The narrator turns again towards that option (“I
look that way”), but as he does the call fades to “silence” and retreats to the distant
“buttermilk hills”. Notice here how crucial is Gray’s error with this line. “Silence and the
buttermilk hills” is the plural subject of the verb “call”. (Gray mishears this as “Silence in
the buttermilk hills”, and so pillories Dylan for applying the plural form call to a singular
subject). What he sees as a problem, is in fact a superb piece of compressed writing. The
voice falls to silence as it flies away into the distance. “Buttermilk” represents the type of
pale colours seen in distant hills, due to the intervening atmosphere.
Part of the consequences of rejecting family life is exposure to the cold world with its
ever- threatening apocalypses:
Every new messenger bringing evil reports
'Bout rioting armies and time that is short
And earthquakes and train wrecks and hate-words scribbled on walls.
A man who chooses the lone, cold path in life is bound to see the wider world in these
kind of terms. As in the previous verse, where the meeting with the girl follows and
overcomes his fears of death, here thoughts of marriage follow the thoughts of
Apocalypse. The obvious contrast is with a happily married man, not so likely to be
plagued with such visions:
Would I have married her? I don't know I suppose,
She had bells in her braids and they hung to her toes.
But I heard my name and destiny say to be moving on
And I felt it come over me, some kind of gloom
Gonna say "Come on with me girl, I got plenty of room.''
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*

But I knew I'd be lying and besides she had already gone.

*

The performer’s gloom is his recognition of his own nature. He acknowledges how he
has missed the possibility of gaining happiness through the love of a woman. Mere
mortals can only guess how difficult such relationships are for those constantly in the
public eye.
I have tried throughout to avoid making any biographical inferences. We can speculate
on how the real Bob Dylan came to such a pitch of empathy with the character he
presents in this song, but it will not help us understand its power and beauty, just the
opposite in fact.
The third track on the third CD of Genuine Bootleg Series is a great performance of a
great song by a great singer and song-writer. That it is represented in his official releases
by a version so pale that it verges on parody is tragic, but with this man, that is, I
suppose, only to be expected. If a version acceptable to Dylan could have been recorded
and released on Shot of Love, using the original lyrics and arrangement, I believe it
would have profoundly altered not only that album but also the course of Dylan’s career,
in the way that Mr Tambourine Man or Like A Rolling Stone or Visions of Johanna did.
So our loss is not the loss of one song, but of many.
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THE MISSIONARY TIMES
By J.R. Stokes
Like Ice, Like Fire
(Addressing The Night in ‘Visions of Johanna’)
Part 13: Enter The Maid of Orléans
Now here comes the tricky part: making some sense out of all those spidery notes
scribbled on scraps of paper, on pages of books and on every other surface that will,
when prompted, accept a spidery note. Just like a rainbow represents a mixture of sun and
rain, so those spidery notes represent my thought dreams on ‘Visions of Johanna'; and
just like the elements of sun and rain oppose and divide, so those thought dreams have
clashed with an orderly existence, a straight forward middle aged, middle classed life
style that would, if it wasn’t for those thought dreams that give rise to those spidery
notes, be a state of permanent bliss. So what’s a sweetheart like me doing in a situation
like this? Woof, woof, bark, bark. Is that a black eyed dog I see before me? Oh ye terrible
beast! Ye bane of my life! How long can a man be shackled to you?
Actually, I have to say, before you do, that my thought dreams on ‘Visions of Johanna'
may seem quite mad. The main complaint levelled against me in the 200 plus articles I
have written about and concerning the art of Bob Dylan is that I have tried to squeeze out
of Dylan’s work some kind of meaning to fit a preconceived picture of what I want it to
be: that I create my own my own image first and then distort Dylan’s work to fit my
image. I have got myself into very deep water in many Dylan magazines over this but,
and you will just have to believe me on this, I do not work that way. First and foremost is
Dylan’s work, secondly are my ears and thirdly is the black eyed dog. Preposterous,
crackpot, insane ideas ensue that come from God knows where but are genuine, honest
thoughts that are always, finally, at rest with me in explaining TO ME what the work
means, for I cannot accept that art has no meaning.
I take my cue in the matter of madness from my hero William Blake: that poet,
philosopher and artist who lived the majority of his life in the 18th Century and who was,
during his life time, regarded as being absolutely potty for his views on, well, almost
everything. Blake was unperturbed, he carried on regardless but he had his own black
eyed dog. Regarding one of his multi-verse poems that was received by his minor public
with utter confusion, Blake wrote to his friend Thomas Butts in 1803:
‘I have written this poem from immediate dictation, 12 or sometimes 20 or 30 lines at a
time, without premeditation and against my will…….’ and later ‘ I dare not to be any
other than the Secretary, the Authors are in Eternity’.
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Working on the basis that Dylan himself, whether he knew it or not, may have been in a
similar situation when he downloaded the five verses of ‘Visions of Johanna’ I can feel at
ease if I treat the song, not as his alone, but open to all who have shared his time and
space. Dylan is, however, the unfortunate transport of delight and it is thus right that he
should append his name to the composition although, from the time of publication, the
song becomes ours and we have as much right to it as Dylan, in an interpretative sense.
What it means to him will be different to what it means to you and different again from
what it means to me. But all those opinions, if honestly held and believed, are equally
valid no matter how they differ. Returning to William Blake: in 1789 he began work on a
piece of utmost crankiness which he titled ‘The Marriage of Heaven and Hell’ and for
which he was awarded first prize in the ‘nutter with no hair’ stakes for he tried to turn the
concepts of ‘good’ and ‘evil’ on their heads by suggesting that ‘good’ is actually bad and
that ‘evil’ is actually good. Adopting a precedent from the 20th book of The Old
Testament, Blake sets out his own Proverbs which he calls the ‘Proverbs of Hell’. One of
my favourites from this chapter of Proverbs is:

‘The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom’
But the Proverb that is most relevant to the matter of interpretation is Proverb number 8:

‘A fool sees not the same tree that a wise man sees’
There is a lot of irony in Blake and the irony in this Proverb relates to the circumstance
that when he was a child Blake famously witnessed visions of angels in the branches of
trees. The confession of those visions almost got him a life time achievement award in
the aforesaid nutter stakes but with this proverb Blake is turning things on their head
again: HE is the fool, declared as such by his peers, for seeing things in such a different
way; and to Blake, because of the wise man’s lack of vision, the ‘wise man’ may not be
such a wise man after all. They both see the same tree but Blake sees angels and the wise
man sees wood. For his visions Blake is treated as a fool - and the wise man? Well, we
all have to sit up and take notice don’t we when the wise man speaks?
So what do I see in ‘Visions of Johanna’? And, in my interpretation, will I be treated as a
wise man or a fool? The latter I think because, in a Blakean manner, I am going to turn
the song on its head, I am going to tear it apart, deconstruct its language, pixellate it, blur
its edges and pull it out of shape. Sorry, but I have no apology to make for such
irreverency. Hopefully there will be enough said that will cause that wisest of all wise
men of the Dylan world, Michael Gray, to accuse me again (by footnote) of being
‘ludicrously reductive’. You want reductive Mr. Gray? Look out of your library window
and focus upon that diseased oak Then tell me what you see….of course……a diseased
oak.
Enough, enough. Let me, with the aid of my spidery scribblings, start my interpretation
by saying what and who I see in ‘Visions of Johanna'. Actually, no, I do not have to refer
to my various notes to see my main character who stands before me as large as life itself.
She will of course come first. . My scribblings will assist when I come to set down all the
other characters that have helped my interpretation along the way for I have a cast of
many who have supported my thought dreams. I will name them all and say how they
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have confirmed to me that I am true to myself in my interpretation. I suppose that I am
trying to paint a picture of the song where characters are my brush strokes, circumstances
are the colours that I use and one young lady, not much more than a girl, is my canvas.
Enter the first witness in the prostitution:

1. Joan of Arc (aka ‘Saint Joan’ ‘The Maid Of Orléans’ ‘La Purcelle’ ‘Jehanne’)
There is so much I would like to say about Joan of Arc in order to firstly explain her
significance as an icon in the western consciousness and also as an important character in
the literature of the 20th Century but I will let others speak for me. This, from the
novelist and Professor of English at Barnard College in New York, Mary Gordon:
‘….Joan stands on a bare plain, unresembled. She has neither forbears nor descendants.
She may be the one person born before 1800, with the exception of Jesus Christ, that the
average Westerner can name. The man on the street can even create an image of her: the
girl in armour. He can say that she is French, that she died young. He knows she wore
mens clothing. Try to name anyone else in history about whom the popular imagination
calls up three facts. Nero? Napoleon? There are local Gods – Lincoln, Garibaldi – but
could a Spanish child, or a Danish one, identify their faces in a line up? An Indian friend
has told me that as a child Indira Ghandi played at being Joan of Arc. What other
historical character creates a force field so extensive and so wide?
Her rivals are the characters of myth. Robin Hood, King Arthur. But Joan lives in history,
and most of what the popular mind knows about her can be verified in trial testimony.
Unlike other historical figures, we need not invent stories to flesh her out (there is no
chopped down cherry tree). We need to create nothing; our need is, rather, to suppress.
For we need in her an image of singularity and singlemindedness. A girl, her foot shod in
metal ending in a sharp point, digging its way forever into one piece of earth. In fact she
was erratic and self contradictory, and her real fascination lies in the way that these
contradictions did not end in the stillness and silence of her death’ (85)
On the subject of the importance of Joan as a character in literature of the 20th Century,
Gordon writes:
‘She has been re-created by more writers who can readily be called great that any other
figure: Shakespeare, Voltaire, Schiller, De Quincey, Twain, Brecht, Shaw. This list
excludes the merely good, among whom I would place Anatole France. Many mediocre
films have been made about her and one great one. Even Jesus has not fared as well;
perhaps only Napoleon has come close…….That masterpieces have been created with
Joan as their subject is undeniable; that none of them has presented her in her radical
contradictions is undeniable as well. But artists’ choices are based on what suits their
gifts and their convictions about what is important in the world….In the end, however, it
doesn’t matter how much of the historical Joan gets into the play, the poem, the film. It
succeeds or fails on the basis of whether or not its language creates vivid images.’ (86)
Joan has also appeared in songs written by artists who are Dylan’s contemporaries and
whose work has certainly been likened to his, but more (much more) of them later. Let

46

me, in the meantime, set down how Mary Gordon completes the introduction to her book
about Joan of Arc’:
‘In writing what I think of as a biographical meditation, I do homage to her instability. I
involve myself in the task, unfinishable, of contemplating the mystery of a girl who came
from nowhere, supported an equivocal cause, triumphed for a few months only, failed as
a soldier, saw visions, abjured the primacy of her vision, then recanted her abjuration,
died in agony, a saint whom the Church refused canonisation for five hundred years, yet
who stands in our imagination for the single-minded triumph of the she – and it must be
a she - who feared nothing, knew herself right and fully able and chosen of the Lord.’
(87)
The critic and historian Marina Warner supports the view of Joan as an important 20th
century icon:
‘…….she has an almost unique standing: she is a universal figure who is female, but is
neither a queen, nor a courtesan, nor a beauty, nor a mother, nor an artist of one kind or
another, nor – until the extremely recent date of 1920 when she was canonised - a saint.
She eludes the categories in which women have normally achieved a higher status that
gives them immortality, and yet she gained it. She is one of the few historical
personalities who, like Henry V111, Florence Nightingale, Robin Hood and Davy
Crockett, is immediately known to every child. In England, she is one of the very few
foreigners who is a household familiar - with the exception of another great enemy,
Napeloeon. She is literally a cypher. Just as the feather in the cap, green doublet and hose
and a merry gallantry signify the figure of Robin Hood, so Joan is instantly present in the
minds eye: a boyish stance, cropped hair, medievalised clothes, armour, and air of
spiritual exaltation mixed with physical courage’ (88)
So where is all this complimentary furore concerning Joan of Arc leading? One thing that
I want to make clear now and I wish to remain a constant throughout the next few
thousand words is that I am not saying that ‘Visions of Johanna' is about Joan of Arc. She
is the background, or the canvass, on which I wish to draw out my interpretation, an
interpretation which may be as complex and surreal as the song itself. And without
wishing to abrogate my responsibility for making my explanations appear perfectly
logical if I wish to be believed and understood, I would have to say that not only is it
down to me to express myself clearly, but it is down to my readers to be able think other
than in a straight line. But, more of Joan of Arc, in fact a little biographical information
which is important to the foundation of my interpretation. For the teachers and scholars
among you, here cometh a brief history lesson.
Joan was born in Domremy, a hamlet in the Meuse valley of North Eastern France in
January 1412. She was born into a poor peasant family whose main purpose in life it
seems was to tend sheep and gather harvests. There was however a major problem for all
families that lived in France in the middle ages and that problem was the English. Since
1337 France had been at war with England, a dispute that arose from a contested line of
heritage between Kings and Queens and the sons and daughters of supposed Kings and
Queens. Like all wars however it was probably more to do with ownership of land and
money. Whatever the cause, the war lasted for 100 years and has thus become known, in
history, as The Hundred Years War.
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At the time that Joan was born, the English had conquered on every front and, indeed,
following various murders, victories and other dastardly deeds, Henry V1 of England was
proclaimed King of France in Paris and in London in 1412. The English were pressing
forward, attaching to their kingdom extensive parts of France during the course of which
not only landscapes but the women who inhabited those landscapes were being raped.
There was nothing to hold the English back.
Joan spent her childhood with the noise of war and the humiliation of defeat all around
her as she trained in the traditional female skills and tended sheep. The innocence of her
childhood drastically changed however as, in about 1424 when she was 12 years old, she
started to experience visions. She saw long dead Saints and began hearing sacred voices
that had two main messages for her: firstly that she should preserve her virginity for the
salvation of her soul and secondly, and indeed a task that would be far more difficult: that
she must personally take up arms in the prevailing war and that she must save France
from the English by seeing to it that the deposed Charles V11 is crowned King of France.
Joan became totally obsessed with her visions which were appearing to her on an
increasingly regular basis and eventually she persuaded a local Lord to present her to the
deposed Charles. With some sceptisism Charles agreed to let Joan have a crack at the
enemy and accordingly, and somewhat famously, Joan became a Knight at Arms, she
wore the armour of war and the cloak of battle. Her demeanour totally changed and from
that point on Joan only wore male clothing and she had her hair cropped short to
resemble a young boy. She was just 17 years old.
Joan’s enthusiasm for battle was infectious and, with her as a knight leading the French
army she soon scored some spectacular triumphs which ultimately lead to the realisation
of her visions namely the crowning of Charles V11 as King of France. Thereafter the
tides turned for Joan, perhaps because she just became too important for both sides, and
eventually, following under the counter deals between the warring factions, Joan was
captured and sold to the English. In an endeavour to tie things up quite neatly and see the
end of this troublesome teenager it was agreed that Joan should be ‘properly’ tried by the
French Ecclesiastical Courts. She was accordingly charged with the offences of being a
heretic, an apostate, a sorceress, an idolater and a cross-dresser. Mary Gordon provides
further information with regard to the most important charge, that of idolatry, for, in the
witch hunting middle ages, this offence, if proved, would see the end of Joan:
‘ Joan was accused of idolatry in connection with two of her most characteristic acts: her
relationship to her voices and her wearing of men’s clothes. The insistent demand for
physical details about the saints to whom she spoke was a way of trying to get her to
overphysicalize her saints and turn then from spirits to demons. Or idols. If Joan could be
made to say that she experienced her voices not only aurally but by touching and
smelling them, she would be committing the sin of idolatory, a deliberate mistake in
categorisation. She would have failed to allow her voices to return to their proper realm
of impalpable orality. She would have made a fetish of them rather than allowing them to
become air.
The charge of idolatrous transvestism appears more than thirty times in the trial’s text.
One charge accuses her not only of wearing male dress but of cutting her hair ‘like a
young fop’, pointing out that her doublet was fastened by twenty points and that she wore
long leggings laced on the outside, a short mantel reaching to her knees, a close-cut cap,
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tight-fitting boots, and buskins. She was taking the place not only of a man but of a
knight…….In connecting Joan’s cross-dressing to the sin of idolatory, the judges were
accusing Joan of making an idol of herself……’ (89)
A lengthy trial on all of the aforesaid charges was conducted, during the course of which
at one stage Joan, who was illiterate yet signed, in the name ‘Jehanne’, denied her
visions. She subsequently withdrew that denial was ultimately found guilty of all charges
and was sentenced to death by burning at the stake. This form of execution was
particularly cruel for Joan in view of the constancy of her visions relating to her virginity.
Mary Gordon again:
‘…Her virginity was one of the most important ways that she knew herself. …The
integrity of her body was of primary importance to her, an integrity for which virginity
was a metonymic part, if not the whole story. Her horror at being burned arose because it
was , for her, an unclean death. One of her last statements was a cry of outrage about the
manner of her death: ‘Alas! Am I so horribly and cruelly used that my clean body, never
yet defiled, must this day be burnt and turned to ashes! Ha! Ha! I would rather be
beheaded seven times than suffer burning’. It is not the painfulness of the death that
appalls her but its uncleanness, its ‘defilement’, as if the consumption by flames that
would be the mode of her death had, for her, a sexual component. She would be
devoured, and above all, she had wished to be intact: recognisable as a whole.’ (90)

Despite her protestations, Joan was painfully burned at the stake on the 30th May 1431
when she was just 19 years old. An Ice Maiden consumed by fire. But the story does not
end there: following further deals and counter-deals after her death, France was soon
given back to France by the English and, within 6 years, the Hundred Years war was
ended. The memory of Joan however was certainly not at an end and after continuous
investigations and all manner of Enquiries, Joan was declared Venerable in 1903, was
beatified in 1909 and made a saint in 1920. It is not because of the holy orders bestowed
upon her however why Joan of Arc has become such an icon of the 20th century: it is
because of her undying faithfulness to her visions and, as has been previously said, the
single minded triumph of the ‘she’, who feared nothing and knew herself right and fully
able and the chosen of the Lord. And where exactly does Bob Dylan of 1965 and
‘Visions of Johanna' come into all this? To be continued…….

(85) ‘Joan of Arc’ by Mary Gordon. Published in 2000 by Weidenfield & Nicholson.
Introduction page 18.
(86) ibid page 140
(87) ibid introduction page 22
(88) Joan of Arc – The Image of Female Heroism. By Marina Warner. First published by
Weidenfield & Nicholson in 1981. Page 6
(89) ‘Joan of Arc’ by Mary Gordon. page 106.
(90) ibid page 129
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WHAT WAS IT YOU WANTED
By Jim Gillan
Every now and then something, perhaps a book, a piece of music, an idea catches, then
grips the attention. And whilst at one level the attraction might be obvious, at others it is
highly elusive, maybe contradictory. Out of which might just grow the desire to try to
better understand the enigma. If so it could well be a long journey, with no clear
destination and little in the way of obvious landmarks.
Love and Theft is most decidedly the one Dylan CD that up to now has had more of my ear time
devoted to it than any others in my pile of official releases (all of them) and boots (presently
around 400 – there are a lot of gaps, so offers to fill enthusiastically embraced). And it still feels
as if it can stand any amount of further listening before I begin to think that I am even remotely
familiar with it. It’s been played in album order, reverse order, shuffle mode, repeated track
mode and back to back with Time Out Of Mind. It has also shared the player with a load of stuff
from across the ‘Americana’ spectrum; in recent days some Duke Ellington, 20’s/30’s country
blues, Hank Williams, Chuck Berry, Paul Burch, Steve Earle and Mary Gauthier. To name but a
few. Of course hearing isn’t the same as listening. And listening isn’t the same as
comprehending. But even if I fail to understand, I will, of course, still have to try.

I have also played a fairish number of the circulating versions of live takes on the Love
and Theft songs, read the lyrics and dipped lightly in to some of the musical and other
influences that have been associated with the album. I know with utter certainty that I
have barely begun to touch on all that the songs have to offer. And whilst I have
skimmed over some of the commentaries that have appeared in Isis and elsewhere, on the
whole I’ve deliberately not made much use of them. What! Ignore all the research,
analysis and any amount of effort put in by learned Dylanologists? ‘Fraid so, The best I
can manage is to note some (though not much) of what appears, but to keep mostly on my
own road towards what might make sense to me. It’s not always the easiest path to
follow and it frequently wanders down blind alleys, but for me it is the best way of
developing my sense of the album. Anything else carries the risk of only
adopting/adapting too much of another’s ideas.
Oh come on! It’s only Bob – who whilst always newsworthy, is not exactly the most
important thing on the planet! It’s not like you are going to be morally scarred and/or
aesthetically corrupted by reading up on a few rants and theories! True for you, but it’s
not that straightforward. It’s really about understanding the difference between thinking
for myself and being steered in that by others. Sure, there is a balance, though one that is
not necessarily easy to find. Explain please!
OK. I acknowledge that it can often be stimulating to consider another’s take on
something, though too often opinion is presented as fact. Consider also the underlying
motive, which may be less to do with offering enlightenment than it is about making a
few quid. Though that is OK as long as it doesn’t distort what is being presented. What
is a problem is the attitude of those who believe that their view is somehow more
authoritative, more valuable than any others, yours included. Politicians, prelates, critics
and ‘experts’ are amongst those who suffer from that delusion, and you know how much
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damage that lot can do. However, there are very, very few ‘truths’ and ‘realities’
(perhaps none) that can’t be recast by perspective. But whilst
authorities (in every sense) may in passing acknowledge that, fundamentally they want
the wider mass to subscribe to the truths/facts/certainties put before them, however
doubtful or destructive these might be.
Leaving Bob aside for the moment, consider the concept of the ‘free market’. This is
widely promoted as delivering gains and benefits to all, though manifestly such is not the
case. However, with the exception of those who believe that the dominant political and
commercial ideologies of the ‘developed’ nations make the interests of humanity and the
planet mutually exclusive, there is very little by way of a sustained challenge to ‘market
forces’. For the majority living in the West there simply is no real imperative to think
things through, still less to re-think them. Whilst in the third world, the wholly
understandable aspiration is to get in on the act. Indeed trade and aid packages presently
leave them little practical alternative. But will the world really be a better place if the
Coca-Cola corporation realises its corporate goal of putting a bottle of Coke within reach
of everyone on Earth? Think for a moment what that ambition signifies.
Most people (myself included) tend to settle for what is convenient and comfortable,
usually accepting things pretty much as they are. We might moan a lot, but our
complaints rarely result in a significant change. We broadly accept the doctrine of ‘there
is no alternative’. What is actually our abject docility is portrayed as ‘rational’,
‘responsible’ and entirely proper behaviour within the framework of democratic
governance and benevolent enterprise. Any challenge is regarded as subversive, antisocial and deviant.
Gor blimey! You don’t half go on! You an agitator or what? Anyway, what has any of
that got to do with listening to Bob! Or taking a steer from a seer?
OK. See if this works. It’s the USA in the years between 1945 and 1960. A kid is
standing on a crossroads. One direction takes the route through the Fraternity House,
Smallville, Jim Crow, Gene Autry, husbands/wives/parents, the Elks, the idea of the
American Dream. The other has on it the likes of Hot Horse Herbie, James Dean, Jean
Paul Sartre, Woody and the painful promise of lovers, maybe lots of them. The music
rises up from the fields and spills out on to Beale Street. The carnival is rolling. The
radio plays. It says ‘there is a party going on out there…’ What is a poor boy to do?
Follow someone else’s thinking?
In the second helping of Judas is a nicely fashioned piece by Alan Davis, ‘Writers &
Critics’. In it he refers to the John Gibbens article, Bow Down to Her on Sunday, saying
:
“…Gibbens has seen something, and was trying to help me to see it too. It isn’t,
ultimately, the facts he presents that are likely to transform my perception of Dylan’s art.
It’s his vision. John Ruskin, perhaps the greatest of all critics and a powerful transformer
of perception in his own right, wrote about this very thing back in 1856. His words are no
less valuable, no less penetrating, today: The greatest thing a human soul can do in this
world is to see something, and tell what it saw in a plain way. Hundreds of people can
talk for one who can think, but thousands can think for one who can see.”
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So having paid John Gibbens the generous and perhaps appropriate compliment of
likening him to Ruskin, Alan goes on to write : “I've always found this to be at the heart
of the most effective critical writing. ‘I've seen this,’ says the helpful critic. ‘Here's how
you can see it too.”
Nicely put. But the problem that I have with the notion of adopting the ‘I see it like this,
so can you’ model is that whilst might well be illuminating, thought-provoking,
rewarding etc, it is intrinsically deferential. Well all right, there are degrees to everything
and in most cases there is plenty of room for the individual to develop her/his own take
on things. But here is why I think it important to resist the siren-like appeal of ‘helpful
critics’ :
We live in a world where ‘conformity’ is encouraged and rewarded, where genuinely
iconoclastic thinking is cast as being impractical, and where dumbing-down is promoted
as a virtue. Is this over-reaction on my part? Or simply a crude attempt to be
contentious? I can’t think for you, you will have to decide… H’mmmmm. That has a
familiar ring. Damn! It’s hard to be original.
Gotcha! Your sketch of the USA only partly works. Bob could never have done what
he’s done if he hadn’t taken pointers from others. And lifts. And their record collection.
You might be right – except that doesn’t entirely fit with his pretty consistently going
against the prevailing grain and his rejection of labels, who ever they are from. No
sooner is he hailed as one thing than he presents himself as something else entirely. And,
what’s worse in some people’s eyes, he won’t even say what that is. Could it be that he
sees in the ideas of others only the impetus to think for himself? On with the dialectic –
or should that be diatribe?
The impetus for individuals to think for themselves is much diminished in a society that
provides any amount of diversion at the flick of a switch, the press of a key, the turn of
the head. I’ve long since lost count of the number of TV and radio channels that are
available, whilst the Internet offers a seemingly limitless stream of material to engage the
interest, as distinct from stimulating it. Billboards, news(?) papers, computer games.
And you are never alone with a mobile phone…
It’s systematic, pervasive and widely cast. Interests and opinion formers from across the
political, social, economic and cultural map long ago discovered that competing for the
attention of the audience/consumer is much less productive than co-operating. A shared
approach makes it easy to shape expectations and direct behaviour. Which means that
overall returns are maximised. At the same time it is possible to leave genuine needs
relatively unaddressed, whilst any concerns that might be voiced on the really big issues
can be diluted and deflected by ‘spin’. And if all this seems a long way for the simple
pleasure of listening to Love and Theft, it’s just that the only place I can do that is on
planet Earth. Which at the present rate of consumption and with the likes of Murdoch,
Nike, Disney, MTV and so on pulling the strings that go through Bush, Blair, Chirac et al
doesn’t seem to have much of a future. Paranoid? I hope so. The alternative being
apathy.
Which brings me back to Ruskin, who was anything but apathetic. But for all his good
works and his cartloads of ideas, his assertion about ‘those who can see’ is ultimately
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elitist. It may have had more relevance when considered against the backdrop of
Victorian England, but even then the real challenge was not to find the few who could
‘see’, but to help everyone to do that. However, even if you do find someone who you
believe really can ‘see’, how do you know that they can distinguish between ‘vision’ and
‘fantasy’? Or recognise that maybe only a few ideas of theirs are of any worth. In the
country of the blind the one-eyed man could well be in the zoo.
All of which might seem unkind to the likes of Clinton Heylin, Andrew Muir, John
Gibbens or whoever else you choose to adopt as guru, mentor, guide. Though it is ironic
that an artist who has pretty consistently developed his own take on things should attract
huge numbers whose mission (other than making a living from their pronouncements) is
to explain it all. It’s less a matter of scale than of principle. If you are willing to let
someone else do a chunk of your thinking for you on something as trivial as the stylistic
and other influences on Dylan, then it is but a tiny step to letting others shape your views
on what really matters.
And as for eloquence, well it is simply no substitute for substance. Politicians, lawyers,
management consultants, preachers, estate agents all have eloquence in abundance. It is
the stock in trade of those with something to sell. Including books. Speaking of which,
when I exited Brighton Conference Centre after Bob’s opening UK 2002 gig, a couple of
people were selling copies of John Gibbens’ ‘Nightingale’s Code’. Which ain’t a bad
read, at least in places. Are you John Gibbens? I enquired of one. No, he couldn’t make
it, replied the lad. Did you get to the show? No, couldn’t afford it. Sold many? About 20
so far. All of which proves nothing, but may in its own way be instructive.
For an idea to resonate with an individual, it must strike a chord with whatever mix of the
cognitive, emotive and intuitive happens to appeal to her/him. Now and then I find
something in the works of Clinton Heylin, Paul Williams, Andrew Muir, CP Lee,
Jonathon Cott, Paul Cable, Howard Sounes and Todd Harvey, to name but a few. Even
bits of Michael Gray’s writing thrums, but taken overall, his mean-spirited way with
others, Dylan included, sours things. Ian Woodward and Derek Barker are good
examples of people who are well versed but never arrogant. But then there is another lot,
who take everything and anything, however remotely connected with Bob and contrive to
present it as the ultimate explanation. But however well their mix of detective (should
that be defective?) work, dogma, theological abstraction and smugness reads/sounds, it is
no substitute for listening to the music. Even then you need to be selective.
One facet of Dylan’s genius is his ability to pull together bits from all over – the Tarot,
literature, theology, mythology, street culture, astrology, humour, the gum on the sole of
his shoe - and fashion it into something that strikes a chord in others. Whether entirely
deliberate or the product of a series of happy accidents, his work and the ways in which
he gives it expression is dynamic and chameleon-like. All attempts to explain why that
is, how it works, what it means and how it compares with whatever is held up against it,
are therefore always going to be limited. But don’t take my word for it. Just think it
through for yourself.
Jim

53

54

