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This month’s cover could be the ultimate statement on the
art of minimalism. Or, as Chris Cooper suggests, it could
be a picture of Dylan in a snowstorm. Actually it’s neither
of these. In fact, this month’s cover is meant to be a
visual representation of silence which I suppose is quite
natural when you consider that the journal itself concerns
the comings and goings of an artist who makes a lot of
noise.
Before you accuse me of being a pretentious git let me
plead for your sympathy and say that it wasn’t meant to be
this way. I had planned a festive cover with bangles,
baubles, beads and lots of angles. But then one foggy
November eve some malicious spam spreader cast his spell my
way and sent me an email, purporting to be from Paypal,
inviting me to open an attachment. Dutifully, ignorantly
and very stupidly I opened the attachment whereupon some
worm leapfrogged my internet security system and crashed my
pc. I tried to boot, boot boot the machine into life which
only made matters worse. So I was left with no hardware, no
software, no email facility and, worst of all, no access to
Expecting Rain. Total silence on all fronts.
I am now waiting for Santa Baby to hurry down the chimney
with a brand new pc packed tight with some massive gigs and
other things. Yet all I really wanna do is plug in a
machine that works. So that I can hear that Windows jingle.
So that Bob can come through those little speakers.
Sleigh bells ring. Are you listening? Can you feel the
noize? I can’t and I can’t I’m afraid.
Never mind, next month I should be back to full colour. And
in the meantime, hey, its Christmas. ‘Tis the season to be
jolly. So it’s not just OK. Its…all white!
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By Mark Carter
This month we’ll wrap up the reviews for the 2002 Fall tour of America and then look at
the first batch of “Live 1975” reviews, of which there are many. Onwards then, ever
onwards.
We’ll begin with the first Madison Square concert and the usually reliable Dan Aquilante
of the New York Post. This time around, however, he has no words of comfort for us
Dylan fans, calling the show a mistake, claiming that the numerous covers were
unsuitable for such a prestigious venue and bemoaning the fact that it was far from a sellout. Even the revamped It’s Alright Ma – a breath of fresh air to my ears – is dismissed as
“a disservice to the original”.
The New York Daily News’ David Hinckley had no such problems at the same venue on
the same night. He reckoned that the cover of Mutineer was the highlight of the evening
and probably correctly summed up the show with his concluding paragraph; “…For
reasons having nothing to do with Dylan or his performance, this show didn’t have the
crackle of the one he gave here last Novemeber in the shadow of 9/11. It was no less a
showcase of the art of fine song.” Jay Lustig of the New Jersey Star-Ledger also enjoyed
the gig and was the only critic to comment on the live debut of Yea! Heavy And A Bottle
Of Bread.
The Boston Herald’s Brett Milano was fairly impressed with the FleetCenter show:
“…(It) offered roughly equal portions of Dylan’s perversity and his enduring brilliance”.
Though he was pleased that the Newport wig had been left in Dylan’s suitcase.
The Hartford Courant’s Eric Danton found the Hartford Civic Center show to be
similarly up and down in terms of quality, with a “dire” Things Have Changed
presumably being one of the downs. Still, the band “more than redeemed any vocal
difficulties” and the encore of ancient chestnuts went down well in the Danton camp.

4

Tom Moon of the Philadelphia Inquirer was more than happy with the First Union
Center show, especially Bob’s version of the End Of Innocence, during which “Dylan
teased out the details of the narrative that Henley glossed over, and he brought all the
adult woe he could muster to the choruses. “If Moon had one complaint it was that Bob
dropped his cover of Old Man from the set for that night.
The Rhode Island Ryan Center gig was equally favourably received by the Newport
Daily News’ James Gillis, who felt that it was even better than Dylan’s performance at
the Newport Folk Festival back in August (not that that’s saying much). He laughs at
those people who consider Dylan’s refusal to talk to his audience as contempt for those
poor paying customers; “….Dylan’s rocking these days with the energy of a guy 30
years younger, trotting an incendiary band across the globe night after night. If that’s
contempt, find him guilty.”
Al Choman of The Citizen’s Voice was amongst the 3,500 at the First Union Arena show
and was ecstatic with what he saw; “…If you haven’t logged this musical pilgrimage in
your diary yet, Dylan is someone you must see. This version of Rolling Bob’s Revue now
makes it more important than ever..The Bob Dylan that showed up Thursday evening was
great. Truly great!”
The final concert of the tour in Virginia’ Patriot Center was greeted with satisfaction by
the Washington Post’s Dave McKenna (“He didn’t talk much, but it sure looked and
sounded as though he was enjoying his work”) and indifference by the National Reviews
Michael Long, who, at best, found it “good” and, at worst, mourned the sight of Dylan
merely going through the motions. “Much of the time, “ he elaborates, “Bob Dylan and
his musicians sounded like a prom band: tight and adequate, but just slugging through it
one more time for yet another bunch of kids.”
And there, on that downbeat note we must leave the tour and instead concentrate on an
officially released document of a year and a tour when Dylan was uniformly great and,
however good the late 2002 shows were, knocked anything he has done over the past
20-odd years into the proverbial cocked hat. Yes folks, it’s time to peruse the “Live
1975” reviews and let’s see if anyone has the gall to criticise it, shall we?
Beginning with the UK press, a three-star review in the Sunday Times rightly puts the
Revue up there with the “wild mercury sound” of 1966 and the Observers Kitty Empire
succinctly summed it up as “mighty”. The Daily Mirrors Gavin Martin awarded it four
stars and concluded that, “with Bob hollering like a possessed pub singer and the band
at full tilt the results are sometimes macabre, always uninhibited and often thrilling.”
A traditionally stroppy Ian Anderson of Folk Roots reluctantly sang it’s praises, though
couldn’t resist saying that it would have been better if it was pruned down to a single disc
and that, “Since Dylan doesn’t make records like this anymore, Live 1975 is a welcome
present for nostalgists.” Tosser.
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Q’s John Harris delivered a four star review, again claiming that Dylan’s mid-70’s were
every bit as important and impressive as his mid-60’’s and declaring that Dylan’s vocals
and Rolling Thunder band “creates a molten, gloriously loose sound that pumps new
magic into even the hoariest songs.”
By far the best review (that is “best” as if for all the wrong reasons) appeared in Classic
Rock by Mick Wall. Usually reserving praise for Def Leppard and Motorhead, Wall
dishes out five stars and then begins to relate his recollections of when he owned the
vinyl version back in 1976. He is puzzled as to what has happened to the versions of I
Threw It All Away and You’re A Big Girl Now that he remembers so well and - this is
where it gets really good – also wonders where the electric version of Tangled Up In
Blue has got to. Now, given that Dylan did play an electric Tangled Up In Blue at a
couple of the 1976 gigs, I could say that Wall is/was a pretty staunch Dylan fan and is
getting a little confused but, in view of what I’ve just written, I shall refrain from being
that generous. I think this is the first time I’ve seen such a glowing review of entirely the
wrong album.
And now onto the American reviews, where at least everyone seems to know what year
they’re talking about (It’s called “Live 1975” – the clue is in the title). David Browne of
Entertainment Weekly is probably unique in finding the Rolling Thunder Revue “the
beginning of a dark, unpleasant phase of Dylan’s career that would engulf his next
decade. “ Despite awarding the album a “B” rating, Browne is also at pains to point out
that this is the “least essential of the “Bootleg Series” albums”.
Kmsb.com’s Thor Christensen was considerably more upbeat, giving it an A-Minus
rating and exclaiming; “…Live 1975 sets the time machine back to one of his strongest
concert eras – both musically and vocally. Hearing him in a clear voice swagger angrily
through A Hard Rains A-Gonna Fall and Lonesome Death Of Hattie Carroll makes you
yearn for the days before he disintegrated in wheezy Mr. Mumbles.”
Arya Imig of crazewire.com earns my respect straight away by stating that Live 1975 is
far superior to recent live albums by Eric Clapton and Paul McCartney and concludes, a
few hundred words later with; “Lightning has been captured in a bottle. Live 1975 is a
wonderful document of amazing music.” Similarly, Ben Wener of the Orange County
Register also reckoned it towered head and shoulders above other recent live releases:
“…Back in 1975 it was as if he were rewriting history, proving that his protest chestnuts
and surreal set pieces could fit any modern interpretation.”
The Buffalo News’ Jeff Simon handed out another four-star review and summed up,
“…No passionate music-loving home should be without this three-disc set.”
Popmatters.cam’s Ronnie D. Lankford Jr reckoned that the music represented here is as
good as any live music Dylan has ever produced and that, though his last studio album
was good, this is his best release since “Live 1966”.
The Phoenix New Times’ Jeff Hinkle places the 1975 Rolling Thunder Revue as Dylan’s
last great gasp; “…After the Northeast shows, the tours got bigger, but not the myth. A

6

few years later, Dylan found Jesus, and nothing has been the same since. Rolling thunder
marked perhaps the last real surprise in a career that was once full of them. “ Meanwhile,
our old mate Ed Bumgardner, reviewing for journalnow.com, had nothing but praise,
“…The 1975 tour of the Rolling Thunder revue was one of those flashes of spontaneous
combustion that make rock ‘n’ roll so special. How lucky that this marvelous set exists to
share these moments with those of us not lucky enough to savour the fun the first time
around.
City Pages.com’s Michaelangelo Matos spends much of his prissy review arguing about
whether Dylan and Baez could actually be truthfully described as “singing together” or
“harmonizing”, while the New York Observer’s entranced David Means enthusiastically
concludes; “…Mr. Dylan has released a masterwork. It’s like one of those Hubbell
photographs of deep space nebulas: light arriving after 9,000 years, unmarred by all that
distance. And wonderously beautiful.”
Briefly on to other matters. Dana Bartholomew of the Los Angeles Daily News
interviewed Mickey Jones to celebrate the release of his 1966 home movies: “…Boy, I
tell you what, when I slammed that snare drum to kick off Tell Me Mama, the place went
crazy. It was a reckoning – there was such fury, anger. And now we consider it the
greatest rock ‘n’ roll tour in history.
Neil Corcoran’s Do You Mr Jones? Book was favourably received by none less than
Andrew Motion in UK’s Play magazine; “…No one could end this book without
thinking (even) better of Dylan. Well done, Mister Jones.” And The Times’ James Eve
enjoyed Larry Sloman’s reprinted On The Road With Bob Dylan; “….Sloman was lucky
– and cunning – enough to cosy up to the stars and in doing so get as close to Dylan as
anyone in print has ever been.”

Phew, reviewing Bob Dylan reviews – it’s a Goddamn impossible way of life. But I’ll be
back to do it all again next month.

In the meantime, thanks to GRAHAM A and GRAHAM W for keeping it going this
month. Now, let’s all burst into an all star finale of I Shall Be released.
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Magnetic Movements-On-Line by Chris Cooper
Hello and welcome to the new shaped Magnetic Movements, streamlined and fitter
Changes required for the on-line service. I did not want there to be two slightly different
versions of this material. I now assist the on line site run by Vygi which can be viewed
here http://dvdylan.com Vygi keeps a full list of available DVDs there and the site is
becoming quite versatile so check it out.
As you can expect the video tapers were out in force at the recent excellent Euro shows
so I have decide to give this first revamped issue over to some of them. There are other
things in worthy of inclusion but so as to kepp things running each month items that
have NOT been reviewed in detail will be listed here and reviewed next time. We don’t
want to get bogged down with this, particularly if there is a run of things waiting, so I
will endeavour to clear the list each following month. That is, everything listed here will
be reviewed next time.
SO;
Waiting in the wings is:New York, Hammerstein shows All three days August 12, 13 & 20th 2003
Milan April 20, 2002
Munster Oct 1, 2000
So putting that to one side lets look at some things from this year..
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He’s usually waist up full screen
8
Hi Fi Stereo VG
8
Very good- excellent
7
Occasionally people walking by
8
Excellent
Stage left Looking down 50% angle over his
shoulder

15-11-03
WEMBLEY ARENA
84.00
Maggies Farm/Its All over Now Baby Blue / Cry Awhile /Desolation Row / Its Alright Ma/Boots Of
Spanish Leather / Tweedle Dum & Tweedle Dee/ Mr Tambourine Man /Things Have Changed / Highway
61 Revisited/ Every Grain Of Sand/ Honest With Me/ Hattie Carroll / Summer Days (e)
Shot from the left we get to see Bob mostly in profile, Nice film to watch, seems very bright colours too.
Picture breaks up at the end, due I believe to a technical fault. Nice sound also. Bob is sweating profusely
here but still delivers a blistering performance, just try an keep up with Highway 61 for example.
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6
He’s usually waist up full screen
8
Hi Fi Stereo VG
8
Very Good-Excellent
9
None
8
Excellent
Stage Right Looking down 20% angle

Hallam Fm Arena SHEFFIELD
115.00
20-11-03
Maggies Farm/ Its All Over Now Baby Blue/ Cry Awhile/ Desolation Row / Its Alright Ma/ Girl Of The
North Country/ Tweedle Dum & Tweedle Dee/ Man In The Long Black Coat / Stuck Inside Of Mobile /
Highway 61 Revisited (s)/ Every Grain Of Sand /Honest With Me/ Hattie Carroll/ Summer Days// Cats In
The Well/ Like A Rolling Stone/ All Along The Watchtower
Of course a lot has happened since the last show. The taper is on the far right now which produces the
effect that Bob seems to be looking straight at you. Something I find a bit disturbing actually. However this
is a cracking film. Very steady and clear, though it doesn’t pan to other people very often.To my ear
Dylan’s voice is a bit croaky at the start but this clears up. There are noticeably more slower songs this
night, so if you want the ballads and little rock this is the one for you.
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He’s usually waist up full screen
8
Hi Fi Stereo VG
8
Very Good-Excellent when its sorted
9
None after first few songs
8
Excellent
Extreme Stage Right Looking down 40% angle

21-11-03
NEC BIRMINGHAM
80.00
Can’t Wait (s)/ Boots Of Spanish Leather / Cold Irons Bound / Hattie Carroll/ Honest With Me / Every
Grain Of Sand/ Summer Days //Cats In The Well / Like A Rolling Stone / All Along The Watchtower
Wish I could tell you the full story as to why this is only half the show. But this has be shot extreme right
literally level with the stage, Dylan looking straight at you with the band in profile, its obviously waaaaay
back, and whilst it zooms in fairly close the result is a bit grainy. The sound whilst clear is a bit echoey
too. If you were there you may want this, otherwise, pass.
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He’s usually waist up full screen
8
Hi Fi Stereo VG
8
Very Good-Excellent
9
None
8
Excellent
Stage Right Looking down 40% angle

23-11-03
Empire, SHEPHERDS BUSH, LONDON
118.00
Cold Irons Bound/ Quinn The Eskimo/ Down Along The Cove/ It Takes A Lot To Laugh/ Just Like Tom
Thumbs Blues/ Most Likely You’ll Go Your Way/ Million Miles (s)/ Tough Mama/ Under The Red Sky/
Positively Fourth Street/ Dear Landlord/ Tombstone Blues/ Jokerman/ Silvio // Tweedle Dum & Tweedle
Dee/ Like A Rolling Stone / All Along The Watchtower
This has to be the biggest surprise of the year. Amazing set list coupled with a super return to form for Bob.
Its mostly clear and steady, if a bit darker than the rest. Sound very good. You gotta find this one, if only to
watch Bob smiling during “Cove” and the gasp of amazement he gets from the crowd when they recognize
“Landlord” and “Jokerman”.
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Usually better than waist up full screen
8
Hi Fi Stereo VG
6
Very unsteady till Durango
7
None
8
Excellent
Stage left Looking down 45% angle

24-11-03
Apollo, HAMMERSMITH, LONDON
25.00
Drifters Escape/ You Ain’t Goin’ Nowhere/ Cry Awhile/ Girl Of The North Country/ Romance In
Durango /Dear Landlord (f)
No mystery as to what happens here, as you can hear the poor guy get caught by security. The first few
tracks are a waste as people seem to be constantly getting up and going past the taper. Someone even asks
for a copy after Eskimo! But by some freak occurrence everything falls in place for a great recording of
“Romance In Durango” if no better versions shows you have to get this track, history before your eyes,
captured well.
D
A
S
H
F
I

6
He’s usually waist up full screen
8
Hi Fi Stereo VG
8
Very Good-Excellent
9
balcony at bottom of screen at times
8
Excellent
Stage Right Looking down 45% angle

25-11-03
The Academy, BRIXTON, LONDON
118.00
Wicked Messenger/ Yeah Heavy And A Bottle Of Bread/ Tweedle Dum & Tweedle Dee/ Blind Willie
McTell/ Tangled Up In Blue/ Million Miles/ Boots Of Spanish Leather /Highway 61 Revisited/ Love Sick
(s) / Jokerman/ Hard Rain / Honest With Me/ Hattie Caroll/ Summer Days / Cats In The Well / Like A
Rolling Stone / All Along The Watchtower
I thought the final night was the best of these last 3, though that’s a bit like asking you to choose your
favourite painting. This nice clear bright and mostly steady film bears that out. At times the balcony
obscures the bottom part of the screen, and again the taper concentrates on Bob. But see the concentration
in “Hard Rain” and the smile after “Tangled” and the wink to the crowd in the balcony at the end of “Like
A Rolling Stone”. An the thumbs up at the end of the show. Did I Tell you I like this one?

That’s all for this month plenty of new things to watch but please don’t be afraid to tell me of any that I
have missed. It would be nice to make these listing complete and that of course is only possible with your
help.
So.

Till Next Time
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The Whole Wide World is watching
The best of the web by Martin Stein
(With thanks to Expecting Rain)

And so, after an all-too-brief Winterlude, we’re back with more info and updates. Of
course, news is always old.

1. It's Halloween - On 9th March 2004 Sony will issue the sixth title in its Bob Dylan
bootleg series, the two-disc Bob Dylan Live 1964 — Concert at Philharmonic Hall.

2. Not Far From The Coast of Barcelona - Bob will be performing in July 2004
at Poble Espanyol

3. The Classic Interview - The Weberman Tapes CD will be available for order
via the Isis website in late January 2004. The infamous 1971 A.J. Weberman interview
with Dylan comes complete with a 16-page illustrated booklet including a front cover
picture by Elliott Landy. Weberman has written an introduction especially for the CD
and there are extensive sleeve notes written by Derek Barker.

4. Seven Days - A Bob Dylan 2004 calendar is now available from Cowboy Angel at
http://www5.domaindlxcom/cowbovangel

5. I’ll Know My Song Well - A Bob Dylan Song Index has been compiled by David
McMillan and can be found at http://www.bobdvlansongindex.utvinternetcom

6. Collector's Items - According to the Observer newspaper the rarest record in the
world is the original The Freewheelin’ Bob Dylan LP that has the original tracks listed on
the sleeve, the labels and the record Copies are worth approximately £17,000-£22,000.
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Also Sony have announced that their Custom Mix CD service is no longer available. If
you ordered one too, keep it with mine.

7. Alias Bob Dylan Revisited by Stephen Scobie. Red Deer Press, 2003.
This is a new, revised, updated, and greatly expanded edition of Scobie’s 1991 volume
Alias Bob Dylan. It provides a critical overview of Dylan's entire career, up to and
including "Love and Theft." More than simply an update of the first edition, it is a
complete rewriting and rethinking of the earlier volume (at 350 pages, it is twice the
length of the original edition).

8. A SimpleTwistof Fate Bob Dylan And The Making Of Blood On The
Tracks by Andy Gill and Kevin Odegard. (Available 29th January 2004,256 pages,
£16.99 Hardback ISBN: 0-306-81231-2).
In 1974 Bob Dylan wrote, recorded, reconsidered, and then re-recorded Blood on the
Tracks, and to this day, no one who hears it can avoid being blown away by its emotional
power. Commonly referred to as "the greatest break-up album of all time," it was written
as Dylan's own twelve-year marriage began to painfully unravel. Songs like "Tangled Up
in Blue," "Idiot Wind," and "Shelter from the Storm" have become the template for
multidimensional, adult songs of love, longing, and loss. Yet the full story behind the
creation of this album has never been told. The authors have drawn upon first-hand
information and interviews with the musicians, producers, industry insiders, as well as
Dylan's friends, associates, and relatives. A Simple Twist of Fate is an engaging
chronicle of how one artist transformed his personal pain and confusion into great art.
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Isis - Part IX
1229 words on

Isis and the Wanderers by Trade
By Patrick Webster
To continue: in one of Dylan's other songs with a Western theme, ‘Wanted Man’ (1969),
the male subject is wanted in a good proportion of the cities and states of America: in
California, in Kansas City, in Colorado and even Georgia by the sea.1 However, whether
he is wanted in the cliched Western sense of being an outlaw is open to interpretation.
The wanted man is also wanted by a collection of women, by Lucy Watson and Jeannie
Brown and Nellie Johnston, and there is the idea that the man is an outlaw as much from
a female domain as he is from the law and from the state.
In ‘Billy’ (1973), the repeated line, ‘Billy, they don't want you to be so free ...’2 raises an
analogous proposition. To whom is the line in the song referring - to the lawmen and the
bounty hunters on Billy the Kid’s trail, or to the women who would lay claims to his
‘spirit’ and his ‘soul?’ Billy the Kid may be ‘figuring a way to get back home’ but it is
questionable if he is able to define where or what that home might be. ‘Billy and you’re
walking all alone ...’ Dylan sings, bringing us back to the beginning, to the issue
discussed at the beginning of this series of essays, to the image of a man walking down a
road alone, as if there were something essentially masculine about the desire for such a
solitary existence.3
This road, when taken to its logical conclusion, leads to just one destination. In ‘Let Me
Die in My Footsteps’ (1963), the male narrator has a resolute determination to keep on
walking, if necessary to die in his footsteps. In other words, if he is to die, he will die on
the road, he will not, as Dylan’s supposed namesake put it, go gentle into that good night.
‘Let Me Die in my Footsteps’ was written at the time of the 1962 Cuban Missile Crisis;
and, in another song written at the same time and on a similar theme: ‘A Hard Rain's A
Gonna Fall’ (1963), the same idea was more famously expressed. The song began with a
maternal voice asking:

Oh, where have you been, my blue-eyed son?
Oh, where have you been, my darling young one?4
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To which the blue-eyed son replies:
I’ve stumbled on the side of twelve misty mountains,
I’ve walked and I've crawled on six crooked highways,
I’ve stepped in the middle of seven sad forests,
I’ve been out in front of a dozen dead oceans,
I’ve been ten thousand miles in the mouth of a graveyard ...

Even under the threat of total annihilation, what one might interpret as the threat of a
nuclear holocaust, the blue-eyed son will keep on walking. This sense of a near deathwish is expressed even more explicitly in ‘Goin’ Goin’ Gone’ (1974), wherein the
narrator closed the song by claiming:

I been walkin’ the road,
I been livin’ on the edge
Now, I've just got to go
Before I get to the ledge.
So I’m going,
I’m just going,
I’m gone.5
Similarly, in ‘I and I’ (1983), the male protagonist finds he is pushing himself along the
road, ‘the darkest part,’ a phrase recalling the dark side of the road in ‘Don't Think Twice,
It's Alright’, a phrase that suggests, far from the latter song’s spirited claim of: ‘Where
I’m bound I can’t tell,’ that these men know where they are going; they know where they
are ultimately bound.6 The heroes of these songs, like the archetypal Western hero, end
up walking away from civilisation, walking into the wilderness, walking on into an
‘infinite America,’ walking on towards the horizon, walking towards the sunset, walking
towards a ‘dying star,’. They are relentlessly, going west, and to go west, as Jane
Tompkins puts it, is to go as far west as you can, to go ‘west of everything,’ is to die.7
But, as Michael Wood puts it, ‘they live happily ever after - as long as they keep
walking,’8 or to paraphrase Dylan, as long as they refrain from stopping.
One might assert again that this compulsion to take to the road is gender related, and,
furthermore, one could argue that such an idea could be perceived as suggesting
something of the underlying structure of masculinity as expressed in Dylan's work, a
structure, I would argue, that is constructed around a wholly assumed artifice.
It may seem that there is no logical reason why these men feel compelled to do this, that
the men in these songs feel compelled to travel for no other reason than that they feel the
need to travel. In the 1950s film, The Wild One, a girl asks Marion Brando’s character,
Johnny, ‘Where are you going when you leave here?’ To which Brando’s character
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laconically replies, ‘We just go.’ Likewise, in Kerouac’s On the Road the following
extract expresses a similarly nihilistic notion:
‘Sal, we gotta go and never stop going till we get there.’
‘Where are we going, man?’
‘I don't know, but we gotta go.’9

However, it would seem to me, within the argument I am putting forward, that this
seemingly nihilistic notion has, in fact, a rational and logically constructed foundation.
Thus whilst the men in many of Dylan's songs appear to ‘just go,’ whilst it appears their
primary impulse is to ‘get away,’ I would argue against this and suggest a logical reason
is discernible. The men in the narratives of Dylan's songs may seem to be ‘wanderers by
trade’10 to have ‘no direction home,’11 to be continually ‘heading for another joint.’12
However, I would argue that they are acting out the concept of gender as a performative
construct. These ‘wanderers by trade,’ within the discourse of Bob Dylan’s songs, are in
fact acting out a role that defines their construct of masculinity, acting out a role that
makes them men.
This concludes my reading of ‘Isis,’ however, in the next and final instalment I wish to
draw together some conclusions - to offer the big idea as to what all of this tells us - both
within Dylan's work and beyond it.

1

Lyrics, p. 279.
Lyrics, p. 335.
3
This idea continues as a theme later in Dylan’s work, one of Dylan's most interesting
songs of the 1980s, ‘New Danville Girl’ (1985) - later redrafted and released as
‘Brownsville Girl’ (1986) - was a large, sprawling cinematic Western that opened with a
man riding alone across the desert.
4
Lyrics, p. 79.
5
Lyrics, p. 342.
6
It is perhaps significant that Dylan opened his famous ‘comeback’ tour of 1974 with a
summation of this idea. Dylan began the first concert of the tour (his return to the road
after eight years respite, the only period in Dylan’s professional life when he has not been
‘on the road,’) with a rewrite of the obscure song, ‘Hero Blues’ (1964). The redrafted
version of the song opened with a line that seems particularly pertinent: ‘One foot on the
highway, one foot in the grave.'
7
Paraphrased from Tompkins, p.24.
8
Wood, p. 42.
9
JackKerouac, On the Road (New York: N.A.L., 1957), p. 196.
10
‘One More Cup of Coffee,’ Lyrics, p. 381.
11
‘Like a Rolling Stone,’ Lyrics, p. 191.
12
‘Tangled Up In Blue,’ Lyrics, p. 358.
2
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Was it What You Wanted?

by Jim Gillan

The last issue of Freewheelin’ I mean. The one without my usual stream of unconscious
nonsense. Well, however you might feel, even if it’s only indifference, you can’t change
the past, but you can reinterpret it. As it happens, I simply forgot to put fingers to
keyboard in time to meet the Spoke’s dudline. But others might see it differently. Or
not, as there was bugger all to see. But abnormal surplus has now resumed.
So how does this grab you? It’s from an exchange of email correspondence I stumbled
across on a web site devoted to Gillian Welch, the topic being generated by a query about
her religious beliefs. This poor woman attracts almost as much speculation as Bob, so no
surprises that there was LOTS of scribblings, a couple of which are reproduced below.
And of course Dylan gets mentioned. Here’s one :-

What if you hear a recording (or performance, or read the lyrics) of a song
without knowing who the artist is? Does the song not affect you until you
someday find out who the artist is and what his/her beliefs are?
Postmodern notions about texts having lives independent of their creators
are very much logically grounded. Many texts from antiquity for which we
have no authorial information have survived. Should we dismiss them? Can
we? If an artist makes an interpretive statement about his/her creation, can
we consider it authoritative? Honest? Can we take it at face value? Can we
even be sure that it is poetically true? Many artists change their minds, are
verbally inarticulate, are afraid of what people might think, are playful, etc.
Dylan's statements about his own biography and music, as well as about his
religious beliefs, have, far from clarifying his art and beliefs (unless, for
some individual readers, they have clarified things), spawned countless
ongoing debates.
I also think it is very, very difficult to know whether someone is truly a
"believer." Should we judge them by their words or by their actions? What
does it mean to be a believer? Can we even agree on that? If you don't act
according to what you think you believe or profess you believe, then do you
really believe it?
Lastly, I don't think it's exclusively post-modern to create a work of art
that explores beliefs different than one's own. To use the time-worn
example of Shakespeare, he created characters that had beliefs of all kinds
that pretty much covered the entire spectrum of beliefs and circumstances.
Are we to believe that Shakespeare himself believed in all of them (if that
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is even possible)? One of the ancient Greek (or Roman, I forget)
philosophers made the statement, "No thought is alien to me."
Art is created with the imagination, and our imaginations are able to place us
in any circumstance, to contemplate any idea or feeling. Therefore, an artist
can imagine himself to be anyone, and can create from any point of view. To
say that a text is only valid if it's author's personal beliefs are in line with
his/her text's is to denigrate the imaginative faculty, to claim that "reality"
is somehow separate from and superior to "art." This is also a time-worn
argument (see Plato). Make it if you like, but I personally find it to be like
trying to limit the infinite (ie futile).
This is not to say that an artist's statement (or statements about the
artist's life) might not have an affect on the reader/listener. But this
effect is merely a process in the larger play of the text. All of these
discussions are competing voices, voices sometimes competing with the
"original" text. Our impressions of a text are constantly being re-shaped,
our relationship to it re-framed. There are voices in the debate that are
more or less persuasive, but no voice is Authoritative with a capital A, not
even the artist's. That's the post-modern line.
And another :-

I think authorial intention is a legitimate consideration when understanding
an artist’s work. It’s the artistic triangle: artist, work, and receiver. All art
is autobiographical to some degree, even if it’s fictional, because the work is
an extension of the person (maybe this idea resonates more with Christians
because if you perceive God’s authorial hand in creation, you would expect
the same from the “creations” of his creatures).
Speaking of Dylan, doesn’t just about everyone find Blood on the Tracks a
more poignant record for being written after a very painful divorce? Hasn’t
Gillian admitted that Soul Journey is a record where she “transparently
sings about her own personal experiences”? Is this a dull and unimaginative
record?
Naturally(?) this got me to thinking(??) that it’s got to be much simpler that all
that. Brace yourselves, I have landed on a Truth…(???)
Faith is like underwear, in that it is something that many folks take for granted, perhaps
regard as essential, simply assume that it has to be there and cloak themselves in it just in
case the unexpected and unwelcome happens. Stick with me, there is a point to this. I
hope.
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Faith, like underwear, comes in lots of different labels, though arguably all of them do
substantially the same thing, which is offer support, provide some control and act as
something of a safety net. And the parallels have barely begun! Try this: Faith, like the
underwear that might be found on any one shop may appear undifferentiated, but the
wearer soon customises it. To explain: Faith gets interpreted to suit the conscience of the
individual (if this is done by clerics it’s called theology, if by the laity it’s called heresy),
whilst underwear is inevitably stretched and/or tucked to fit where necessary. Both are
equally elastic! And like Faith, underwear needs to be looked after if it is to remain pure
and unsullied.
For some, Faith is as practical as a pair of boxer shorts. For others it’s as uplifting as a
balcony bra. Some may find it as constricting as a fully stiffened corset, or as
uncomfortable as a too tight thong, whilst others find it as comforting as the famous
Playtex eighteen hour girdle (now THAT really takes some believing). But ultimately
it’s an entirely personal matter for the individual, who may of course choose to let one or
maybe others (some folks have more involved social lives than others) in on the secret.
Victoria’s Secret for US readers.
Some will always go for the plain/basic/functional - ie white cotton. Others might seek
out extraordinarily exotic lingerie, the kind that has all sorts of seemingly impractical
(but fun) bits to tighten and twang. Their theological equivalents might well be Primitive
Baptists and Roman Catholics, particular those with a penchant for the old rituals. But
who really knows? As attending services is an imperfect indicator of belief or virtue, in
much the same way that underwear offers little or no clue to occupation. Pole dancers
aside.
But apart from what a lover should know (and the rest of us possibly discover if an
unexpected bus impacts), or hipster jeans hint at, what is up close and personal remains
private. It’s sort of the same as what goes on inside the head of someone during quiet
prayer. Now, I’m about the same size as a bus (and every bit as unreliable), so it’s
perhaps entirely understandable, though maybe less forgivable, that in an earlier
Freewheelin’ I went in to a fair bit of detail on some aspects of the lovely Mary
Catherine’s underwear. Mea culpa, mea culpa, mea maxima culpa. But she does have
great legs and is something of an extrovert, so I may yet qualify for an indulgence of one
sort or another.
Anyway, just as I was losing all sense of direction (or maybe just all sense), I got to
pondering on what sort of undie-grundies Dylan wears under his trousers. WELL WHY
NOT? The poor bugger has been on the receiving end of just about every other sort of
analysis and investigation, so it’s about time it was directed at something sensible. Not
that it needs many clues, because in the light of his tendency to shamble around in what
often looks like cast-offs, plus the significance of his on-going religious epiphany and his
tendency to question everything, it’s obvious that Bob Dylan’s underwear is indisputably
a pair of holy old why-fronts! At least that what I believe. And if you know better, then
tell Howard Sounes.
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CHRIS’S
COLUMN
FW 219
by Chris Cooper
Hi There
Briefest of notes this month.
Time for apologies I guess, why’s Bob looking so glum up here? Could he be
aware of my recent PC troubles (again) that have resulted in my losing all my
pictures from my hard drive, including my cartoon logo?
Maybe
Can’t imagine he is concerned about the recent huge expenses of broken
cameras and problems at shows. (Well that might actually make him smile?)
An certainly shouldn’t be reflecting on the recent tour. Arguably his best in the UK
since at least 1990.
Maybe he’s just being the enigma again?
I think that must be it.
After all, whichever you went to, (you did didn’t you?) you must have seen a lively
Bob. Best for me was Brixton, worst was Birmingham but you probably disagree.
There really is no time for anything in detail here, and next month is Top Ten,
and the month after is the final part of my Renaldo and Clara piece so I may not
get around to doing this better for awhile, and that s a pity. Such a pity. After the
uncertainty of the tour, was Sheffield on or not, to the jaw dropping surprise that
was Shepherds Bush it was a helluva ride, wasn’t it.
I had made up my mind before it started that this was going to be my last full
tour, time, money and to be honest inclination not being what they were. But
after Brixton I am not sure of my resolve on that front now. It is madness to do
‘em all you know. (or is that sweet insanity)
But hey,,,,, which one did you miss that you KNOW you should have seen ?
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NOT BEING THERE
By Richard Lewis
I went to Ireland this summer and had a wonderful, relaxed time without papers, news or
deadlines. In the pub one lunchtime enjoying a glass of draught Guinness I spotted a
picture of Dylan in a discarded copy of the Irish Times. Ironically it was for the gig in
Cork that he subsequently had to cancel. It was the first I knew of the tour so quickly
buying a phone card, (I’m one of those Luddites who refuse to own a mobile phone) I
rang Jim, who told me about the known dates. He said he had already got tickets for
Sheffield, and although he was just about to depart for his own holiday he offered to try
to get me and Jenny a couple.
A few weeks later when we were both back in Yorkshire Jim rang to confirm that he had
got me two tickets. What a player! We met up at a Mary Gauthier concert in Sheffield
and arranged to meet up in Manchester at an Emmylou Harris concert just two days
before the Dylan concert in Sheffield. As we sat enjoying Mary Gauthier in the tiny
Library Theatre (max capacity about 250) with about 75 other enlightened souls I
speculated on how good it would be to see Dylan in similar circumstances.
In the meantime I’d been spending quite a bit of time talking about and listening to music
of all sorts with my youngest son, Peter, who is 19. Peter plays drums in a local band
called Tink who have an interesting sound created by having two girl lead singers and
two guitarists who alternate between lead and rhythm sometimes playing twin lead. They
mostly do their own material written by Andy, one of the guitar players and Susie, one of
the singers. They throw in the odd cover such as a blistering version of Black Sabbath’s
“Paranoid”! Apart from Peter, who still lives at home with us, the rest of the band live in
a flat above a take-away in Bradford. The top floor is also empty so they have that set up
as a rehearsal space. The wonderful advantage of this is that Pete’s drum practice now
takes place 5 miles away and not above my head!
I’ve been with Peter to see Alabama 3, Neil Young and Crazy Horse and The Handsome
Family amongst others. Peter regularly raids my CDs and recently has been playing the
Phil Ochs and Buffalo Springfield Box Sets as well as a couple of Dylan collections –
Greatest Hits Volume 3 and The Best of Bob Dylan Volume 2. He borrowed the latter to
take to the band flat where he spends quite a bit of time. Andy from the band sometimes
comes round here and a couple of weeks ago asked me if I had any Dylan CDs he could
borrow. The only stuff he had heard was on The Best of Bob Dylan Volume 2, which as
you know is roughly chronological so he wondered what Dylan, had been doing between
“John Wesley Harding” and “Blood on The Tracks”. I lent him “New Morning” and
“Planet Waves”.
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At half term at the end of October I went down to London to see my mum who is now 88
years old. She wasn’t her usual self but I couldn’t persuade her to come and stay with me
for a few days. She did not have much food in so we did some shopping and arranged to
go down again in a couple of weeks. A week later, on the phone I managed to get her to
think about coming back with us when we went down to London to take her to her friend
Joe’s 80th birthday party on November 16th. We went down to London for the weekend
and my mum was feeling very tired and said she wasn’t up to going to the party so we
brought her back to Bradford instead.
On Tuesday I went to see Emmylou and Jenny stayed with my mum. I met up with Jim
and Ros and Jim gave me a cache of goodies-CDRs of the Mary Gauthier and Handsome
Family gigs we’d been to plus two tickets to see Bob Dylan in Sheffield two nights later.
When I got back from Manchester Jenny was still up and said my mum was not looking
too good. The next day we called the doctor who confirmed that she had a urinary
infection and prescribed a course of antibiotics. While we were both at work she had a
fall and was generally weaker. Peter was going to stay with my mum while we went to
see Dylan but by the next day Jenny said she wanted to stay with my mum and that I
should go with Peter. I felt the same and wanted to stay with my mum so I asked Peter if
he and Andy would like our tickets. They jumped at the chance.
They really enjoyed the concert and brought me back a t-shirt! Peter said that Dylan
looked like he was really enjoying himself describing it as “a childlike youthfulness”.
He thought Dylan was really getting into the show and said even when he was at the
electric piano his feet never stopped moving. He also kept going up to the other band
members as if he was really enjoying their playing. Andy said at one point it seemed like
Dylan was a bit unhappy with the sound and another guitar player came on to try to get it
better. Not quite sure what this meant but I expect those of you who were there will know
what went on. A highlight for Peter and Andy was a blistering version of “All Along The
Watchtower” that closed the show.
From the track lists I’ve seen it would seem that the last few London shows just got better
and better. Wish I could have been there but sometimes you just can’t. My mum got
worse and when the doctor came out he sent for an ambulance and she was admitted to
our local hospital. It turned out that her kidneys had failed and she was quite dangerously
ill. As I write this she is still in hospital but is now out of danger and very slowly getting
better.
My mum came with me to see Dylan at the Royal Albert Hall in 1966 when we were in
the second row. I took her again to Wembley in 1987 though that time she needed
earplugs. I am sorry I missed Sheffield this time but glad that Peter and Andy went and
enjoyed it and I expect I’ll hear a CDR before too long. I’ve told my mum we can listen
to it together as soon as she gets home.

23

Believing in
The
Impossible
By
Paula Radice

It's difficult to know how to start this month...how to describe the London
shows without getting all overexcited and unnecessary (as my Grandmother
used to say) again. It was hardly credible at the time, and seems if anything even
more surreal as time passes. It wasn't just Dylan; my whole experience of those
three days (the days of the Shepherd's Bush, Hammersmith and Brixton shows)
was completely strange.
For a start, Monica and I did something at Shepherd’s Bush that we’ve never
done before; queue hours early to make sure we got good seats. Never mind that
it was chucking it down with rain; never mind that the puddles on the London
roads and pavements looked more like lakes than puddles, and the passing cars
were sending waves of water six feet high over the pedestrians; never mind that
the traffic chaos created by the weather meant that it took us an hour to get from
Hammersmith to Shepherd’s Bush (a distance of about a mile): we joined the
small queue of people huddling under the Empire's canopy just after noon, but
soon discovered that we were the only ones there who had tickets for seats and
were therefore going to be the first through the doors. Hurrah!
Expectations were high, of course, because of the smallness of the venue. The
last time I was there was to see Arlo Guthrie about six or seven years ago - a
really good, cosy-feeling show in the intimate auditorium. What would Bob and
the band sound like in such a pared-down space, compared to the Olympic Hall
in Munich, and the terrible hangar that is Wembley Arena?
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Incidentally, we discovered that afternoon the existence of the world’s best and
easiest job. Standing right in front of the doors, we watched as the merchandise
handlers set up their stall for the evening. You might not believe this, but I swear
it's true: it took up to six of them (they seemed to come and go) over two and a
half hours to unpack some t-shirts, put them behind the counter, and pin up
examples of all the merchandise - on two incredibly small boards - with their price
tickets.
The slowness at which they worked was amazing, almost hypnotically painful to
watch. First one person would open a box and take some t-shirts out and put
them on the carpet. Then four more people would come and look at them.
Eventually, someone would start counting them. Then another three people
would come over and look at them again. Some time later, someone else would
come and take the pile and move it behind the counter. Then a group of people
would come and look at the growing mound of empty boxes. This happened for
each item of merchandise; each t-shirt, each cap, each programme, each poster.
Perhaps they have been driven mad, over the months of the tour, by their
prolonged exposure to ridiculous over-pricing?
One woman had the task of putting the freebie Masked and Anonymous stickercum-postcards in the carrier bags. This was clearly very tricky. First, she put
three in each bag. After about half an hour, she realised that she wasn't going to
have enough, so she (after much head-scratching and consultation with the
others) started taking one sticker out of each bag, so that they only had two in.
Some time later again, she realised that she still wasn't going to have enough, so
she thought about it some more, and then went back and took another one out,
thus ending up with only one in each bag. The whole process took well over an
hour. The half dozen or so of us watching through the doors were almost in
hysterical tears by the time she’d finished. Oh Lord, I wish I could work at that
pace at school, instead of having to do six different things all at the same time, all
in a mad rush, and with at least four children shrieking at me simultaneously.
Mind you, it does make me feel more optimistic about the life chances of the
least able of our pupils; somewhere there is gainful employment even for the
most cerebrally challenged, and for a very lucky few, gainful employment that
allows them to follow Bob Dylan round on tour...
But enough intellectual snobbery, and on to Bob (I originaly typed "onto Bob", but
I think is what is called a Freudian slip...). That Shepherd's Bush show was just
so weird and wild, all you could see in the audience was the shaking of heads in
disbelief after the first two or three songs. The Dylan diehards among us were
frantically explaining to the less in-the-know around us just how odd the set list
was becoming as time went on. How unpredictable can Bob get? A small venue
with excellent acoustics for quieter numbers - and what we got was a full-on inyer-face-no-slow-or-quiet-songs-at-all sonic blast from start to finish. A few of us
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(stand up and be counted, John Roberts, who was sitting behind me) were
starting to gibber hysterically from about half-way through. You could actually
hear people laughing in disbelief as songs started, and the phrase, "What the
hell's going on?" will be audible on lots of bootleg Cds. If you weren't there, you
missed an incredible night, full of wonder and merriment. I’ve never seen such a
mad stampede for posters at the end of a show...We all knew we had witnessed
something special.
What marked all the London shows, and made them so special - quite apart from
the departures from the expected set lists - was Bob's vitality and his obvious
enjoyment, and determination to give the shows his best. You never would have
guessed (if you hadn't seen the Lemsips and the cups of coffee coming onstage,
and known about the cancelled show in Cork) that what we were seeing was an
unwell man. I've never seen him so animated, so committed to getting the words
and the phrasing right, so in tune with his band and revelling in the music they
made together.
And the band were just blisteringly good. At Brixton, I started laughing after a
minute or two into Highway 61 and then couldn't stop - the guitar solos were just
unbelievable, the music so powerful, so spot-on, with that wonderful tension
between Larry's upright, controlled pin-sharp playing and Freddie's looser, jazzier
feel. Live music doesn't get any better than that.
Bob being on keyboards has removed all the worry about his clunking in with a
guitar chord from another planet and stopping a song dead in its tracks (his
keyboard clunking is, on the other hand, very entertaining, and doesn't have the
same song-wrecking potential). And he looks great at the keyboards, like an
anorexic Caucasian version of The Georgia Peach, Little Richard, himself,
complete with very suspect moustache. It was great, also, to see him without a
hat. The random wanderings around the stage that I witnessed at Munich had
evolved into a whole series of (cough, cough) "dance" steps and figures, which
were worth the ticket price on their own. (Although a friend of mine from work,
who came to Brixton with us, did say at the end, "Do you think he's alright? He
looked so odd when he moved around, I was worried about him...". To which the
only possible reply was, "No, he's stark staring bonkers, but we think he's always
been like that")
The London shows were wonderful and strange, and wonderfully strange. At
Wembley a tout sold us brilliant seats at face value, to replace the dreadful Block
B seats we had got from the "fan" allocation (it might more accurately have been
called a "van" allocation, as it was more than halfway to the carpark), and bought
our seat tickets off us, too.
Monica and I had the pick of seats at Shepherd's Bush, and ended up on the
right side, almost on the stage, because of the way the seats swing round in a
horseshoe shape. We thought it was our only chance of getting good seats in the
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smaller venues, because on the other nights I couldn't leave school until 3.15
(and believe me, I flew out of the door on Monday and Tuesday, pushing small
children out of the way so that I could make a quick getaway), and we therefore
couldn't join any queues in London until 5.30 at the earliest So why, at Brixton on
the Tuesday, did we find a parking spot right opposite the venue at 6 o'clock?
And why, through a weird series of events and coincidences, did we end up with
front row seats, just to the right-of-centre, exactly where we wanted to be?
I think I figured it out later: Monica has had such a rotten year, for reasons
discussed in previous pieces here, that all the Fates, or Spirits, or Gods, or
whatever you want to call them, pulled out the stops for her to make sure she
had all the possible luck, and the best possible enjoyment of the shows. (Another
example: in Munich, we discovered that, completely by accident, we had booked
ourselves over the Internet into a hotel only paces away from a station on the
underground line that ran directly to the Olympic Park). It all seemed divinely
inspired to work out right I think it's what psychologists call "flow", that (very
occasional) feeling that the Universe is working completely with you. It felt as if
Monica was owed it. So the fantastic set lists may have been her responsibility,
too: who knows?

27

THE MISSIONARY TIMES
By J.R.Stokes

ROMANCE IN HAMMERSMITH
(Dylan’s visit to the Albion –November 2003)
There is a scene in the classic Woody Allen film, Annie Hall, where Alvy Singer, the
somewhat paranoid character played by Woody Allen, is talking to his therapist about the
state of Alvy’s affair with Annie Hall, the female lead character in the film played by
Diane Keaton. When questioned about how many times the couple made love,
Alvy/Allen responds somewhat indignantly – ‘hardly ever – 3 times a week’. When the
same question is put to Annie/Keaton she responds, equally indignantly, – ‘constantly –
three times a week’.
I was met with a similar divergence of responses when I confessed that I had been to
three of Dylan’s six shows in England during November. To non- Dylan folk, going to
three Dylan shows was excessive: ‘Why go to three? Wouldn’t one have been enough?’
To certain Dylan folk, just three shows was pretty whimpish ‘Why go to only three? Do
you mean to say that you didn’t go going to Shepherds Bush or Brixton?’! Now I thought
that 50% was about right, not seemingly obsessive yet at the same time demonstrating
that I retained an interest in Dylan’s live performances sufficient to justify all the time I
spend on my Dylan hobby. In retrospect, having done the three, I wish I’d done the lot.
Just like Woody, I wanted more.
The shows that I actually made it to were Wembley Arena in North London on the 15th
November, NEC Birmingham on the 21st November and The Hammersmith Appollo in
West London on the 24th November. In between my struggles with the traffic on the often
grid locked A1(M) and the A14, Bob was having his own struggles – with his health.
Indeed at one stage there was a possibility that were would be no more shows in England
after Wembley. This extract from an email sent by the eminently essential John Baldwin
on the 18th November is how the news broke:
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Important News About Bob
Tonight's concert at Mill Street, Ireland, has been cancelled due to Bob having viral
laryngitis. I only found out when I came in at 5:30 to find a host of messages on the
answerphone. The UK promoters say that they are waiting to hear the Consultant's
diagnosis/prognosis before reaching any decision and they'll speak with me tomorrow.
Although I'll know fairly early, I'll be away from home again until about 6:00 pm when
my first job will be to send out an update to all of you and to update the telephone
message. Whilst I hope and pray that all will be well, I advise you not to set out for
Sheffield or Birmingham before checking your emails.

The equally essential Karl Erik Anderson at Expecting Rain went one stage further and
displayed on his website details of the condition that had afflicted the ailing 62 year old:

What is laryngitis?
The larynx joins the back of the throat to the windpipe. The vocal cords are in the larynx.
Laryngitis means inflammation of the larynx. It is usually due to a viral infection (viral
laryngitis).

What are the symptoms of viral laryngitis?
You may feel sore over the 'Adams apple' and become hoarse shortly afterwards. The
voice sometimes 'goes', and you may only be able to whisper. Some people are alarmed at
this. However, it is only temporary whilst the vocal cords are inflamed during the
infection. You may also have a mild fever, and a cough. Sometimes laryngitis is part of a
more widespread infection. For example, you may also have an infected throat
(pharyngitis), tonsillitis, a cold, or a flu-like illness. In these situations, you may also
have other symptoms such as a sore throat, headache, feeling tired, swollen neck glands,
runny nose, pain on swallowing, and general aches and pains.A typical viral laryngitis
gets worse over 2-3 days. It then eases and goes, usually within a week. However, you
may have a croaky voice for a week or so even after the other symptoms have gone. This
is because the inflammation of the vocal cords may take a while to settle after the virus
has gone. Breathing difficulty is an uncommon complication. Occasionally the
inflammation in the larynx causes swelling which causes the windpipe to narrow. This is
rare in adults, but sometimes happens in young children with smaller, narrower
windpipes. See a doctor as soon as possible if you have any difficulty in breathing.

So now there were two medical conditions of which I am fully researched - the first being
histoplasmosis and the second being viral laryngitis. But if you believed the description
of this latter condition: ‘sore throat, headache, feeling tired, swollen neck glands, runny
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nose, pain on swallowing, and general aches and pains’ there was no way that Dylan was
going to complete his end of year tour in England; and even if he did make a swift
recovery he would still ‘have a croaky voice for a week or so even after the other
symptoms have gone. This is because the inflammation of the vocal cords may take a
while to settle after the virus has gone.’ I might as well have thrown my tickets for
Birmingham and Hammersmith out the window.
Now although Dylan was forced into silence during that mid-week nightmare, the talking
of Dylan folk over the phone lines was incessant. Should we set out for the shows or
shouldn’t we? My take on the matter was simple: it proved that Dylan was only human;
that he could go down with coughs and colds just like the rest of us. He was just as
entitled as anyone else to have three days off work through illness without having to
provide a sick note from his G.P. The difference of course is that whilst we are away
from work through illness, someone else would, hopefully, cover for us but with Bob
there was no cover. It was him or no one. And if he was fit enough to continue, his
recovery would have to be in front of ten thousand people who expected him to be on top
form just for them: after all they had paid good money to be entertained. Away with the
bugs. We want Bob!
So, if the description and prognosis of Dylan’s condition was correct then I considered
that the best place for him would be at home and alone in bed. Whether it was against
doctors orders; whether it was one of those miracles of modern medicine; whether he
practised mind over matter or whether his condition wasn’t as severe as first thought:
whatever the reason, he cleared his throat and carried on. In my view, his illness did
however make a difference to the remaining shows on the tour.
Over the three concerts that I attended, Dylan performed a total of 32 different songs, six
of which were played at every concert and seven of which were repeated twice. The
songs that I saw Dylan perform are set out as follows in alphabetical order rather than in
the order in which they were performed:
All Along The Watchtower ( Three times)
Boots of Spanish Leather (Twice)
Bye and Bye
Can’t Wait
Cats In The well ( Three times)
Cold Irons Bound
Cry A While (Twice)
Dear Landlord
Desolation Row
Drifters Escape
Every Grain of Sand (Twice)
Floater (Too Much To Ask)
Girl Of The North Country
High Water (For Charley Patton)
Highway 61 Revisited (Twice)
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Honest With Me (Three times)
It’s All Over Now, Baby Blue (Twice)
It’s Alright, Ma (I’m Only Bleeding) (Twice)
Jokerman
Like A Rolling Stone (Three times)
Love Minus Zero/No Limit
Maggies Farm
Million Miles
Mr. Tambourine Man
Romance In Durango
Summer Days (Three times)
The Lonesome Death of Hattie Carroll (Three times)
Things Have Changed
To Be Alone With You
Tough Mama
Tweedle Dee & Tweedle Dum (Twice)
You Ain’t Goin’ Nowhere
The highlight, for me, of all the songs, was the performance of The Lonesome Death of
Hattie Carroll at Wembley (before the bug attack). Dylan started the song with a whisper
which became louder in the second verse when he told us that the bloody villain had
reacted to his dreadful deed with a shrug of his shoulders and swear words and sneering
and his tongue it was snarling. It reminded me of how much I hated that bastard William
Zanzinger and how I had once become so dissatisfied with the machinations of the law
that I left my chosen profession. Dylan tiptoed through the song very carefully, getting
louder by each shameful line, until with a resounding crescendo he joined his audience in
their gasping outrage at the social injustice of seeing that bastard slayer being handed out
a SIX MONTH SENTENCE! Rags and tears all round Bob. And all this against the
background of the front page headlines in our newspapers every day of a most sensational
criminal trial.
In contrast to the hush of Hattie Carroll, Highway 61 at Wembley was an absolute blast
and gave Dylan’s very tight band the opportunity for some clever goal practice. I was
very fortunate indeed (with thanks again to the heroic efforts of John Baldwin without
whom I would have be in the swamp of the stadium) to be situated in the third row at
Wembley and I don’t think that I have ever before been so aware of the interaction
between Dylan and his band. Indeed although the unit, including Dylan, were performing
as one, there was something that made me study the individual characters of the band.
Starting then with the drummer: George Recile seemed to be surrounded by rosaries and
he reminded me of a Puerto Rican taxi driver in New York who has a necklace of rosary
beads hanging from his rear view mirror. Instead of driving his yellow cab along 4th
Street, chatting into the windscreen in broken Spanish, he was driving the band on to new
destinations, turning the wheel and hitting the pedals. The new guitarist was Dicken’s
Uriah Heap bowing low and becoming ever so humble whilst scurrying to the back of the
stage after completing a magnificent guitar solo. The majestic Larry Campbell with his
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straight back, lofty head and perfect groom is the ultimate musician; wanting nothing
more than to be carried away with the sounds he is making: often half-closing his eyes in
oblivion as he taps into a rhapsody that he probably first heard whilst still in the womb.
And of course that faithful sherper, Tony Garnier: Jeeves on a bass guitar: a guy who
would clearly walk a million miles for just one of Dylan’s smiles.
At Wembley Dylan smiled quite a lot although never in my direction. His gestures were
directed towards his band and their eyes remained fixed upon his movements and his
moods as they tried to ascertain whether he was pleased or pissed off with what was
going on. This interaction was mesmerising to me and, having established the characters
of each member of the band in my imagination, I watched the performance as a kind of
rock theatre where each member of the cast had their individual role to play in the overall
stage production. The music was a bonus!
After the aircraft hangar that is the Birmingham NEC, where the remains of that croaky
voice seem to fit perfectly with the words and the melody of Every Grain of Sand, it was
back down to London and to the scene of Dylan’s destruction in the early nineties.
Bloated, spitting, head bowed, fumbling around for words: he was dying in our faces but
that was when it was called the Hammersmith Odeon, now it’s the Hammersmith Apollo
and, just like the son of Zeus, Dylan is reborn to become the one true God of poetry and
music.
Three of the first four songs I hadn’t heard before in the previous shows, and then it came
like a thunderbolt from the blue:
‘Hot chili peppers in the blistering sun
Dust on my face and my cape,
Me and Magdalena on the run
I think this time we shall escape’.
Last performed live some 27 years before in Texas, the American State that gave us the
chain saw massacre and threw up a President who sanctioned a different kind of
massacre, ‘Romance in Durango’ heralded the moment when I realised that all the hassles
and the heartaches of getting to the gigs were as insignificant as a dying breath in a paper
bag. The entire place erupted with desire and the people on the front row started dancing
the fandago. Bob’s Spanish was perfect, George kissed his rosary and drove his taxi
straight towards town centre; Freddie became ever more humble, Larry tapped once again
into that heady rhapsody and Tony stared even harder for a flash of light from Dylan’s
eyes. My head was vibrating as the stage reverted to theatre and I saw that the fiesta had
begun. Forget any silly questions of ‘good show/bad show’; forget the notion of ‘value
for money’; forget the fights and the forays of incidents past; forget the man in the moon.
On a November night like this, with a swirling winter wind outside and a million miles
from home, the face of God may really appear. Now, where did I put my binoculars…
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