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The background to this month’s Freewheelin' cover is taken 
from a small canvas that I purchased from a street trader 
in Cuba. Wandering through the wonderful markets in Havana, 
I found that if you made eye contact with any stall holder 
for more than a nanosecond, a whole host of hustlers would 
descend upon you, imploring you to spend. But this guy was 
different; very softly spoken as artists sometimes are, he 
seemed to be embarrassed by obvious gift. The few dollars I 
paid for the canvas probably kept his wife and family in 
bread for weeks. 
 
The painting depicts Empedrado street in old Havana, and 
the centre piece is the La Bodeguita Del Medio bar where, 
in the days before the stars were torn down, Ernest 
Hemingway used to take cocktails with his best buddy Errol 
Flynn. Can you imagine the conversation out on Empedrado 
street when this pair left after a drinking session? 
 
In this reproduction of La Bodeguita, Dylan is tearing 
through the quarters of the old town on his trusty Triumph, 
having no regard for the one way system. Then, at the 
junction of Empedrado street and San Ignacio, another pair 
of best buddies are standing in the middle of the road, 
deep in conversation. I can’t offer you Hemingway and Flynn 
so this odd couple will just have to do! 
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By Mark Carter 

 
This month we’ll cast an eye over the press coverage of Dylan’s return to the Newport 
Folk Festival in 2002. You remember; the one where he dressed up as one of the 
Beverly Hillbillies. 
 
The Providence Journal ’s Shelia Lennon didn’t really enjoy it, beginning with the 
stage announcement requesting that the audience should not take photos and to think of 
it as Carnagie Hall (“Carnagie Hall? I’m outdoors on the lip of the Atlantic Ocean in the 
blazing sun, next to a falafel stand”) and especially Dylan’s performance which was “all 
cowboy feel, rockabilly without the rock, an apparently deliberate attempt to keep us 
from dancing” and culminating with a version of Mr. Tambourine Man  in which “Dylan 
turned the anthem into a spoken-word parody of William Shatner’s truly awful version”. 
In conclusion, she writes; “…There was no magic in the music. We had never danced, 
not once. ’65 was better.” 
 
Karen Lee Ziner, also of the Providence Journal, spent most of her time interviewing 
the audience (I won’t repeat the comments here – you’ve read them a zillion times 
before), though it did seem she did enjoy Bob more than Lennon did. The Hartford 
Courant ’s Roger Catlin enjoyed Bob as much as he always does, especially the band 
and Dylan’s refusal to allow the audience to sing along. However, by the time Blowin In 
The Wind  inevitably rolled around, the masses were determined to have their fun; 
“…By the chorus, the 2002 audience picked up on it. Crowd members sang along to the 
chorus and hushed during the verses, as they were witnessing the history they were so 
desperate to capture on film.” 
 
Joan Anderman of the Boston Globe also used most of her article repeating the same old 
tired  audience comments, though she does reveal that he played “a tasteful and 
restrained electric set that spanned the years”. 
 
The Newport Daily News managed to snap a photo of Bob, looking, according to Daily 
News scribe James J. Gillis, “like a Hassidic cowboy”. Former Vice President Al Gore 
had fewer security guards than Dylan and Dylan’s guests also included a crew of Hells 
Angels. Dylan himself was in good voice, as far as it goes (which, let’s be honest, isn’t 
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very far these days) and, Gillis ponders, perhaps he no longer wants to be Woody 
Guthrie “but maybe instead wants to be Muddy Waters, a gutsy musician playing 
distinctly American-flavoured rootsy music in pre-retirement age.  As Dylan finished 
All Along the Watchtower and left the stage for good, the sound system played Frank 
Sinatra’s nostalgic lament of the long-ago,  It Was A Very Good Year. It was, in fact, a 
very good show.” 
 
The L.A. Times’ Paul Lieberman noted that Dylan was greeted with cheers, rather than 
jeers, this time around and then devoted the rest of his article to the 1965 appearance. 
Similarly, Vaughn Watson, again of The Providence Journal (did the entire staff go for 
the day  out?) compared this years Dylan with the 1965 younger model, though he at 
least had the sense to realize that Dylan’s fake hair and beard was Dylan’s 
acknowledgement that he realized that that is exactly what would happen. 
 
Dabiel Gewertz of the Boston Herald claimed that Dylan “sang a typically generous 
set”, even though he didn’t enjoy the acoustic sets (“with Times done as a roughly 
crooned waltz”). He enjoyed the electric numbers, however, especially Cry Awhile and 
Summer Days which “were sung with heat” and, best of all, “a countrified You Ain’t 
Goin’ Nowhere, sung with authentic feeling”. 
 
Over in Europe, Spain’s Enric Gonzalez, writing for El Pais, claimed that Dylan had 
returned to the festival that kicked him out 37 years ago and that, in 1965, he “played a 
folk classic song, Maggie’s Farm, in a rock version”. El Mundo ’s Carlos Fresneda, 
possibly failing to recognize the disguise, claimed that Dylan returned “transformed into 
a Texan Christ”.  Indeed, if the American critics seemed to mostly realize that Dylan 
was wearing false hair and beard, their UK counterparts appeared to be totally fooled.  
The Daily Mirror ’s brief text seemed to be pilfered from US reports and, inevitably, 
they featured photos of Dylan onstage at Newport in both 1965 and 2002 to invite our 
comparison,  yet failed to recognize the irony of Dylan’s disguise or, indeed, even that it 
was a disguise. 
 
The Sun , not surprisingly, were totally taken in, captioning their photo “Slob Dylan” 
and claiming that he  looked like “A straggly haired American Indian”. To be helpful,  
they reproduced a pic of Dylan “as fans know him”. Unfortunately, it was a still from 
1975’s Pat Garrett movie and we don’t know him like that anymore. 
 
The Daily Telegraph s Simon English traveled over to see Dylan at the festival and 
noted how America had changed since 1965; “The flag that flew above the stage on 
Saturday night might have been in danger of being torn down by belligerent fans then. 
Dylan was cheered like a homecoming hero. So was the celebrity guest Al Gore. Times 
they have a-changed.” 
 
Meanwhile, away from all the Newport nonsense (and, believe me, per square column 
inch, most of it was nonsense), the press on both sides of the Atlantic were still 
concentrating on the filming of Masked And Anonymous, with Mickey Rourke’s quote 
that “Dylan is doing an incredib le fucking job” being repeated more than once. Mojo 
featured a couple of welcome on-set colour pics different to those usually seen and 
PageSix.com ’s Richard Johnson reckoned that, if Mickey Rourke is right about Dylan, 
then it will surprise the critics. The UK’s leading movie magazine Empire also reported 
on the filming, astutely realizing that, despite an impressive cast, with Dylan in tow, the 
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movie could go either way (“will audiences have forgiven Bob for his last movie, 1987’s  
frankly appalling Heart Of Fire?”). 
 
Rolling Stone ’s Random Notes section reproduced two familiar shots of Dylan with 
Penelope Cruz “. Also in Empire, Rupert Everett sat down for a question-and-answer  
session with the readers and was asked how  Hearts Of Fire managed to get made: “A lot 
of mediocre films get made, and it got made, you know?..I did it because I wanted 
anything, including Bob Dylan, who I was a big fan of, so that’s how it happened. In 
Hollywood they weren’t very good at being hip at that time. Now they’re better at 
presenting something more credible.” 
 
Finally, Dylan’s pre-Newport  show at Worcester’s Palladium was warmly greeted by 
the Worcester Telegram and Gazette ’s Scott McLennan, who called the show 
“inspired”  and Dylan’s voice “the perfect clarion call for the Dylan devoted”. “Dylan’s 
stature, “ he concludes, “as a great performer and perhaps the greatest songwriter shot up 
a few more notches in Worcester last night.” 
 
And then there’s Gene Santoro’s lengthy article in The Nation, where he uses Dylan’s 
appearance at Newport to recall his own history with Dylan.  It’s a familiar tale; how he 
lost his faith during the 1970’s (Blood On The Tracks excepted) and found it again 
during the late 1980’s (perversely enough beginning with 1988’s Dylan And The Dead).  
His faith continues with the Newport performance and, more importantly, with Love 
And Theft; “…Bye And Bye finds him croak skipping blithely, limberly, through 
sardonically high-stepping swing, recalling nothing more than Armstrong’s vocals 
without the heft, somewhere near Billie Holliday’s late singing…Moonlight is a suave 
torch song – Dylan as Astaire – tinged with threat.” It’s a nice enough article but one 
that leaves me strangely unmoved, and yet years ago I would probably have loved it. 
Perhaps I’ve just been in this game too long. 
 
See ya next month. 
 
 
 
 
THANKS TO; GRAHAM A, ANTONIO I,  GRAHAM W 
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 Distance Audio Steadiness Heads  Focus Image 

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

 
 
 
A busy month (aren’t they all these days) but lots of nice films to watch so certainly not all 
bad news.  Once again the DVR format is turning up quite  a few US films which have 
passed us by before due to the problems of transferring to Pal. A lot of these therefore are 
NTSC but that is really no longer an issue is it?  We star with a beauty too. 
So…. 

 

                                 
 
D9 A8  S8  H8 F9    I SL  
27-10-92 BURLINGTON, VERMONT     
 105.00                                                                         
I Can't Be Satisfied /Pretty Peggy-O /All Along The Watchtower /Just Like A Woman 
/Tangled Up In Blue /Positively 4th Street /Silvio /Mama, You Been On My Mind / 
Boots Of Spanish Leather /It's All Over Now, Baby Blue / Mr. Tambourine Man 
/Leopard-Skin Pill-Box Hat / When I Paint My Masterpiece /The Times They Are A-
Changin' / Maggie's Farm //What Good Am I ? / Highway 61 Revisited /It Ain't Me, Babe 
 
Apart from the fact that the time  is visibile in the top left hand corner this is a brilliant, 
almost essential film. I love the lighting on his Bobness, especially during the acoustic 
tracks. Perhaps the band performance could have been a little tighter but really you 
should get to see this one. 
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D5 A7  S8  H8 F7    I BL5  
02-07-96 MANNHEIM, GERMANY       
 68.00                                                                         
Crash On The Levee (Down In The Flood) (s)/Pretty Peggy-O/ All Along The 
Watchtower /I'll Be Your Baby Tonight //Silvio /Ballad Of Hollis Brown / Gates Of 
Eden /  To Ramona / Alabama Getaway /  My Back Pages 
 
This is a mystery, after all no transfer troubles here, yet this does seem new to me.  OK 
OK some some  one will be emailing me tonight with “actually Chris…” anyway an 
Interesting show, though  rather edited here. The sound at times is a bit muddy but this 
is a quite watchable effort. 
 
 

                                            
 
 
D8 A8  S7  H8 F8    I SL  
19-02-98 CINCINNATI, OHIO        
 85.00                                                                         
Absolutely Sweet Marie /Tonight I'll Be Staying Here With You/ Can't Wait (e) /Under 
The Red Sky (s) /Silvio /Cocaine @/Masters Of War @/Tangled Up In Blue @/ Million 
Miles /Stuck Inside Of Mobile With The Memphis Blues Again (i)/'Til I Fell In Love 
With You ////Highway 61 Revisited /It Ain't Me, Babe @ /Love Sick/ Rainy Day 
Women Nos. 12 & 35 (inc with faults) 
 
A nice show, but a frustrating video. This film is very close at times but has a most 
unusual problem. The band are taping the show and mikes are facing the crowd. When 
the taper zooms in he keeps getting the one mike in the way of Dylan's face. I can feel his 
annoyance as he does all he can to avoid it but it's not easy. The acoustic tracks are 
better as Dylan changes position. "Cocaine" is especially effective. A  for effort C  for 
luck!     On the copies I have seen the last track on the  DVD sticks 
 



 9

 

                                        
 
D3 A8  S9  H9 F9    I BC6  
24-02-02 AUSTIN, TEXAS            
 137.00 
Duncan And Brady / Boots Of Spanish Leather /It's Alright, Ma (I'm Only Bleeding) 
/Searching For A Soldier's Grave / Maggie's Farm /I'll Be Your Baby Tonight 
/Lonesome Day Blues /Lay, Lady, Lay /High Water (For Charley Patton) /Visions Of 
Johanna /One Too Many Mornings /Tangled Up In Blue / Summer Days /Sugar Baby 
/The Wicked Messenger /Rainy Day Women Nos. 12 & 35 ///Like A Rolling Stone / 
Honest With Me /Blowin' In The Wind /All Along The Watchtower                                                                     
  
 
I like this film, oh sure it’ shot  from waaaaaaaaaaaaay back with a great zoom and a 
tripod, but  this is a very sharp and steady film. The angle makes  it hard to make out 
Bob's features all the time but it was  a good show. Sound could be a little closer but it is 
worth seeing. There is already a film going round of this show which is also distant but 
it is not the same film. The group all put in  a good solid performance too, it’s hard to  
define but this is certainly one I will be going back too 
 

                                    
 
D4 A8  S8  H8 F7    I BL5  
24-02-03 WELLINGTON, NEW ZEALAND    
 85.00                                                                           
Tweedle Dum & Tweedle Dee /I’ll Be Your Baby Tonight /Highway 61 Revisited /Lay 
Lady Lay / Things Have Changed/ Drifters Escape/ My Back Pages / Desolation Row / 
Don’t Think Twice / Its Alright Ma /  Positively Fourth Street / Honest With Me (i) 
 
Hard to be totally objective about this, after all it’s the first from this year and my first 
and maybe last chance to see Billy Burnette. Film wise its close  enough to be 
interesting. Dylan is at the far left of the stage so most of the time you see him in profile 
onl,y though he clearly enjoying himself. Sadly the performance is not wonderful, much 
has already been said about the talents of Billy Burnette, so I see no reason to upset him 
further. Suffice to say it’s a rather underwhelming experience 
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D6 A7  S7  H6 F8    I SC   
30-04-03 LOUISVILLE, KENTUCKY     
 84.00                                                                        
Tweedle Dee And Tweedle Dum (s) /Tell Me That It Isn't True / Highway 61 Revisited 
/Lay, Lady, LayThings Have Changed / Cold Irons Bound /Watching The River Flow 
/Blind Willie McTell / High Water (For Charley Patton) /Saving Grace /Honest With Me  
(i) /Bye And Bye  /Summer Days //// Like A Rolling Stone / All Along The Watchtower 
/Rainy Day Women Nos. 12 & 35 /Forever Young (f) 
 
A rather bumpy and obscured film. When its good its very good, this tends to be when 
Bob is at the keyboard, which is nice but because he does not move around a lot at the 
keyboards it makes for a very similar view on each track. Just look at the two pictures, 
at first glance they look the same!  Dylan is clearly enjoying himself and singing very 
well. Amazinig as the ambience here is about as good as last weeks socks, this really is a 
parking lot, a very odd venue indeed, and  sadly the crowd are rather too noisy. But if 
Bob on the keyboards is what you want. Here it is. I think the DVD copy has been 
transferred at a lower than usual bitrate also (techy stuff) resulting in a slight jerkiness  
to the film. 
 
And that’s about it, of course there are videos of all the acts and talks that took place at 
our JG3 but I will avoid listing in an effort to save the innocent from further harm, so.. 
 
Till Next Time 
 
 
 
Chris 
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The Whole Wide World is watching 
 
 

The best of the web by Martin Stein 

(With thanks to Expecting Rain) 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
A very short edition this month as not too much has been happening unless you count 
endless reviews of M & A and power blackouts in New York!  US summer concert set 
lists and details of the European/UK tour can be found at the sites listed previously in 
WWW. 
 
1. Shedding off one more layer of skin – An excellent collection of Dylan photographs 

can be found at http://digilander.libero.it/dylanphotos/setframegal1.htm 
 
 

2. I shall be re-released – As many of you will know15 classic Dylan albums are being 
released in hybrid Super Audio CD format on 16th September.  Six albums in the 
series are also presented in 5.1 surround sound. To whet your appetites, Michael 
Brauer says of the surround-sound Rainy Day Women #12 & 35 “That’s the one 
where you feel like you’re in a parade. So you’re hearing people laughing in the 
back, because it makes sense that you’re walking along with them.” 

 
The 15 SACD (* = multi-channel) releases are: 
 
The Freewheelin’ Bob Dylan 
Another Side of Bob Dylan* 
Bringing It All Back Home* 
Highway 61 Revisited 
Blonde on Blonde* 
John Wesley Harding 
Nashville Skyline 
Planet Waves 
Blood on the Tracks* 
Desire 
Street Legal 
Slow Train Coming* 
Infidels 
Oh Mercy 
Love and Theft* 
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By Chris Cooper 
 
 
Still here ? 
 
OK while last month I attempted to bore you with a huge long list of the cast  for 
Dylan’s masterpiece Renaldo and Clara.  This month we sort the anoraks from the 
crowd.  If this is to be an exhaustive look at the film, well you know how it goes, after 
all, sacrifice is the price of the road…. 
 
When I started looking thru the various scenes that make up this epic journey I found 
myself wondering about many of the cast.  It may be that Renaldo and Clara was 
carefully orchestrated (you guessed it, more on that later) or it may be that it was the 
product of circumstance, either way the one major difference in this film than many 
others is that a lot of the players in this film had personal connections with Bob himself. 
As far as I know, this is a deviation from the norm when it comes to making films.  I 
then started looking up various people to see what connection they had with Dylan and 
indeed what became of them after this contact. We all know that performing on stage 
with Dylan seems to have plunged many other artists into immediate obscurity. I leave it 
to you, the reader, to decide why this is. A few possibilities that occur to me is that (1) 
Dylan likes to be the main man, and to achieve this he has a predilection for under 
achievers.  Ronnie Scott used to say “you know how to look young? It’s easy, hang 
around with old people!”  this may be so with Bob. If you want to be outstanding then 
pick under achievers. Of course they will then most likely fade into the background 
afterwards. You can read that another way (2)  and say that he picks these people out in 
an effort to give them a helping hand. (Personally I don’t believe that is so) (3) There 
may be a romantic notion that the obscure and strange appeal to our man and this is why 
so many are there. OR possibly it’s that he (4) favours the underdog. Whatever the 
reason many people appear in this film and then vanished from the public eye. 

   Renaldo and Clara

Or: 
When I Paint My Masterpiece 

Part     2 
(The Cast) 
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 So of course yours truly just had to look them up ! Right?  So, before we get down to 
the real nitty gritty stuff here is a breakdown of this unusual rag bag of people, Some of 
this you may be familiar with, some you may disbelieve ! As far as I have been able to 
check everything here is made in good faith that it is accurate. 
 
 Sara DYLAN    -played-     Clara 
 
Certainly one of the main players, in Bob’s life as much as the film, obviously the film 
was certainly in part about Sara.  Nee Shirley Noznisky, later Sara Lownds,  it is not 
known when she  changed name to Sara. She first met Dylan through their mutual friend 
Sally Grossman in 1964. They were married 22 November 1965 and divorced July 1977, 
though they have remained in regular contact since. 
 
 
Ronee BLAKLEY    -played-    Mrs. Dylan 
 
During the early '70s, country & western artist Ronee Blakely was a favorite 
singer/songwriter of Bob Dylan and had a fairly successful singing career. In film, she 
penned a few songs for Welcome Home Soldier (1972). She made a stellar acting debut 
in 1975 playing Barbara Jean, a tragic, frail singer (alleged to be loosely patterned after 
Loretta Lynn) who is nearly destroyed by fame in Robert Altman's Nashville. Blakely is 
said to have written much of the part herself and was so convincing in the role that it 
won her a nomination for Best Supporting Actress. She has continued to pursue a career 
in film, but has since been relegated to leading and supporting roles in low-budget and 
independent features ranging from Walter Hill's The Driver (1978) and Wes Craven's A 
Nightmare on Elm Street (1984) to Someone to Love (1987). In 1985, Blakely directed 
and starred in the docudrama I Played It for You. ~ Sandra Brennan, All Movie Guide 
 
Harry Dean STANTON   -played-     Lafkezio 
 
Harry Dean Stanton (b. July 14th, 1926)  
a.k.a. Dean Stanton  
Enduringly popular character actor Harry Dean Stanton specializes in playing the lost, 
the weird, and outcast of society. With his lean body and well-weathered skin stretched 
over a prominent nose, hollow cheeks, and sensitive deep-set eyes, Stanton looks like he 
is no stranger to adversity. Raised near Lexington, KY  but didn't go anywhere until the 
'70s when he appeared in several cult movies, including Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid 
(1973) and Rancho Deluxe (1975). By the '80s, Stanton had become a supporting actor 
and was getting larger and increasingly offbeat roles in such films as Ridley Scott's 
Alien (1979), The Black Marble (1980), and most notably Repo Man, as the fellow who 
teaches Emilio Estevez to take back cars. His best role has been as a drifter in Wim 
Wenders' Paris, Texas (1983). But in addition to playing fringe people, the articulate and 
highly intelligent Stanton also plays more mainstream roles such as Molly Ringwald's 
over-distracted father in Pretty in Pink (1986). Stanton occasionally plays leading roles 
in independent films and when not acting has proven himself an excellent singer and 
musician.   
  
  



 15 

Mel HOWARD   -played-     Ungatz 
 
Mel Howard Born in Winnipeg, Canada, in 1940, Mel left university at the age of 20 
and became a “bad actor” for a year. Mel returned to Canada where he continued to 
broadcast on both radio and television. Ben Healy wrote in October 2000 to bring us up 
to date: “Mel Howard worked for CJOB in Winnipeg quite some time ago. He went 
back to being a teacher about ten years ago and has recently retired.”  
 
Allen GINSBERG    -played-     the father 
  
(June 3, 1926-April 5, 1997) 
Perhaps the most noted American poet of the 'beat' generation, he first met Dylan in 
December 1963 and they have remained friends ever since, recording together in 1971 
and 1982. He was also a member of the 1975-6 Rolling Thunder Revue.    The 
relationship between Allen Ginsberg and Bob Dylan was often portrayed, not least by 
Ginsberg and Dylan themselves, as a father-and-son relationship.  Most notably, in 
Dylan's film Renaldo and Clara, Ginsberg appears as a fictional character called The 
Father, and several scenes show him offering religious instruction to Dylan as Renaldo.  
Of course, these scenes are ironic in many ways: two Jewish poets playing out motifs 
from Christian theology; the whole joke (a friendly, and entirely non-homophobjoke) of 
the notoriously gay Ginsberg being portrayed as a progenitor.  But 
beneath the irony there is an entirely serious tribute to the depth and 
commitment of the friendship between the two. 
  
Jack BARAN   -played-     the truck driver 
 
Was/ is a full time actor Renaldo and Clara being his eighth film. He has gone on to 
direct or produce many films including most notably Band Of The Hand. 
1979 Americathon - First Assistant Director   
1983 Breathless - First Assistant Director     
1986 Band of the Hand - Screenwriter    
1987 Barfly - Associate Producer, First Assistant Director,  
1987 The Big Easy - Associate Producer, Screenwriter   
1989 Great Balls of Fire! - Associate Producer, Composer (Music Score),  
1992 Single White Female - First Assistant Director, Executive Producer   
1994 Uncovered - Director, Producer, Screenwriter   
1995 Destiny Turns on the Radio - Director   
1995 Kiss of Death - First Assistant Director, Executive Producer   
1998 Shattered Image - Executive Producer   
2001 Jack The Dog - First Assistant Director, Producer   
2003 View from the Top - First Assistant Director Get   
 
  Helena KALLIANIOTES           -played-      herself 
 
In the early 1970s, Helena was the resident belly dancer at The Intersection, a Greek 
restaurant in North Hollywood. Has been credited with introducing “floor dancing” into 
belly dancing. Has remained an actress and appeared again  with Bob in Catchfire 
(1989) Other film roles include: 
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Head (1968) (uncredited) .... Belly Dancer 
Five Easy Pieces (1970) .... Palm Apodaca 
Baby Maker, The (1970) .... Wanda  
Kansas City Bomber (1972) .... Jackie Burdette  
Shanks (1974) .... Mata Hari  
Drowning Pool, The (1975) .... Elaine Reavis  
Stay Hungry (1976) .... Anita  
Passover Plot, The (1976) .... Visionary Woman  
 
Rubin "Hurricane" CARTER  -played-     himself 
 
Rubin "Hurricane" Carter was a well known African-American boxer that was wrongly 
accused. Two years after his championship match in June of '66, two men and a woman 
were shot in Patterson, NJ. Rubin Carter and John Artis were accused of murder and 
brought in front of the victims. One of the men could not identify them as the criminals, 
but they went to trial anyway. They were taken off the stand innocent and did not go 
back to court for a few months. In October of 1996, Alfred P. Bello stated that he saw 
Carter and Artis at the crime scene. They were sent back to court and were set before an 
all white jury. The jury convicted them guilty and they were sentenced to three life terms 
in jail. His nineteen years in jail had pretty much ruined his boxing career, and the only 
reason was because he was African-American. Rubin Carter's case is a good example of 
the segregation that was going on. He was an innocent man but still had to spend 
nineteen years in prison. It is uncertain whether he was accused because he was black, 
but because of the background of those years, it seems almost definite that the case was 
an example of segregation. 
 
Scarlet RIVERA   -played-      herself 
 
Previously unknown violinist discovered by Dylan on the streets of Greenwich Village 
in June 1975, whose sound made such a contribution on the Desire album and Rolling 
Thunder tours of 1975/6.  Scarlet was diagnosed with endometrial cancer at the end of 
1998. Everyone involved was convinced that surgery would see the end of it, but 
devastatingly, after her release from Cedars Sinai hospital, it was discovered that the 
cancer had spread.  A 50-day radiation therapy treatment was immediately instituted.  
After only 9 days of treatment, Scarlet had a very bad and extremely rare reaction to the 
radiotherapy. She was consequently re-admitted and put on life-support for a week.  
Three charitable foundations joined forces to raise money to help pay for Scarlet's 
treatment and a benefit for Scarlet was held in Hollywood at the Baked Potato on March 
7, 1999 to help raise money to cover her medical expenses. Then, on November 14, 
1999 Scarlet Rivera was among the performers at The Baked Potato   1999 "Angel 
Award" ceremony for Alex Ligertwood and Miles Davis. 
 
Mama Maria FRASCA  -played-      herself 
 
The crew visited the Dreamaway Lodge in Becket, on Nov. 7, 1975, to meet its owner, 
the eccentric 79 year old  musician-host Maria "Mama" Frasca.  Baez struck up a special 
relationship with Mama in the few hours she spent there"I have the purse she gave me 
sewn into a cape," said Baez. "My very gifted seamstress sister made it for me. She 
makes them out of velvet and all of your old scarves and things that you don't need 
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anymore that you want to have forever, like a scarf the Vietnamese gave me at the end 
of the war. I have a purse the gypsy lady gave me as a pocket in this robe."  
 
Roger McGUINN   -played-      himself 
 
Despite his leadership of seminal folk-rockers the Byrds, he did not record with Dylan 
until the fall of 1972. Subsequently played on the Pat Garret & Billy the Kid soundtrack 
album, was a member of the Rolling Thunder Revue in 1975-6 and guested with Dylan 
in 1980, 1987 and 1990 
 
David BLUE    -played-      himself 
 
Of all the Dylan imitators of the folk-rock Sixties, David Blue was distinctly the most 
outrageous.  In the Seventies...Blue's obsession with Dylan had dwindled. 
David Blue did several albums under that name on the Asylum label. He also did at least 
one album under the name S. David Cohen on Reprise. The Joni Mitche ll song "Blue" is 
written about him and I've seen explanations of Bob Dylan's "It's All Over Now Baby 
Blue," that say that that song is also about him. (which I doubt) 
 
 
Joni MITCHELL    -played-     herself 
 
1943: 7 Nov, born Roberta Joan Anderson in Ft. McLeod, Alberta, Canada raised in the 
city of Saskatoon  World famous singer-songwriter, Joni  joined the Tour towards the 
end of the 1975 shows. 
 
 
 
Rob STONER    -played-     himself 
 
Manhattan native Rob Stoner (neé Rothstein) graduated from New York City's 
Columbia College in 1969. His rockabilly band, Rockin' Rob and the Rebels, became 
headliners on the national night club circuit. In 1975, Bob Dylan hired Rob as his 
bandleader and opening act for the Rolling Thunder Revue. He played and sang on 
several Dylan albums, including Desire, Hard Rain, Live at Budokan and Live 1975, 
while touring with Dylan. Resuming his solo career, Rob released a critically acclaimed 
solo album of original songs on MCA Records. He also became the first non-Southerner 
to release an album on Sun Records and continued to tour and record with various acts 
including his own throughout the nineties. His compositions have been recorded by 
Johnny Winter, Shirley Bassey, Robert Gordon, and others. Rob has co-written three 
off-off-Broadway musicals, all of which were staged and produced in New York City. 
He now lives in New York City and Rockland County, N.Y., where he remains active on 
the music scene 
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Ruth TYRANGIEL    -played-     girl friend 
 
Ruth Tyrangiel appears in "Rena ldo and Clara," where she plays the part of "The 
Girlfriend."   In a lawsuit filed in 1993 she claimed she was  always available to Dylan 
during their years together and that he had promised to marry her. 
Tryangiel also claimed she helped Dylan in his  business decisions and assisted writing 
some of  his songs. The lawsuit says Tryangiel is entitled  to $5 million based on 
property acquired while  they were living together and income from song  royalties and 
other sources.The lawsuit said she lived with the legendary folk singer from 1974 to 
1993. (more about Ruth later) 
She conducts that hilarious dialogue with Bob Dylan (played by Ronnie Hawkins) in 
which he tries to persuade her to come on the road with him.  She also delivers to 
renaldo (played by Bob Dylan) the memorable line "Stand and bear yourself like the 
cross and I'll just receive you." 
Now all she wants to receive is five million dollars. 
 
Steven SOLES   -played-      Ramon 
 
Bob Dylan asked Soles to tour with him on his 1975 "Rolling Thunder Revue" tour. 
When that tour had ended, Soles and two other members of Dylan's band, T-Bone 
Burnett and David Mansfield formed The Alpha Band. The band released three albums, 
The Alpha Band in 1977, Spark In The Dark in 1977, and The Statue Makers of 
Hollywood in 1978. After the break up of The Alpha Band, Soles released two solo 
albums, Promise in 1980, and 1982's Walk by Love, and went on to produce or perform 
on albums by Dylan, Burnett, Peter Case, Elvis Costello, Roger McGuinn, Don McLean, 
The Monkees, The 77s, Olivia Newton-John, Roy Orbison, Tonio K, Victoria Williams 
and others.  
 
Mick RONSON    -played-    security guard 
 
Born May 26, 1946 Mick Ronson died on April 30 1993, of Liver cancer, at the age of 
47. 
When Mick died , the music world lost a man of many talents: songwriter, arranger, 
producer, multi- instrumentalist, and a brilliant guitarist whose searing lead style 
provided the earthly grounding for a new generation of rock flamboyance in David 
Bowie's character of Ziggy Stardust. Many have never really acknowledged the extent of 
Ronson's role in shaping the sound of Bowie's best- loved albums, but those who knew 
kept "Ronno" busy with production work for 20 years after the Spiders From Mars burst 
onto the scene In the latter stages of his life Mick worked on his 'solo' album, Heaven 
and Hull. The album has since been produced posthumously, having been almost 
completed at the time of Mick's death.       
 
Anne WALDMAN   -played-     sister of mercy 
 
Born  2 April 1945, in  Millville, New Jersey, USA  Was a member of the Sisters Of 
Mercy, a trio who do not appear to have made any recordings. 
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Denise MERCEDES   -played-    sister of mercy 
 
Was a member of the Sisters Of Mercy, a trio who do not appear to have made any 
recordings. Denise went on  join the Stimulators, she later helped a punk styled band 
The Cro Mags. With theit CD Loud Fast Recordings, which also featured a bonus track 
by, The Stimulators The Stimulators live track was called "M.A.C.H.I.N.E."  
 
Linda THOMASES    -played-             sister of mercy 
 
Was a member of the Sisters Of Mercy, a trio who do not appear to have made any 
recordings  she was also known as  “Muffin” and is credited with costumes in Renaldo 
and Clara.  
 
T-played-Bone BURNET       -played-    the inner voice 
 
Writer / Performer / Producer T Bone Burnett was born Joseph Henry Burnett, January 
14, 1948 in St. Louis, Missouri.. He now lives and works in Los Angeles, California and 
has released two albums. "Tooth of Crime" was written for the Sam Shepard play of the 
same name, which premiered in New York in 1997. "The True False Identity" is his first 
album of original songs since 1992's "The Criminal Un er My Own Hat," for which he 
received a Grammy nomination. While devoting the balance of 1999 to working on the 
Coen Brothers' new film, "O Brother, Where Art Thou?,"  
 
Sheila SHOTTON   -played-      CBC lady 
The presenter who wrongly identifies “Dylan” in the film, Shelia was in fact a reporter 
for CBC  and went on to work as a TV presenter most notably for   the Pamela Wallin 
Program in the US since retired, she was last  on the show in 1996 (September 15  1996) 
discussing the Toronto Film Festival. 
  
Kevin CROSSLEY   -played-     piano player 
 
Is  a Piano player who worked for the company from which light and sound equipment 
was rented on the tour. Present location is unknown. 
 
Larry SLOMAN   -played-     newspaper man 
 
Unofficial chronicler of the 1975 Rolling Thunder Revue, the results published as the 
magnificent On the Road with Bob Dylan. In 1984 he co-produced the promotional 
video of Dylan's 'Jokerman'. 
 
 
Hal FRAZIER   -played-     singer 
 
Father of Cassical singer LaGavlia he was a professional singer who came up through 
the ranks with such performers as Nat King Cole, Al Martino, Tony Bennett, and Vic 
Damone.   Known to have covered My Way  
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M. WILL    -played-              MC 
 
Nothing known 
 

Sam SHEPARD   -played-                  Rodeo 
 
Playwright commissioned by Dylan to write a screenplay for a film to be shot on the 
1975 Rolling Thunder Revue. Though the script idea was later dropped, Shepard 
contributed his ideas and acting to the film Renaldo and Clara and documented the tour 
in his Rolling Thunder Logbook. He subsequently collaborated with Dylan on the 1984 
song 'New Danville Girl' and on a June 1987 feature for Esquire magazine. 
 
Howie WYETH  -played-     the drummer 
 
Wyeth, the grandson of the artist N.C. Wyeth and the nephew of Andrew Wyeth, was 
born in 1944. He studied percussion with Alan Abel of the Philadelphia Orchestra and 
graduated with a bachelor's degree in music from Syracuse University in 1966. He 
moved to New York City in 1969. Wyeth toured in 1975 and 1976  He also  rehearsed 
for, but withdrew before, the 1978 tour. 
Wyeth played drums on two albums with Dylan, "Desire" and "Hard Rain"; he also 
performed on four albums by the rockabilly revivalist Robert Gordon, and on albums by 
Roger McGuinn, Don McLean, Leslie West, Kinky Friedman, James Moody and others. 
More recently Wyeth concentrated on piano, leading his own groups in ragtime, blues 
and early jazz at New York clubs. 
He died on March 29, 1996 at St Vincents Hospital, NYC of a cardiac arrest.  
 
 
Luther RIX                                 -played-                     the drummer 
 
Jazz soul. Meditated before every set. Delicate touch on percussion. Hard-driving 
congas on "Hurricane". Little else known. 
 
Andre Bernard TREMBLAY        -played-     Maurice 
 
Nothing known. The attached picture is believed to be him in 1994. 
 
Dominic PAULO    -played-     the realist 
 
The café owner who went on to own a restaurant You can’t talk about dining in the 
Theatre District without talking about Dominic’s (255 Tremont St., 426-8769). Located 
directly across the street from the Wang Theatre and next door to the Shubert, 
Dominic’s has stood as a Theatre District landmark for almost 30 years. Owner Dominic 
Paulo has seen dozens of Broadway stars saunter through his doors over the past two 
decades, including Laurence Olivier, Jennifer Holliday and Liza Minnelli. The 
restaurant serves up a simple yet delicious stable of food 
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Arlo GUTHRIE   -played-     mandolin player 
 
Arlo Guthrie was born with a guitar in one hand and a harmonica in the other, in Coney 
Island, Brooklyn, New York in 1947. He is the eldest son of America's most beloved 
singer/writer/philosopher Woody Guthrie and Marjorie Mazia Guthrie.Arlo Guthrie's 
career exploded in 1967 with the release of "Alice's Restaurant", whose title song 
premiered at the Newport Folk Festival helped foster a new commitment among the '60s 
generation to social consciousness and activism. Arlo went on to star in the 1969 
Hollywood film version of "Alice's Restaurant", directed by Arthur Penn.  
Today Arlo spends nearly ten months of the year on the road, and is frequently 
accompanied by his son Abe. His daughter Sarah Lee and her husband Johnny Irion 
contribute acoustic guitar and supporting vocals 
 
 
Roberta FLACK   -played-     guest artist 
  
Smooth R&B vocalist Roberta Flack was born in Ashville, N.C., in 1939 and, inspired 
by her father, a church organist, began playing piano at a young age. She went on to win 
a music scholarship to Howard University, after which she briefly taught music before 
landing a record deal with Atlantic in the late 1960s. 
Throughout the 1980s and '90s Flack continued recording and touring, scoring her most 
recent Top 10 hit with 1991's "Set the Night to Music," a duet with Maxi Priest. Roberta 
Flack's most recent album is a 1997 anthology of Christmas standards simply titled 
Christmas Album. 
 
 
Claudia CARR   -played-      dancer 
 
Nothing known other than she was a belly dancer! 
 
 
 

An that’s all!! 
 
 
There were many others involved who are not credited and one or two who will prove 
influential in the structure of the tour and / or the film, but that’s for next time 
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whAt  WaS it YOU Wanted ?               By Jim Gillan 
 
(Read on. It appears as though there is a message in this.  Then again, appearances 
are sometimes deceptive.)  
 
Wrote Paxton, “It’s a lesson too late for the learning…”   
 
Maybe so, but that was then.  As this is now I’ll turn to pages 107 and 107 of Troubadour : early 
and late songs of bob dylan.  Where The Muir writes (somewhat patronisingly? – but correct me 
if I’m wrong) “As Henry Miller correctly noted…Art is something which stirs men’s passions, 
which gives vision, lucidity, courage and faith.”  More Muir : “Dylan had reached the point 
where the windows of communication, the very words themselves, obscure the artist’s vision.  In 
a typically paradoxical manner, Dylan himself conveyed this best – in the breath-taking poetry 
of :” 

Now the wintertime is coming   I went to tell everybody 
The windows are filled with frost  But I could not get across 
 

Andrew again. “What a gorgeous image this is of the poet (in the wide sense of the 
word) facing up to his inability to convey his vision.” (There’s gush loads more of this 
guff, but dammed if I’m going to reproduce it further). 
 
In another lifetime, I was frequently inclined to observe that the line between ‘vision’ 
and ‘fantasy’ was often so fine as to be invisible.  The distinction between the two (I 
argued), was that the former is shared by the many, the latter by only a few, usually the 
same few who are convinced that it is only they who have the ideas, answers and ability 
to transform.   Which makes ‘em either deluded, and/or desperate to retain power, 
influence, standing or whatever.  Incidentally Henry (and Andy), art is also often 
pretentious, always contentious, a magnet for criticism (I fail to understand why) and 
whilst sometimes inspiring, is mostly harmless.  Thankfully.  
 
Well alr ight.  Troubadour is only a book, one unlikely to be as widely read as (for 
example) the Koran, the Kama Sutra, 1984 or Grimm’s Fairy Tales.   As a seminal 
essential, it might rival Fly-fishing with JR Hartley, but possibly not.  And Andrew is 
perfectly entitled to try to get as many people as possible to part with £14.99, which is 
the exact cost of Troubadour, but no indicator of its value.   But does it make sense? I 
don’t mean the guff in the book, which however authoritatively it is dressed up, is only 
an opinion; rather I’m returning (yet again) to the notion that YOU CAN THINK FOR 
YOURSELF.   
 
Which, I acknowledge, might of course be along the lines of “I think I’ll buy 
Troubadour, as Andrew, who is the editor of Judas! and a prolific writer of books and 
articles, is therefore an  authority on Dylan.  He will be thought-provoking, informative, 
possibly illuminating.  It will make me appreciate Bob and his art even more. It might 
impress other nerds, or at least give me something to talk about at Dylan conventions.  
Maybe encourage me to write letters to Andrew seeking further information, or 
challenging his take on things.  £14.99 is a small price to pay for all that.  I might even 
buy two copies and so double my pleasure…”  
 
Still here?  The tears on my cheeks are from laughter.  I hope.  Oh well, at the risk of it 
seeming to matter, consider the effect of a small change to Bob’s lines :- 
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Andrew has it as :- 
 

I went to tell everybody 
But I could not get across 

 
But I much prefer :-  

 
I went to tell everybody 
But I could not get a Cross 

 
Does that small change make a BIG difference? Do you need Henry Miller to judge this 
for you?  Do you think that Bob meant that the Cross is the sine qua non of the 
message? Should Scott Marshall be asked for a view? Is Andrew an august, authoritative 
and helpful critic?  What might Ruskin say about that? Have I stimulated thought? Do 
you now feel the need to send me £14.99?  Actually, I’ll have to refuse that piddling 
amount, as anything less than all you own, all you can borrow, is insufficient reward for 
my priceless insight.  Is that absurd?  More so than £14.99?  Is the central issue one of 
the appropriateness of paying anything for guff, or simply about the amount that should 
be paid?  Ha! you may exclaim.  Ha, ha, ha! you may chortle, as you cry “Jim lad, in 
addition to being utterly bonkers, has an inflated sense of his own worth.”  Izzat so? 
 
Aren’t you bonkers?  Why not?  When you consider what passes for sanity on this 
planet, maximising the distance between that and yourself doesn’t seem such a bad idea 
does it?  And as for worth, what price do you put on your individuality, your take on 
things?  
 
It’s usually about this time of day that I take my medicine.  I forgot on the last two, or 
twenty-two, or one hundred and seven occasions, or at least I think I did.   How has that 
affected my take on things and, as an adjunct, your ability to put my scribbling into 
perspective? Does having a beautiful mind come at a price?  What do you have to pay 
for yours? 
 
Kabamazaam! I’m off upstairs to strip wall-paper.  I’ll take the portable CD player 
up with me.  I’m off Dylan at the moment, but Mozart ain’t a hardship.  There is 
also a Lucinda Williams live show I want to listen to properly, plus a nice mix of 
performances and interviews with a bunch of singer/songwriters that I downloaded 
from www.mlive.com/cafe  Well worth a trawl.  And arguably far more rewarding 
than Troubadour.  Or anything here.      
 
Incidentally, I haven’t replied to any of the emails I got in the last little while, as my 
system crashed and everything got lost.  If anyone can be bothered to try re -
sending comments, queries, observations, advice and details of off-shore bank 
accounts, the new address is usebrains@ntlworld.com Idle swine that I am, I 
suspect that next month’s effort (not that there is ever very much of it) will focus on 
said correspondence.  On which note, was Freewheelin’ 213 diminished or 
improved by the absence of WWIYW? 
 
I leave you with the wonderfully appropriate line from that country music masterpiece, 
“What You Think You’re A-gonna See (Ain’t What You’re A-gonna Get)” :-  
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All About that Stetson Hat 

 
A review of Stagolee Shot Billy  by Cecil Brown  (Harvard 2003) 

                                                       

by Paula K.V. Radice 
 
 
 
 
There have been quite a few new editions of Dylan books to buy recently (most notably, 
new paperback editions of Robert Shelton's No Direction Home, and last year's "Don't 
You, Mr. Jones?" Bob Dylan with the Poets and Professors, edited by Neil Corcoran  - 
both, incidentally, with different covers to earlier editions) but the most interesting book 
has been to be found on one of those tangential arcs on which Dylan sends us.   Stagolee 
Shot Billy is an academic, yet enjoyably readable, examination of both the reality and 
myth of the "Staggerlee" (or "Stackalee" or "Stagolee") song, which Dylan - in the wake 
of dozens of other blues and folk (and originally, ragtime) singers - covered on World 
Gone Wrong.  It starts with a quote from Dylan's liner notes to the album: 
 
 

What does the [Stagolee] song say exactly?...It says no 
man gains immortality thru public acclaim. 
 

What was new to me was that, according to Brown, the "Stagolee" persona has achieved 
a deep-seated immortality in the consciousness of African-American men, as the 
counter-authority, proud black man who upholds his own honour and bows down to no-
one; related to the Yoruba god of thunder, Shango, Stagolee stands apart, like the flash 
gangsta rapper of today, or the Superfly- type character of the 1970s, all of them 
"baaaaaaad niggers".   In Cecil's words: 
 
 

..interest in Stagolee is widespread among black men throughout 
America, not just on Southern farms and in industrialized Northern 
ghettos, but also in Oklahoma, Montana and California... 

 
Marcus is quoted as saying that Stagolee 
 
...is a story that black America has never tired of hearing and has never stopped living 
out, like whites with their Westerns. 
 
The first part of the book delves into the historical reality of the story.  In 1895 in St. 
Louis a snappily-dressed "sportsman" (actually a pimp-cum-waiter-cum-carriage driver)  
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Lee Shelton - also known as "Stag" or "Stack" Lee - shot and killed another black man, 
Billy Lyons, after the latter had snatched off his Stetson hat in a barroom brawl which 
had its roots in the local political rivalries of the town.   

 
Brown points out that the hat had a huge symbolic significance to Lee and other St. 
Louis "macks" (pimps) at the time, marking membership of a particular subculture; he 
compares it to the wearing of gang colours in inner cities today.  Shelton's milk-white 
Stetson hat was a serious affair, having a rolled silk binding, and an embroidered picture 
of his prostitute girlfriend on the hatband.  An attack on such a hat was a direct assault 
on Stack's masculinity, hence the lines of the song that say that Stack was "bound" to 
kill Lyons.  (I'd guess, given Dylan's fondness for wearing Stetsons in recent years, that 
he might well concur with this). 

 
The chapters setting the context of St. Louis' cultural and political life at the end of the  
nineteenth century are well-researched and engaging.  Lee's position within his own 
political club, the "Four Hundred Club", and his status as the killer of the "bully" Lyons, 
were directly responsible for the popularity of the song that followed the murder and 
many versions of the song (but not the one that Dylan chose) still contain references to 
other players in the story - the judge, Stack's lawyer, his girlfriend, and the other 
prostitutes of the city. 
 
There is a short, but very interesting, chapter on Dylan's place in the development of the 
Stagolee myth, which revolves around these questions:  "Is this recording [on World 
Gone Wrong] an African-American song?  Is it a white version of an African-American 
song?...Does Bob Dylan express Stagolee for whites?  For blacks?"  Brown's thesis (and 
apparently others': several works I haven't read are referenced) is that Dylan has become 
a mediator between black and white cultures, expressing the viewpoint of "silent, 
unnoticed victims", and "becoming in effect a white Negro".  What better honour could 
there be for a man who has spent most of the last half-century immersing himself in  the 
"hidden truths...the traces of an invisible world" that is the Blues?  
 
Stagolee Shot Billy concludes with an examination of Stagolee as both a cultural and 
political hero.  Brown quotes Black Panther Bobby Seale as saying that "Stagolee was a 
bad nigger off the block and didn't take shit from nobody" (echoes of Dylan's George 
Jackson there, and also of Ruben Carter), the archetype that also finds form in gangsta 
rap artists and "politicized" black figures like Malcolm X.  In Cecil Brown's own words, 
"As an invisible hero, Stagolee is an image of a man who can find dignity in his own 
country, which seeks to disgrace him...Like Stagolee the African-American male is 
always a stranger in his own native land".  
 
 
A fascinating book, and highly recommended. 
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Isis - Part V 
1701 words on 

The Solitary Hero and Isis 
 
By Patrick Webster 

 
 
 
 
To continue: in ‘Isis’  we find a man acting out the solitary nature of the archetypal Wild 
Western hero, a hero who is self- reliant, independent and, above all, free of female 
dependency. This is apparent from the beginning of the narrative, wherein the hero 
marries an exotic  woman (whom, for reasons not clearly defined, has the name of an 
Egyptian goddess), but then, for reasons unexplained, feels compelled to leave her: 
 
 

I married Isis on the fifth day of May, 
But I could not hold on to her very long. 
So I cut off my hair and I rode straight away 
For the wild and unknown country where I could not go wrong ...    

 
 
The song itself offers little in the way of a direct answer to the question: why this man 
cannot stay with this woman, why he could not hold on to her for very long. It merely 
expresses a need for the woman, but also expresses a need for adventure and freedom, 
together with the paradox of needing them both at the same time. 
  
From his public comments it would seem that Dylan perceives the song as having 
marriage at its core. In concert performances he often prefaced the song by referring to it 
from this perspective: 
 
Listen closely, this is a true story, it could happen to any man. This is about the marriage 
ceremony between man and woman, it’s what happens when you get married. It’s called 
‘Isis’.  
  
However, this would hardly seem to be Dylan’s actual intent, if the song is about 
marriage it would seem to be about marriage of a wholly different kind. Thus, far from 
being a song about a conventional marriage, the song seems more concerned with what  
the narrator of the song does after he has married the woman called Isis, with what 
happens when he is absent from the company of women, and what happens when he is 
in the company of other men. One might recall here Leslie Fieldler’s phrase ‘the holy 
marriage of males’ as portrayed in American literature, and this, I would suggest, is 
closer to the actual nature of marriage within the song. 
 
The first thing the narrator does after removing himself from Isis’s feminine influence is 
to cut off his hair. A number of critics of Dylan’s work have speculated over the 
meaning of this. To Aidan Day it implied a loss of creative energy and a sense of 
purification; similarly, Stephen Scobie saw it as undergoing a ritual purification.  Wilfrid 
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Mellers perceived the removal of the hero’s hair as asserting a male dominance before 
embarking on male adventure. Whilst to John Herdman the act was  a shedding of 
complexity, a way of seeking simplicity. All these readings would seem valid, there is 
certainly a ritualistic element to the act; and it would seem fair to say Dylan’s hero cuts 
off his hair to prepare himself for the ordeal ahead, as if he were a penitent readying 
himself for the trials to come. However, I would see the act as ultimately pointing to a 
masculine stereotype, since it is culturally the norm for men to have shorter hair than 
women. The cutting of one’s hair, and especially shaving, demonstrates a control over 
one of the main visible masculine indicators of maturing sexuality; shaving is an 
initiation into manhood. Thus, in a sense, the act can  ultimately be seen as emphasising 
(or performing) gender identity. 
 
The narrator may have decided to leave the heterosexual embrace of a newly married 
wife, but - like the act of cutting off one’s hair - the song seems to have a continual 
anxiety to hold to the dominant ideology of a ‘normal’ heterosexual identity. As the first 
verse tells us, the narrator rides straight away, and whilst he may be heading for a wild 
unknown country (arguably the wild and unknown country of his sexuality) there is still 
the insistence that he cannot go wrong. In other words, one  reading of the song suggests 
the hero is determined he will not stray from a rigidly defined heterosexual structure, an 
idea emphasised in the second verse: 
 
I came to a high place of darkness and light. 
The dividing line ran through the centre of town. 
I hitched up my pony to a post on the right 
Went into the laundry to wash my clothes down ...  
 
 
There are oppositions apparent here: darkness and light, high and low places, right and 
left, or perhaps even right and wrong. However, what seems crucial is the fact that the 
hero chooses the right hand option. In other words, he is insistent on following the 
rational, dominant and conventional ideological route. To choose the post on the right 
might be read as suggesting the normal over the perverse, and hence, at least within the 
context of a ‘Fieldlerian’ reading, it might be seen as suggestive of  further restating an 
insistence to maintain a loyalty to a heterosexual structure. Furthermore, the narrator 
goes into a laundry to wash his clothes down; this, like the cutting off of his hair, could 
be seen as a way of suggesting cleanliness and righteousness; in other words the 
opposite to any kind of transgression. 
 
In the laundry an encounter occurs which greatly augments the narrative: 
 
 
A man in the corner approached me for a match. 
I knew right away he was not ordinary. 
He said, ‘Are you lookin’ for somethin’ easy to catch?’ 
I said, ‘I got no money.’ He said, ‘That ain’t necessary.’ 
 
 
The nature of the meeting is redolent with ambiguity, the words ‘match’ and ‘catch’ 
both seem to possess dual connotations. On a literal level the word ‘match’ suggests the 
stranger may merely want to light a cigarette, but on another level it could be seen as a 
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blatant proposal to enter into a relationship of a reciprocal kind. In a similar way, the 
word ‘catch’ resonates with an equivocal intent. In one sense it is an economic invitation 
to make a quick profit, but the word also  resonates forward in time to a line later in 
verse eight; ‘When he died I was hopin’ it wasn’t contagious’. The song was written in a 
pre-aids universe of 1975., but it nonetheless retains a subversive quality. There is still 
the sense of infraction in the words ‘contagious’ and  ‘catch’, of some kind of unknown 
exchange having taken place, an exchange that has implications for both of the men 
concerned. There is certainly a feeling of tension within the relationship between the two 
men; these men are not ‘two drifters off to see the world’. There is a sense of  
anticipation, a sense of anxiety that points towards something both hermetic and 
impenetrable.  
 
 
It should be noted that few critics of Dylan’s work have, as yet, shown an awareness of 
the ambiguous tensions in the song. However, Paul Hodson is an exception, and has 
written that: ‘  “Isis” is one of several [Dylan] songs shot through with sexuality about 
men’ and, furthermore, that ‘ the relationships between Dylan’s men are complex, 
developing and rarely summed up. I would agree with this statement, and, in the light of 
this, Jane Tompkins’ descrip tion of the repressed, covert sexuality between men in 
Westerns might be seen as applicable to the two men in the song:  
 
 
‘... the hero frequently forms a bond with another man - sometimes  his rival, more often 
his comrade - a bond that is more important than any relationship he has with a woman 
and is frequently tinged with homo-eroticism.’  
 
 
Thus, I would argue it is possible to see a connection between the actions of the men in 
Westerns and the men in Dylan’s song. As Hodson suggests, the relationship between 
the two men in ‘Isis’ (as with many other men elsewhere in Dylan’s work), is rarely 
summed up, there is an ambivalence that the reader or listener can never actually define.  
 
 
To be continued ... 
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     ‘Folk’ Is A Myth! (Part 2)  
           
      
Bacup, Lancashire.2003 

                        ‘Proud To Be A Part Of The Heritage Industry!’ 
 

To briefly recap the points made in the first part of this article – ‘Folk’ was invented in 
the 19th century to further the aims of nationalism. This was done by appropriating and 
mediating certain forms of music (and dance), and excluding others that didn’t fit the 
criteria of the ‘heritage’  manufacturers. By the second Folk Revival in the 1950s, 
despite the broader range of material now being accepted as ‘legitimate’, and the 
laudable efforts of MacColl and Lloyd to invigorate  contemporary song writing, the 
dictats of the ‘Traditionalists’ still suffocated innovation. Sussex singer Shirley Collins 
recalls being told by MacColl to stop wearing nail varnish as this was against the 
Tradition! For nearly a decade the Aran sweater and ‘finger- in-the-ear’ image of Folk 
predominated, and alienated large portions of the potential audience. Bob Dylan went a 
long way towards beating down these walls and demonstrating how things could be 
done, but still in the UK, a large and influential percentage of the Folk ‘elite’ shunned all 
signs of modernisation. 
 
Then, in 1967, a band emerged which had the potential to cross over all the boundaries 
and forge a new, hybrid form of popular music. They were Fairport Convention. Formed 
during the cultural explosion that was happening at the time the original Fairports were 
described as ‘The English Jefferson Airplane’ by DJ, Tommy Vance. This was more 
likely because they had a female lead singer (Judy Dyble) rather than their musical style. 
Heavily influenced by Dylan and The Byrds, they saw themselves quite unashamedly as 
‘Folk Rock’, including in their instrumentation, autoharp, dulcimer and recorder, as well 
as bass, drums and lead guitar. They established their reputation on the ‘Underground’ 
circuit, at clubs like Middle Earth, UFO and Happening 44. It was there they were seen 
by the man who would become their manager, Joe Boyd. Joe was the very same man 
who had stage-managed the 1965 Newport Festival when Dylan had ‘gone electric’. 
 
An indication of the direction they were coming from musically can be found by looking 
at an early set – They opened with Dino Valente’s Let’s Get Together, and ended with 
Richard Farina’s Reno Nevada, and then an extended jam on the Paul Butterfield Band’s 
East West. In between they performed numbers by Phil Ochs, Eric Anderson, Dylan and 
Donovan! (Season Of The Witch). In these early days they also sang numbers by Tim 
Buckley, Emmitt Rhodes and Leonard Cohen. They also began to discover their own 
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song-writing strengths, emanating principally from guitarist Richard Thompson. In 1968 
Judy Dyble left after the release of their first album and was replaced by Sandy Denny. 
 
Denny’s background in traditional singing was to have a massive influence on the band 
and bassist Ashley Hutchings in particular. Their second album, What We Did On Our 
Holidays, featured two traditional tunes, Nottamun Town and She Moved Through The 
Fair, alongside compositions from Thompson and Hutchings, et al. Backstage at a gig 
one night, Sandy picked up an acoustic guitar and began singing A Sailor’s Life, a song 
she’d been taught by Bert Lloyd. Hutchings (and the rest of the band) was mesmerised. 
He and Thompson began working out the tune there and then and within an hour were 
on stage playing it! This is definitively the point where Hutchings began his education in 
traditional music. As soon as they were back in London he went to Cecil Sharp House, 
home of the EFDSS and began researching into a music that played little part in the 
band’s repertoire up till now. 
 
All the Fairports had been captivated by the Bands first two albums, in particular by the 
image of the Band – a group of musicians who lived communally and who appeared to 
have stepped back in time, not just in their ‘fusion’ music, but in their fashion sense as 
well, their publicity photos making them look like a bunch of American Civil War 
veterans. Soon the Fairports were living together in a house in the count ry, Farley 
Chamberlayne, and the wife of newly joined fiddle player Dave Swarbrick, was 
outfitting them (the men anyway!) in collarless shirts, waistcoats and old-style trousers. 
They were, in effect, developing a corporate identity, whether they knew it or not. When 
the band weren’t rehearsing Hutchings was spending more and more time in the EFDSS 
archives. Sandy Denny told the music press – “The next album is going to be completely 
different. It will be based around traditional British folk music…” “We’ve really been 
getting into traditional English music.” Ashley Hutchings told journalist Pamela Winters 
– “I became absolutely addicted to traditional music… You’ve got me researching 
whenever I’ve got a second: going to Cecil Sharp House, looking in books, finding 
songs.” 
 
The resulting album Liege & Lief, is quite extraordinary, and did open up a whole new 
world of possibilities. It was arguably responsible for kick-starting the Celtic music 
revival, inspiring the likes of Sweeny’s Men and Horslips to re-examine their Irish 
heritage and integrate it within a contemporary setting. In the main Liege & Lief 
received positive reviews, but interestingly one of the band’s earliest champions, John 
Peel, had strong reservations about it, feeling that they were getting too deeply into areas 
that would alienate sections of their fan-base. The only way forward it seemed, was to 
go deeper, but after their next album, Full House, Hutchings left to pursue his EFDSS 
inspired route, and founded Steeleye Span. One reason given was that Fairport’s music 
wasn’t English enough, that the jigs and reels that Thompson and Swarbrick and Nichols 
enjoyed playing together so much, was straying too far into the Celtic fringe. Bob Pegg 
and Simon Nichol argued this point too. Strange then that the first incarnation of 
Steeleye featured two Irish musicians, Johnny Moynhan and Andy Irvine, then, after 
they left two more, Gay and Terry Woods! Another country retreat, this one at 
Winterbourne Stoke, became the centre for operations. Another album and then another 
regime change, the Woods leaving and Maddy Prior and Martin Carthy coming in, the 
one constant being Hutching’s zealotry in pursuing ‘an English music’. Karl Dallas 
wrote at the time that he was worried Steeleye were confining themselves to Folk, “not 
because they like it, but because they feel it’s intrinsically superior to Pop. This way 
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leads to cultural elitism of the most sterile sort.” The band all wore clogs. Ewan 
MacColl gave Ashley total access to his library of traditional songs, an almost 
unbelievable act for the ‘keeper of the flame’, but Ashley was being perceived by the 
old-garde as the saviour of English traditional music. Next it was invitations for the band 
to play an EFDSS concert at the Festival Hall. In 1971 Ashley announced that “As far as 
traditional music goes, the first traditional English group is still to come”. 
 
Later that year he quit the band he’d formed. One of the reasons he gave was that he was 
now into the music of William Kimber (see previous article). He also told the band that 
there was “too much Irish stuff.” – “Round about 1971/72, I hear a recording of William 
Kimber playing concertina for the Headington Morris, on an album of Morris Dance 
music which was a limited edition EFDSS record. And I flip, and I think this is the most 
wonderful stuff. It’s so English. I’ve never heard anything like it. It’s not like what we 
did on Liege & Lief, it’s not like these Irish tunes that Pete Knight’s playing.” That same 
year Ashley married Shirley Collins, the doyen of English traditional music. In a sense, 
the circle was now complete and he was ready to record an album of purely traditional 
Morris songs called – Morris On. 
 
I have to pause for a second here and say that I think it’s a great record. I really enjoyed 
it when it came out and I think it was a brilliant concept, and I still enjoy it now. 
However, with the benefit of hindsight, I can point to it and say that it is fake – it is 
plastic – it is a simulacra – This is not Ashley’s fault. He is a victim in the same way that 
I’ve been. Basically, we’ve been sold a bum steer. Morris Dancing and Morris tunes are 
highly unlikely to be older than 150 years at the most. Indeed, most Morris outfits that 
ply their trade nowadays are very young indeed by traditional standards. A brief search 
of the web demonstrates this very clearly. There were, it is undeniable, a handful of 
Morris troupes when Sharp began his researches, most of the ones that exist now came 
later, much later. Hammersmith Morris – 1959 (this is the one tha t a young John 
Kirkpatrick joined), Durham Rams Sword – 1963, Ashdown Mummers – 1973, Bedford 
Morris – 1935, all the way through the alphabet to – Wakefield Morris – 1980, 
Yorkshire West Morris – 1979. As I have just said, there were dance troupes that go 
back a lot further – Abingdon Morris predates 1556, and the Abbots Bromley Horn 
Dance (which actually isn’t Morris, I suppose), even further than that – but – and it’s a 
big but – what kind of music would they have originally played bearing in mind all the  
mediation and pruning that we know went on under the auspices of the arbiters of taste? 
 
In 1976, Christina Hole wrote about the music played at the Abbots Bromley ritual in A 
Dictionary of British Folk Customs, “… and the musician plays the music of the dance 
on his accordion. The tunes he plays, like the clothes the dancers wear, are not old. One 
lovely old tune is known, but it is never played now. Two or three customary melodies 
exist, but are of no great age, and unfortunately, there is a growing tendency to replace 
them with popular modern dance tunes.” An attendee in the 1960s told me that he was 
really surprised to hear the musicians playing a medley of Beatles tunes when he was 
there. On the Topic CD You Lazy Lot of Bone-Shakers, a live recording of the Wrenboys 
of Listowel made in 1958, can be heard playing the old standard By The Light Of The 
Silvery Moon. We have to ask ourselves about the elitism of pundits who would criticise 
this choice of music. These people were going to play what they liked to dance to, 
which, more often than not, happened to be music that was popular at the time. To 
expect them to conform to the traditionalist pattern simply to suit some rigid idea about 
what constitutes the ‘appropriate’ music is appalling and demonstrates the trap that 
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Hutchings was falling into. Any sign of musical ‘impropriety’ (ie the playing of 
‘popular’ songs) in the Morris canon would have been removed immediately by Sharp 
and his cohorts, so as not to taint the purity of the blood line.  
 
Hutchings continued throughout the 1970s and beyond in his quest for ‘an English 
music’, leading to the formation of The Albion Band – again, a remarkable musical 
achievement, but one that for me is bogged down in the ideological maze of nationalism. 
For a fuller description of these tautological routes see The Guv’nor & The Rise Of Folk 
Rock, by Brian Hinton and Geoff Wall. My argument is that Hutchings missed a 
remarkable opportunity to attack popular music in this country by his continued navel 
gazing into a mythical and manufactured past. Richard Thompson on the other hand, in 
much the same way as Dylan, took what he needed from tradition and melded it with the 
present, creating a genre that belongs in what I now wish to call -   ‘Poplore’. 
 
This isn’t an original phrase. It was coined by American academic Gene Bluestein in his 
1994 book – Poplore: Folk & Pop In American Culture. Bluestein argued that we have 
to revise our ideas about the meaning of ‘folklore’, beginning with our definition of 
what is ‘Folk’ and what is not. He argued that the notion of ‘Poplore’ more accurately 
reflects the popular and commercial roots of culture. Here’s a very short definition of 
Poplore – 
“The tradition developed very early in our history in which creative individuals 
integrated sources similar to those appealing in older, more traditional cultures, with 
popular and commercial elements… within a framework that instead of developing over 
long periods, changes very quickly.” 
 
Abandon all labels! Forget all genres! While Ashley Hutchings was looking for an 
‘English music’ within the specimen boxes of ‘the Tradition’ it was already out there 
and howling at his window in the shape of Itchycoo Park, Lazy Sunday Afternoon, 
Waterloo Sunset and For The Benefit of Mr Kite, and many more. OK, these were 
English Rock records of the 60s, but what unites them is their quintessential 
‘Englishness’, the fact that musically they have left behind the Blues and R n’ B roots of 
the Pop musician’s early years and returned to a vernacular of the city and the streets; a 
homegrown, rambunctious celebration of being alive. In the mid 1970s when he was 
working on various incarnations of The Albion Band and The Etchingham Steam Band, 
arguably the greatest and most English Rock records ever made were smashing their 
way up the charts – Anarchy In The UK and God Save The Queen by the Sex Pistols. 
From their measured rhythm to their Cockney inflections they were nothing less than a 
full-scale, heavy metal music hall assault on the sensibilities of a comatose and zomboid 
society. They were, in effect – Poplore – combining old and new, and changing so 
quickly that they had imploded within a year. 
 
Abandon all labels! Forget all genres! In future think – Poplore! 
 
In between writing these two pieces I found myself in Bacup on a sunny Sunday 
afternoon. In the forecourt of a pub called The Crown, a large crowd had gathered to 
watch the Britannia Coco-nut Dancers and assorted guests. I was confronted by my own 
theories about ‘Folk’ and ‘Fakery’. The dancers, known cheerily as the ‘Nutters’ have 
been around for a hundred and fifty years. Every Easter (pagan Goddess of fertility and 
rebirth, Oestre, whose symbol is the hare, or rabbit, to whom you offer eggs) the Nutters 
take over Bacup and basically create mayhem as they dance the town’s boundaries, 



 34 

hurtling around in formation smashing their ‘nuts’ together in unison. It’s when you start 
trying to find out about their origins that facts become hard to find. On their official 
website the Nutters themselves are engagingly disingenuous. It might be that Cornish tin 
miners moved there in the 19th century bringing their customs with them. This might 
explain the blackened faces (from working down the mines), and the ‘nuts’, which are 
discs of polished wood fastened to the knees, elbows and hands (for protection when 
working down the mines). Legend (important word that) has it that the origins of the 
dancing come from the influence of Moroccan miners who had emigrated to Cornwall in 
days gone by and these were then duly transposed to the North West of England. This is 
offered as a possible explanation for the hats and skirts worn by the Nutters. Be that as it 
may, the dances performed by the Nutters bear no relation whatsoever to any of the Al 
Guedra, or Gnawa dancers I’ve watched in North Africa, nor does the accompanying 
music resemble in any shape or form something that might be played by the Master 
Musicians of Joujouka, or the Nag Hamadi. The point is, the Nutters don’t care what 
their origins are. They’ve got a tradition, and even if it doesn’t really go back that far, 
it’s a tradition that is well and truly their own and their community loves it too. 
 
And that community had turned out in force and consisted of both young and old, all 
having an equally good time. There were plenty of teenagers in the crowd (see photo at 
top), none of whom looked like they were being forced at gun-point to watch the 
performers who were there. The highlight for me was the Bradshaw Mummers (see 
photo below) an outfit who work not just within the confines of the traditional 
Mumming play but manage to go way beyond it by making it a part of our contemporary 
culture. So, for instance, when the King of Egypt character went on about how rich he 
was, the Bradshaw’s backing musicians played Money Makes The World Go Round 
from the musical Cabaret, not a second hand version of There Was A Rich Farmer From 
Sheffield (circa 1840). With a cast including a dancing bear, King George, Satan, a 
drunken doctor and a man dressed as a woman, the Mummers represent the world turned 
upside down, and offer us a glimpse of the Lords of Misrule dining greedily at the Feast 
of Lupercal. 
 
Only one thing got my goat that afternoon and it was the guest Morris dancers. I’m not 
averse to a spot of Morris. It was the lead dancer’s assertion that what we were about to 
witness was “The oldest dance in the world”, that annoyed me. How does he know it’s 
the oldest dance in the world? Anthropologists might care to point in the direction of the 
Kalahari Bush People who’ve been dancing in their own inimitable manner since 
whenever. As I wrote in the previous article all the available evidence about Morris (the 
name by the way is supposedly a corruption of ‘Moorish’ as in Moroccan… hmmm, 
North Africa again) is that it originated around 1450 as a courtly dance performed by the 
aristocracy. Little things like that though don’t get in the way of the ‘Fakelorists’ as they 
continue to assert their bogus purity around Albion. 
 
I will conclude my polemic in the next article. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
                                            Bacup, Lancashire.2003 
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                A Fistful of Tapes   by The Two Riders 
 
No concert reviews this time around (but a big pile waiting to be done). Tight deadlines, 
limited time-frames and an intervening holiday mean that it’s a minor contribution this 
time. 
 
Just back from a holiday in Denmark and Sweden.  Amazing place, Denmark.  To get 
around the country you have to use a couple of enormous bridges/tunnels.  It’s an 
experience but the total one-way cost of these is around £50!!  And then you have to go 
back across them to get back to Malmo.  Lovely people, varied scenery, quite expensive 
and, of course, we went to Helsingor and Hamlet’s castle.  Ghosts of the old days, 
Dylan’s and others. 
 
Picked up the Neil Young re- issues in Goteberg – it’s great to hear On The Beach in 
capital sound.  It’s funny but I’ve been waiting for this re- issue for ever yet I could have 
played it at any time as I have it on vinyl.  However, I simply don’t play vinyl anymore.  
I know that sounds mad but it’s true.  I have replaced virtually all of my  vinyl albums 
with CD anyway and it is so much easier to handle CD.  Does anyone else suffer like 
this?  Also managed to pick up a couple of Rhassan Roland Kirk CDs for next to 
nothing. 
 
On returning to Blighty, there were new releases by The Coral (excellent) and the Kings 
Of Leon waiting – still adjusting to that one.  Masked and Anonymous has also arrived 
as a nice double-CD package, the second CD being a tasty sampler of the Dylan re- issue 
series (vinyl as CD!).  Have not listened to it yet but look forward to it. 
 
Holiday reading was the Night’s Dawn trilogy, volume 2 called The Neutronium 
Alchemist by Peter F. Hamilton.  These are very well plotted stories, boldly imaginative, 
with the sweep of galaxies and also very intelligent.  British, too.  The best British SF 
author since the truly great John Brunner.  Read them. 
 
Restless Farewell for now. 
 
 
Mike and John 
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THE MISSIONARY TIMES 
 
 

By J.R.Stokes 
 
Here Comes The Story of a Hurricane 
(Well, almost!) 
 
She started out as a blast of hot air from an expresso machine on the counter of Café 
Americana in Guatamala City. That blast of hot air was carried north until it got mixed 
with the down draught from a herd stampede in the San benito valley. When that heady 
combination of hot air hit the exhaust from a clapped out VW carrying a family of six 
across down town Belize a violent gust of wind, with a temperature of 110 degrees F, 
spiralled into the atmosphere. Heading east towards Kingston, that mass of hot air pulled 
in some cooler winds from the Caribbean and all hell broke loose. We had the start of a 
twister. They gave it a name: they called it ‘Claudette’. It was the third tropical storm of 
the season and it was coming our way. If it turned into a hurricane, it could destroy my 
holiday in Cuba.  
 
CNN kept track of Claudette and I kept track of CNN, watching every weather report 
until Claudette became something of an obsession. It’s a funny thing about names, 
especially girl’s names. With a girl’s name, there’s always a song to go with it and I 
knew that Dylan had written a song with ‘Claudette’ in the lyric somewhere. It would 
have been easier for me if they had called the TS ‘Ramona’ or ‘Rita Mae’ or ‘Sara’ but 
we were only in July, you would have to wait until early next year before the hurricane 
alphabet got to the R’s or the S’s.  So I was haunted by the Everly’s with their ‘ Oh, woe 
Claudette. Pretty little pet Claudette. Never make me fret Claudette’. Haunted that is 
until those lines from ‘The Grooms Still Waiting At the Altar’ dawned on me:  
 
‘What can I say about Claudette? Ain’t seen her since January 
She could be respectfully married, or running a whorehouse in Buenos Aries.’ 
 
How could I forget those lines, especially as we were holidaying west of the Jordan and 
also west of the Rock of Gibraltar. Then, with something of a shudder, I also 
remembered the opening lines of the verse just quoted: 
 
‘Cities on fire, phones out of order’. 
 
Was Bob trying to warn me about Claudette? Jeeze, I hoped not. 
 
As it turned out Claudette turned left into the Gulf of Mexico and missed us completely. 
The folks of Texas weren’t so lucky however as the angry lady lashed out at 
Brownsville and Galveston, uprooting trees and destroying homes in the process. 
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So we were safe in Cuba; safe in Havana despite the declaration of George Dubbleya 
that this particular city was at the centre of the ‘Axis of Evil’; safe, despite the humidity 
in the 90’s playing havoc with the sensitivities of our delicate European constitutions; 
and safe despite the street hustlers who would, every 10 yards or so, harangue any 
obvious tourist with: “Hey, Senor. Wanna buy a seegar?” or “Hey Amigo, my friend. 
Wanna have a nice meal?” Apparently, if you took up the offer of a cigar or a nice place 
to eat, you get lead to some squat where anything was for sale from watered down Club 
Rum to young mulatto girls with coral anklets. We resisted the offers. 
 
It’s no wonder that Ernest Hemingway fell in love with Havana. The place has a 24 hour 
buzz that would have perfectly suited Hemingway’s own 24 hour lifestyle. No matter 
what time of the day or night I walked onto our hotel balcony overlooking Parque 
Central in Havana, the population was on a constant meander. At 2.45 am there were 
people walking the ir dogs, families out with children, passengers being carried  in 
rickshaws and all this against a background of what looked like a 1950’s film set with 
vintage Cadillacs and Chevrolets being used as taxis.  Perhaps it was the heat and the 
humidity that brought these night walkers out on to the streets; perhaps they were 
exercising their right to search in the darkness for some kind of destiny as they found 
themselves caught up in Castro’s continual struggle with the outside world; or perhaps it 
was just that they found it hard to sleep in a city that is forever awake. On none of their 
faces though did I trace marks of weakness or marks of woe. In none of their cries did I 
hear mind-forg’d manacles; but then I was a tourist, only here for a short period, only 
here to holiday, to soak up the atmosphere, to enjoy that Salsa beat and to follow the 
Hemingway trail.  What the hell would I know about life after dark in a tenement block 
in old Havana? 
 
Hemingway clearly knew a lot about life after dark in Havana for he lived on Cuba for 
20 years and wrote most of his famous novels there. When he learned, in 1954, that he 
had been awarded the Nobel prize for literature, he said ‘This prize belongs to Cuba, 
since my works were created and conceived in Cuba…..’. In preparation for our trip to 
Havana, and indeed during our stay, I re-read a lot of Hemingway and one passage from 
his novel ‘To Have and Have Not’ seemed particularly pertinent having regard to the 
starling news from home of  a major player  in the Iraq dossier debacle having taking his 
own life following unbearable pressure being wreaked upon him.   The particular 
passage, written in typical Hemingway journalese style, concerned a capitalist yacht 
owner who: 
‘did not think in any abstractions, but in deals, in sales, in transfers and in gifts. He 
thought in shares, in bales, in thousands of bushels, in options, in holding companies, 
trusts, and subsidiary corporations…  Having no regard for the lives of ‘lesser’ mortals 
that the yacht owner had double crossed and double dealed: ‘He used to say that only 
suckers worried’ and   ‘He would not need to worry about what he had done to other 
people, nor what had happened to them due to him, nor how they’d ended….’  
 
Then, the following passage which deals with suicide and is set out here, not only to 
demonstrate Hemingway’s genius but also as a reminder to those who know his work or 
a starter to those who don’t: 
 
‘Some made the long drop from the apartment or the office window; some took it quietly 
in two-car garages with the motor running; some used the native tradition of the Colt or 
the Smith and Wesson; those well constructed implements that end insomnia, terminate 
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remorse, cure cancer, avoid bankruptcy, and blast an exit from  intolerable positions by 
the pressure of a finger; those admiral instruments so easily carried, so sure of effect, so 
well designed to end the American dream when it becomes a nightmare, their only 
drawback the mess they leave for relatives to clean up’. 
 
The passage also has its irony attached because, like his father before him, Hemingway 
took his own life. After three unsuccessful suicide attempts, Hemingway blasted an exit 
from intolerable positions by the pressure of his own finger on the trigger. He died in 
1961 aged 62 years. 
 
We were not in Havana however to mourn Hemingway’s demise but rather to celebrate 
his work and take a brief glimpse into his chaotic life. This we did, firstly by visiting the 
Ambos Mundos hotel on Obispo street in the old part of the city where Hemingway had 
rented a small room on the 5th floor.  Our visit to room 511 was made special because no 
one else was there! The hotel has turned the room into a mini-museum and the attendant 
told us that, in high season, about one thousand visitors a week paid their two dollars 
each to enter the room. Now that the hurricane season had arrived, tourist numbers had 
dropped and so we were able to unhurriedly ponder the artefacts (including the author’s 
old Royal typewriter) and take a long and leisurely look across the same Havana skyline 
towards which Hemingway had no doubt peered for inspiration on occasions.  
 
And then of course there were the bars: the La Bodeguita del Medio and the Floridita, 
both made famous by the author’s visits and infamous by his drinking sprees. On our 
visit, both places were packed out with punters ready to try a ‘daiquiri’, the tropical 
cocktail which Hemingway helped to invent, and although we stuck to local beers in the 
Floridita, it was  many a daiquiri that passed our lips before our time in Cuba had ended.  
 
Hemingway entertained extensively in Cuba and one snippet of gossip that caught my 
interest concerned a visit by Ava Gardner to Hemingway on the island in the 1940’s. 
Ava Gardner was of course the former wife of Frank Sinatra and Sinatra had also wined 
and dined the special lady of his life in Havana, when they stayed at the very grand 
‘Hotel Nacional’. The Nacional is like something out of Palm Springs and is famous for 
its links with the Mafia before Castro dispelled the thieves from his Temple and 
banished the great and the ungood from his doorstep. Now that things have changed and 
certain lucky tourists have been let back in, we decided to tread in Frank and Ava’s 
footsteps and so we booked a meal at the Nacional followed by a cabaret in the hotel’s 
show room. At dinner I realised though that I was totally out of my depth in this 
aristocratic social scene when the wine waiter refused to serve me the Cuban red that I 
had ordered at 14 dollars a bottle. 
‘Have you had this wine before Sir?’ 
‘Well actually, no’. 
‘Then I would not recommend it. I suggest you choose something else. I will leave you 
alone for five minutes’. 
I felt like an out-of-tune choir boy before the Pope, promptly reprimanded for my 
insolent conduct.  I studied the extensive wine list and realised that there were some 
bottles of slightly better than half decent plonk here that were priced at more than we 
had paid for the entire holiday! 
 
The Pope eventually returned with his crisp white apron, his black leather belt with all 
manner of bright fancy gadgets hanging from it, and his trolley.  
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‘Well Sir?’. 
‘We will have number 983 from bin 24’, I sang, out of tune of course. It was a Chilean 
Cabernet Sauvignon at 28 dollars.  The most I had paid for a bottle of wine in a long 
time. 
‘Very well’, he sniffed, looking down at me from what seemed a very great height. The 
exchange thereafter continued when the mighty one returned again with number 983. He 
went into a very elegant but also very elongated routine of slowly removing the cork 
with one of his bright fancy gadgets, carefully wiping the top of the bottle with a clean 
white cloth and then placing the cork against both of his nostrils as if to take in the 
Chilean air. What happened next totally flabergasted me: without acknowledging my 
right to try, this Prima Donna of the cellar poured a little of the wine into his own special 
glass and took a sip. OF MY WINE! AT 28 DOLLARS A BOTTLE! 
After a moments pause, he ultimately remembered my presence, looked down at me 
again from that very great height again and spoke: 
‘I like this wine. You have chosen well Sir’. 
I felt like saying: ‘Look buddy, I don’t care if you are John Paul the third or the thirty 
third. JUST POUR THE FUCKING FINE WILL YA’.  But I didn’t, I was in the 
company of many yacht owners, you see. Now, having mentioned this situation, I have 
to say that the wine, the meal and the subsequent cabaret at the Hotel Nacional were all 
absolutely exceptional. 
 
I mentioned that Ava Gardner had visited Hemingway on Cuba. The reason I became 
interested in this piece of tittle tattle was that one of the books that I had taken on 
holiday with me was  ‘Mr.S. – The Last Word on Frank Sinatra’, a tabloid style ‘kiss ‘n’ 
tell’ book co-written by George Jacobs, Big Frank’s valet and confidant for the  15 years 
between 1953 and 1968.  The book was rampant with stories of Frank and Ava and 
indeed became the best book to read when we arrived at the beach resort of Varadero, 
which took up the second part of our holiday on Cuba. Gone were the hustle and bus tle 
days of Havana, all we had to do now was choose the right factor of sun cream to ease 
the pain of our idleness, and read.  
 
Whilst the ‘Frank’ book was an easy going  read on the beach, another book that I had 
with me got me into some difficulty. I had promised my travelling companion that this 
was going to be a ‘Bob–free’ holiday but, part way through the break, on Thursday 10th 
July to be exact, I received a text message from our daughter as follows:   
‘Hi! Hope u r havin a good day. There’s going 2 b an item on C4 news bout Dylan’s 
lyrics & confessions of a Yacuza – weird eh? I will video 4 u. x x x.’  
 
The ‘weird’ reference was that, previously knowing of the connection between ‘Love 
and Theft’ and ‘Confessions of a Yakuza’, I had persuaded my daughter to buy this little 
book for me as a birthday present, as the first day of my holiday just happened to fall on 
my birthday. I had accordingly smuggled this ‘Bob- item’ into the luggage and was a 
good way through reading it when I received my daughters text. Weird eh? 
 
The connection between ‘Love and Theft’ and  ‘Confessions of a Yakuza’, was first 
spotted by a guy called Chris Johnson who is an English teacher living in Japan. 
Following the recognition of similarities in certain lines of the songs on the album and 
the book, Chris made the following posting on the internet: 
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Textual sources to the "Love and Theft" songs 
Submitted by Chris Johnson  
Here are some phrases that Dylan apparently lifted from the English translation of 
Junichi Saga's Confessions of a Yakuza (translated by John Bester) and used on Love 
and Theft:  

Original "Love and Theft" 

My old man would sit there like a feudal lord 
(6)  

"My old man, he's like some feudal lord, Got 
more lives than a cat" (Floater) 

"If it bothers you so much," she'd say, " why 
don't you just shove off?" (9)  

Juliet said back to Romeo, "Why don't you 
just shove off if it bothers you so much." 
(Floater) 

My mother...was the daughter of a wealthy 
farmer...(she) died when I was eleven...my 
father was a travelling salesman...I never met 
him. (my uncle) was a nice man, I won't forget 
him...After my mother died, I decided it'd be 
best to go and try my luck there. (57-58)  

My mother was a daughter of a wealthy 
farmer, / My father was a travellin' salesman, I 
never met him. / When my mother died, my 
uncle took me and he ran a funeral parlor. / He 
did a lot of nice things for me and I won't 
forget him. (Po' Boy)  

"Break the roof in!" ...splashed kerosene over 
the floor and led a fuse from it outside (63)  

I’m leavin’ in the mornin’ just as soon as the 
dark clouds lift, / Gonn' break in the roof, set 
fire to the place as a parting gift (Summer 
Days) 

I won't come anymore if it bothers you (139)  Some things are too terrible to be true, / I 
won't come here no more if it bothers you. 
(Honest With Me) 

"D'you think I could call myself a yakuza if I 
couldn't stand up to some old businessman?" 
(141) 

What good are you anyway if you can’t stand 
up to some old businessman. (Summer Days) 

...some kind of trouble that put him on bad 
terms with the younger men... it's up to him 
whether a session comes alive or falls 
flat...even kicking him out wasn't as easy as 
that... I decided to wait a while and see how it 
worked out... age doesn't matter...Age by itself 
just doesn't carry any weight. (155)  

Well, the old men 'round here sometimes they 
get on  
bad terms with the younger men, 
Old, young - age don't carry weight 
It doesn't matter in the end (Floater)  
Things come alive or they fall flat. (Floater) 
Not always easy kicking someone out, 
Got to wait awhile, it can be an unpleasant 
task. (Floater) 

I'm not as cool or forgiving as I might have 
sounded (158)  

I'm not quite as cool or forgiving as I sound, 
I've seen enough heartache and strife 
(Floater) 

Tears or not, though, that was too much to ask 
(182)  

Sometimes somebody wants you to give 
something up.And, tears or not, it's too much 
to ask (Floater) 
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Just because she was in the same house didn't 
mean we were living together as man and 
wife...I don't know how it looked to other 
people, but I never even slept with her--not 
once. (208)  

Samantha Brown lived in my house for about 
four or five months. / Don't know how it 
looked to other people, I never slept with her 
even once. (Lonesome Day Blues) 

They were big, those trees--a good four feet 
across the trunk. (241) 

There's a new grove of trees on the outskirts 
of town 
The old one - long gone. 
Timber, two foot six across, 
Burns with the bark still on. (Floater) 

There was nothing sentimental about him-- it 
didn't bother him at all that some of his pals 
had been killed. (243)  

My captain he's decorated, he's well-schooled 
and he's skilled, / He's not sentimental, it don't 
bother him at all how many of his pals have 
been killed (Lonesome Day Blues) 

 
‘Well, there you have it! It's a fascinating read in it's own right, and obviously Dylan 
liked it. What more recommendation could you possibly need?! It's available quite cheap 
in paperback from amazon.  
Cheers! Chris Johnson Kitakyushu, Japan’ 
 
I was intrigued sufficiently to request a copy of the book and, sure enough, I found the 
textual references pointed out by Chris. True to her word, my daughter videod the C4 
news item which lasted for less than a minute and in which the rock critic Charles Shaar 
Murray made the following observation:  
 
‘I don’t think you really can call what Dylan’s done here with the song ‘Floater’ 
plagiarism. It’s quite a long song, it tells a story. There are a few lines in it in which 
paraphrases of the lines from the Yakuza novel have been embedded but it’s not as if the 
song could not have existed without those lines.’ 
 
So, what’s it all about Bobby? Well, as you may have guessed, I have my own theory 
but that will have to wait until the conclusion of my ‘Visions of Johanna’ exploration, 
the penultimate episode of which will appear in the next Freewheelin'. Did I really say 
‘penultimate’? 
 
In the meantime, it’s back to Cuba. At the end of our fantastic holiday CNN reported 
that another tropical storm, (perhaps hurricane) was heading our way. It was called 
‘Erica’. Now this time it didn’t take me too long to remember the Dylan line with the 
name ‘Erica’ in it….although  I may have got the surname……wrong!  
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