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            Freewheelin  235   

        
 
 
A slice of melon, an apple, a pear and a bunch of grapes. Just a 
still life to you and me,  but when Picasso set those pieces of 
fruit against a background of angular images that just didn’t 
seem to fit into any logical shape or form, the art world went 
into a state of shock. Everything up to that point had been 
comfortable to the eye of the beholder and then, in the early 20th 
century, Picasso unveiled this eight foot square monstrosity 
which he called ‘Les Demoiselles D’Avignon’. It was the first 
rifle shot in a revolution that would alter states of 
consciousness. When critics savagely dismissed the painting and 
warned the artist that he just couldn’t do things like that, it 
didn’t fit and it wasn’t right Picasso responded:  ‘Well I just 
did, it does and it is!’. 
 
Just over half a century later Dylan did a similar thing to 
popular music. Everything up to that point had been easily 
recognizable, safe and sentimental. Then along came Dylan with : 
‘Darkness at the break of noon, shadows even the silver spoon. 
The handmade blade, the child’s balloon eclipses both the sun and 
moon. To understand you know too soon, there is no sense in 
trying’. You could almost hear the echoes: ‘You can’t do things 
like that. It doesn’t fit and it isn’t right’. Fortunately 
Dylan’s response was exactly the same as Picasso’s before him. 
 
This months cover again brings these two revolutionaries together 
for they have so much in common. Dylan has wandered into 
Picasso’s French bordello, ignoring the ‘No smoking’ signs. He 
looks down at Picasso’s still life and doesn’t know which piece 
of fruit to choose. The ladies in the background only have eyes 
for Dylan. They have their own agenda: will it be the fruit or 
one of them that he chooses? 
 
Never mind what is going on behind him, the Dylan in the bottom 
right hand corner wants to draw you into the picture. Yes you. He 
looks you straight in the eye and says: ‘Look, forget the fruit, 
the naked ladies and the fuzzy haired poet. Can you just tell me 
where I put my cufflinks?! 
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                                       by Mark Carter 
 
As promised (or threatened, depending entirely on your point of view) 
last time, this month sees the continuation of a lengthy examination of the critical fate of 
"Chronicles" during the last few months of 2004. 
 
As we saw last month, the overall reaction was extremely positive, and this batch won't 
really be any different. A few more voices of dissent might have made it a bit more 
interesting to type up, but I ain’t complaining none, and neither, I would suspect is Bob! 
Okay, let’s get the show on the road, then. 
 
New York Newsday's Stacey D'erasmo certainly enjoyed reading it, though she 
remains somewhat unconvinced that Bob’s memory retrieval is 100% accurate; “..... (it’s) 
nothing if not sincere; whether or not it’s believable, it’s clear that he believes it, or 
would like to believe it.”  
 
Carlo Wolff of the South Florida Sun-Sentinel also seems to doubt that we should 
take everything that Bob writes at face value, describing its contents as being full of facts 
that are “filtered and coloured to flummox”. Still, he’s got no problem with that, and 
reckons that the books’ “easy, conversational style (makes it) engaging”, and that it’s 
entertaining enough to allow the reader to forgive Dylan for the “jumpy chronology” and 
the fact that he still leaves most facets of his life closed and mysterious (which makes this 
book pretty unique in the field of autobiographies, I would have thought). 
 
Terry Lawson of The Detroit Free Press especially enjoyed reading the section 
detailing Dylan’s meeting with Sun Pie - a portion of the book that he feels works 
extremely well. “Dylan is now in his element,” he writes, “that place that Greil Marcus 
dubbed “old weird America.” 
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The Orlando Sentinel's Jim Abbott also expresses doubts that the book is completely 
on the button, but, again, doesn’t let it worry him; “It's impossible to know how much 
Dylan, a relentless manipulator of his history and image, is pulling our legs. The good 
news is that it’s still pretty entertaining, even if he is.” 
 
The Lexington Herald-Leader's Walter Tunis reckons that Dylan’s writing really 
shines when he’s describing his geographical locations; “you sense the snow-blown 
streets of Greenwich Village as vividly as the steamy boulevards of New Orleans. Such 
selective and unsentimental reflection make “Chronicles” a work of beautifully complete 
incompleteness.” 
 
Devin McKinney, writing in The American Prospect, reckons that Bob’s prose places 
him in the realm of “the great American crank”, and that “Dylan has spent his career 
working toward that echelon, and with “Chronicles”, he's reached it.” 
 
And The Daily Iowan's Adam Greenburg found the Dylan who emerges from the 
pages of the book to be much more a man of doubts and insecurities than his 40 years in 
the spotlight have portrayed him to be. 
 
Greg Kot (now, there's a blast from the past), writing for The Malaysian Star, finds 
Dylan’s vulnerability to be “ennobling” and suggests that Dylan has concentrated  more 
on the man than the myth and that the story of that mere mortal may well be “better than 
the legend’s”. 
 
The Weekend Australian's Imre Salusinsky states that “Chronicles” sees Dylan 
joining “a line of modern myth-makers that stretch back to William Blake”, and, 
irregardless of the books’ truth or lies, what matters is “it’s word-play and word-magic, 
its flights of daft numerology and its detours, its evasiveness on the trivia and utter 
candour on the things that matter. This is what makes it an aesthetic memoir to place next 
to Coleridge’s “Biographia Literaria”. 
 
Here in the UK, The Guardian's Robert McCrum recommends it to everyone but those 
hoping that Dylan will “decode the thrilling enigmas of his songs” (was there really 
anyone expecting that?) and finds it a fascinating and important book despite of - or 
because of - its faults. “It’s occasionally close to self-parody,” he concludes, “But still 
incredibly quotable in a read-aloud-to-your-friends sort of way. Just as you are about to 
lose patience with the American rock star's Mount Helen size ego, he reminds you that 
he’s Dylan, and finds his groove. Then you realise why Dylan will always be part of the 
unofficial soundtrack of our lives. “Chronicles” takes its place next to “On The Road” 
and Guthrie’s “Bound For Glory” as an essential record of an American artist’s manifest 
destiny.” 
  
Susan Larson, writing for New Orleans’s Times-Picayune, obviously concentrates on 
the “Oh Mercy” sessions and agrees with Bob’s claim that the place has the best radio 
stations in the world. Ultimately, though, the Bob Dylan who slowly emerges through the 
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thousands of words is no prophet and much less the consciousness of the free world. 
Perhaps, she surmises, he is no more than an American dreamer “with a boundless 
capacity for self-invention, both angry prisoner and desperate escapee of his own myth.” 
 
And over on the other side of the world (albeit a world that has grown somewhat smaller 
thanks to the internet), Gregory O'Brien, contributor to New Zealand's 
www.stuff.co.nz website, penned a wordy, worthy piece that can neatly be summed up 
in this brief quote; “ “Chronicles” is an engaging, gritty artefact of a life still being lived.” 
Amen to that. 
 
Meanwhile, back in Bob’s home town, excitement over the book’s publication was in 
danger of reaching fever pitch. Many bookshops in Duluth were expecting steady - if 
unspectacular - sales, and a few were even considering putting up small displays to 
promote the thing. However, most were determined to keep their feet firmly on the 
ground and rely on word of mouth instead.  
 
“It will sell,” said a breathless Anita Zager, owner of the Northern Lights Books and 
Gifts shop, “It’s not going to be Harry (Potter) or Bill (Clintton) or Hilary (Clinton). But 
there’s plenty of interest around here.” 
 
Over in good old down-town Hibbing, where Bob is hardly the Number One Son, there 
was even something of a stampede in one bookshop (possibly the only bookshop, for all I 
know). Howard Street Booksellers reported selling out their entire stock of five - yes; 
five! Count ‘em - copies in one day.  
 
“For us,”  said owner Mary Keyes, presumably after she’d had a nice cup of tea and a 
lay-down, “We’d say  it’s a rush.” 
 
Phew, and there was me thinking that my home town can get a little dull from time to 
time. 
 
Okay, after that exciting interlude, it's back to business as usual. 
 
The Oshkosh Northwestern's Christie Wells, a local artist and a long-time fan, 
concludes that the final surprise is “how readable it is and how well it captures the inner 
voice and impulses of an artist who has consistently attempted to remain outside of the 
public eye.” 
 
John Boonstra of the New Haven Advocate predicts that the back-and-forth-in-time 
nature of the book (“like a CD player set on random play”) will infuriate some people, 
but it’s clearly and precisely written, and, anyway, the 1970 and 1987 chapters are “every 
bit as pivotal as the segments concentrating on his early years”. Boonstra has difficulty in 
deciding whether Sun Pie actually exists or whether he’s a figment of Dylan’s 
imagination (“....there are a couple of moments that remind us that Dylan can’t give up 
his role as the Trickster of his generation”), but doesn’t let it spoil his enjoyment. 
Whatever, “he (Sun Pie) is an entertaining anomaly in an autobiography that is otherwise 
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candid.” 
 
The Las Vegas Mercury's Mike Prevatt also expresses doubts as to the validity of 
what he's just read; “.....There are several passages that speak of his flexible sense of 
honesty and his occasional need to shield himself with white lies. One has to wonder 
whether he’s duping people yet again with this book. Why believe him now?” 
 
If there are untruths and flights of fancy in the book, then Prevatt ponders whether Dylan 
may have included them deliberately; “He may never be seen as an everyman, but he tries 
his damndest to convey that here......If anything, the only underlying reason is the one 
behind “Chronicles” - to get the completists off his back. Predictably, he’s left them 
wanting more.” 
 
Corey Mesler of the Memphis Flyer reckons that we now have two Dylans; “two 
authorative voices (that he) has mastered. There is the singer who can break your heart or 
kick you awake......and there is the chronicler who has penned a frank autobiography. In 
these disjunctive times, a vision this sincere and singular can offer hope.......Bob Dylan's 
story in Bob Dylan's voice is, finally, inspiring.” 
 
Stephen Goode (brother of Johnny B? Sorry.), writing in The Washington Times, 
reckons that “Mr. Dylan's memory for detail is phenomenal and he has a talented writer’s 
gift for knowing what to tell us, and what to leave out.” He notes that the book refuses to 
follow any strict chronological order, but doesn't have a problem with that; “......they (the 
chapters) are always coherent and suffer very little from the ambiguity (and downright 
opacity) that some of Mr. Dylan’s songs are famous for.” 
 
Old fan Jim DeRogatis of the Chicago Sun-Times isn’t convinced that the book is 
entirely accurate; “Far from being the personally revealing look at the “real” Dylan that 
some reviewers are hailing, “Chronicles”, like many of Dylan’s best creations, is a ping-
pong game between fiction and fact; a hyper-romantic love letter to a mythical time, 
place and mood during its rose-coloured portrait of the early New York folk scene, and 
finally a wickedly funny, myth-deflating look at the mundane realities of the act of 
creation in the long chunk of the book devoted to the making of the unremarkable “Oh 
Mercy” of 1989.” 
 
Despite losing points for writing off “Oh Mercy” as "unremarkable", this is a good 
review which concludes thus; “As devilishly resistant to fully reveal himself at age 63 as 
he was at 25, Dylan doesn't define himself in “Chronicles”, either. But it is an inspired, 
illuminating and terrifically enjoyable read.” 
 
‘Nuff said. 
 
Andrew Martin of the Columbia Spectator can’t resist quoting that line from “It's 
Alright Ma” (a practice that was done to death back in the mid-80s, but has thankfully 
disappeared of late. Please don’t encourage it to make a comeback - if you hear anyone 
saying it, give them a slap); “As always, Dylan makes no excuses and gives few 
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explanations. You know something is happening, but you don't know what it is, and with 
a genius as singular as his, you wouldn’t want it any other way.” 
 
The Aspen Times' Stewart Oksenhorn doesn’t quote from 40 year-old Bob Dylan 
songs, even though he’s surprised that Dylan barely mentions such “character-defining” 
events as the Kennedy assassination or the Cuban Missile Crisis. He selects two 1987 
episodes - the rehearsals with the Grateful Dead and the onstage epiphany in Locarno - as 
the most interesting. Futher along, he concludes that “ “Chronicles” is Dylan at his most 
straightforward; paradoxically, this adds a layer of complexity to the icon. How are we to 
square this goodfellow with the writer of such acerbic songs as “Positively 4th Street” 
and “Idiot Wind”, and a song loaded with contemporary politics, like “Neighbourhood 
Bully”?” 
Answers on a postcard, please. 
 
The splendidly named Gur Zak, contributes a lengthy and highly readable review for the 
www.haaretz.com website, and notes that Dylan usually avoids turning the mirror on 
himself and “only rarely does he emerge between the lines”. Furthermore, he “does not 
look back fondly on the past, nor does he use his memories to exert pressure on our tear 
ducts.”  Whilst Zak asserts that we should admire him for writing a book without 
resorting to such tactics, he also feels that it represents the books’ one weakness; “To a 
certain extent, it remains cold, overly intellectual. Brilliant, but not moving. Dylan’s 
refusal to expose his feelings prevents us from really getting near him - and, perhaps, 
even prevents Dylan from getting near himself.” 
 
Adam Miller's four-star review on www.beingtheremag.com is far less specific or 
defined, and he simply advises his readers that it’s a “must-read” for any Dylan fan 
(stating the bleedin’ obvious, or what?). “He’s definitely got some interesting stories to 
tell,” he says, “and it’s nice to finally hear what he’s got to say about his massive 
influence and fascinating career. And for someone who has rarely offered a reflection on 
his music or personal experience, that's a pretty big deal.” 
 
The Morning Call's Geoff Gehman seems to have enjoyed the book well enough, 
though he spends much of his review mourning what isn’t there, rather than what is; 
“.....Dylan recalls all types of weather but not the genesis of “Subterranean Homesick 
Blues”  with its lightning-rod line: “You don't need a weather man/To know which way 
the wind blows”. He identifies with Nietzsche’s feeling of being old at a young age but 
never says how he filtered this feeling into “My Back Pages”.........He never names his 
children, but jams the books’ second to last paragraph with a list of famous 
Minnesotans.” 
Honestly, there’s no pleasing some people, is there? 
 
Kevin Rabalais, writing for New Orlean's Gambit Weekly, says that “ “Chronicles” 
hums with a stream-of-consciousness, bandit-on-the-run energy. Some parts are more 
polished than others, and there are a few repetitions, as if Dylan sometimes loses his 
thread, but he is always quick to get back on track, even if it might not take us down any 
of the main arteries of his career. There are blackouts. Years, even decades, pass in the 
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white space between chapters........The structure, at first awkward, is intricate in the way 
his long songs have always been. Like the epic poets who served as his songwriting 
guides, he demands that the reader work alongside him in a keep-up-with-me-if-you-can 
manner, and the payoff is striking.” 
 
Jon Carroll of the San Francisco Chronicle enjoys it because “the prose has none of 
that hand-tooled faux-sincere gloss of standard celebrity biography. It is naive and direct; 
it is not cryptic and is not smug.” Further along, he seems relieved to note that “the flaws 
in the book are another guarantee of authenticity. Dylan misuses words – “incredulously” 
for  “incredibly”, for instance - and lists apparently every folksinger he ever met, 
including many who do not otherwise figure in the narrative.” 
 
Ultimately, he decides that “you have to care about Bob Dylan to care about this book; it 
is not a sweeping overview of anything. But (it) is a lot more genuine than many books 
from that time. Dylan is peddling no metaphysical trinkets; he's just showing us the 
sights.” 
 
The Daily Yomiuri's Brad Quinn asserts that the book is unlikely to appeal to 
anybody who is not a Dylan fan, but, for those fans, it's a treat because it’s “the chance to 
hear the tight-lipped Dylan speak, even if what he says sometimes sounds ridiculous.” 
Even if the general premise of the review is vaguely negative (or, perhaps, 
“disappointed”  would be a better word), Quinn does manage to finish on something of a 
high, albeit somewhat reluctantly; “It’s hard to know what to make of some of this stuff, 
other than to wonder if Dylan might have done with another editor. But even still, it’s 
hard not to look forward to Volume Two when there’s still so much more to come - the 
Rolling Thunder tour, the Christian conversion, the Victoria’s Secret ad. Dylan’s first 
volume leaves a lot of questions unanswered. Most likely they all will.” 
 
As an aside, why do so many people seem to think Dylan will eventually address the 
Victoria’s Secret advert? I think it's a 99.9% dead cert that he won’t (actually, forget that 
remaining 00.1% - he definitely won’t), and, even if he did, what would he say? “In 
2004, I appeared in a TV advert, filming next to a young girl in her underwear. I cashed 
my cheque and forgot about it, and then a bunch of people who last listened to my music 
in 1969 slagged me off in the press. It didn't bother me none; I don't pay no attention to 
that stuff." (Wow, that was just like the real thing, wasn’t it?) 
 
John Nesbit contributed a four-star review to the culturedose.net website, and decided 
that the book “certainly isn’t for the casual Dylan fan, but people who dig his music and 
readers interested in the creative process will find Dylan's latest “prose” fascinating. 
Budding poets too will find much to savour here as well, since the long narrative often 
reads like an extended song.......this book belongs in the library of anyone interested in 
the inside thoughts of creative genius.” 
 
Willamette Week's Mark Baumgarten expressed grave concerns that the book was not 
exactly on the level, claiming that Dylan has lied to us for years, so why should we 
believe all we read this late in the game?  
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“If reading a memoir is a leap of faith that demands a belief in the veracity of the author,” 
he writes, “then reading a Bob Dylan memoir is a foolish leap into a twisting 
kaleidoscope of half-truths. No one who picks up the pop icon’s “Chronicles” and reads 
as far as the seventh page can deny that Dylan just might be taking them for a ride. “He 
then begins to delve closely into the text, looking for clues to back up his claim with all 
of the religious enthusiasm of the devoted conspiracy theorist. There are probably dozens 
of similar fan-based websites out there doing the very same thing, and, if you want them, 
then the best of luck to you. 
 
In his lengthy review for The Austin Chronicle, Shawn Badgley describes it as “an epic 
historical prose poem and mind-blowing, elliptical, picaresque memoir.” Within its 
pages, he tells us, “Dylan is relatively unguarded. Dylan is funny. Dylan is street. Dylan 
is substantive. With an eye occasionally cataractous but most often clear, he describes 
friends and enemies, encounters and environments, insecurities and epiphanies.” And, 
further on, “.......like his best work, it possesses an undeniable universal pull. The guy, 
you might’ve heard, can tell a story, and he can tie it to, like, big things.” 
A good review, though at times it does seem as though Badgley has been leafing though 
his "Boy's Bumper Encyclopaedia of Big Words". 
 
Greil Marcus contributes a typically wordy yet readable piece for Rolling Stone. Try 
this for size; “Because he’s a musician, the reflections are sometimes echoes, and some of 
the echoes are words. “My father,” Dylan writes of Abraham Zimmerman, “wasn’t so 
sure the truth would set anybody free” - and those words sound down through the book. 
This isn’t just the stiff-necked Jew turning his back on Jesus pronouncing that “the truth 
shall set you free,” it’s the truth, as, again and again in “Chronicles”, Dylan applies it to 
songs. Folk songs. Old songs. Songs that resist the singer, that change shape as soon as he 
thinks he knows what they are. Songs that they force the singer to exchange facts for 
mystery and knowledge for ignorance.” 
 
No one writes quite like old Greil, do they? Even when he’s talking old bollocks, as he 
may be here for all I know, he does it with style and panache. 
 
An anonymous reviewer for The Socialist Worker concludes that “he writes about his 
love of the music and the America it represents. This is clearly another America to the 
one of Bush, imperialism and war. That’s why I always laugh at those who say to oppose 
US oppression is to be anti-American.” 
Fair point. 
 
Paul Beston of The American Spectator also doubts the validity of everything Dylan 
writes, especially the opening meeting between a young Bob and an ageing Jack 
Dempsey. “Even an elderly Dempsey, who really did ride on freight trains and work odd 
jobs, wouldn't have mistaken Dylan for anything other than a welterweight bohemian.” 
 
“It’s a charming story, though,” he concludes, “and it does no harm to tell. For a book of 
tales, it starts things off on a high note, and a symbolic one - the counterculture’s wonder 
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boy coming face to face with a man who was an icon of the Old America. Dylan helped 
finish off that country, and then lived long enough to rue its passing. There’s a sadness to 
that, too.” 
 
And we’ll leave it for this month with a look at a few more German reviews, kicking off 
with one by Gottfried Blumenstein in Leipziger Volkzeitung, in which he - like so 
very many others - lists the chapters of his life that Dylan has omitted, but does declare 
that “everything is written in brilliant prose”. 
 
Fritz Werner Haver of Thuringer Allgemeine claims that it’s “more than an 
autobiography; it's a literary work of art” and Frank Schafer, writing in Switzerland’s 
Neue Zurcher Zeitung, reckons that it’s a “beautiful autobiography”. 
 
Finally, Willi Winkler, in Germany’s Literaturen, is not surprised that Dylan keeps the 
insights into his private life hidden. After all, he says, he's hidden behind myths and 
legends for decades, so why should he suddenly open up now? And yet, by the time he's 
reached the final page, he discovers that he has discovered something new; “.....and so, in 
the end, the singer, who wanted to be one of the Beatnik authors, reveals something about 
himself. Brecht, our beloved Brecht, was the model for some of the greatest songs written 
in the second half of the 20th century.” 
 
And that’s it for this time, and, having covered close to 100 reviews over the last two 
months (not that I've been counting. No, really; I haven’t dared to count them), I guess 
we can safely put the lid on the whole “Chronicles” thing and lock it away. 
 
And yet its recent nomination in a couple of Book of the Year awards has caused a few 
more critics to emerge from the woodwork to appraise it and hold it up to the light beside 
its fellow nominees. With that in mind, after a month’s grace, I might briefly return to it 
to see how it stands up in the big wide critical world now that the initial excitement over 
its publication has waned a little. 
 
Ladies and gentlemen, Elvis has left the building. 
 
 
 
THANKS TO: the Expecting Rain website and Jens Winter 
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The Whole Wide World is watching 

The Best of the Web by Martin Stein (With thanks to Expecting  Rain)  
 
 
 
 
OK – one last time… 
 
 
1. Dylan will be included on the Live From Bonnaroo 2004 double DVD, due out 17th 

May. Preceding this release, a companion 21-track double-CD, Bonnaroo Music 
Festival 2004, will hit stores on 5th April. Dylan’s contribution will be "Down Along 
the Cove". 

 
2. A new musical about music icon Bob Dylan will be launched at the Old Globe 

Theatre, San Diego and it's expected to head to Broadway with an award-winning 
choreographer. Dylan's songs will be featured in the show. 

 
3. Although Starbucks officials won't comment on upcoming releases, sources say 

Bob Dylan and Sony Music are in talks with the chain to exclusively put out The 
Gaslight Tapes,  

 
4. Rock singer-turned-anti-war icon Bob Dylan is to visit Taiwan in July.  The 

singer’s agent has agreed to have him participate as a part of Taipei County’s annual 
Ho-Hai-Yan Rock Festival, in response to an invitation from President Chen Shui-
bian. It will cost the presidential office nearly eight million NT dollars to bring Dylan 
to Taiwan.  
 
“How many times must the canon balls fly, before they're forever banned? The 
answer, my friend, is blowin' in the wind,” said President Chen as he read lyrics from 
Bob Dylan’s Blowing in the Wind to express his emotions in reaction to China’s 
enactment of its anti-secession law.  
 
“We’re still working on the details. There’s still a few minor things that we have yet 
to work out,” said the press officer.  
  

5. A collection of musical stories on Bob Dylan can be found at: 
http://www.kexp.org/learn/feature_bobdylan.asp 
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6. 300 Bob pictures (not free) are available at 

http://www.redferns.com/propxt/main/search_string~artid:14473::/ltext~Bob%20DY
LAN  

 
 
7. Dylan Biopic casting “confirmed” - Director Todd Haynes has found his star for the 

upcoming Bob Dylan biopic I'M NOT THERE - Adrien Brody. And Colin Farrell. 
And Richard Gere. Oh and Julianne Moore and Cate Blanchett too. And then there's 
Charlotte Gainsbourg. And, yes, they'll all be playing Bob Dylan. It's all part of 
Haynes's plan to create an unconventional biography of the legendary musician that 
will use different actors to portray the singer at different portions and aspects of his 
life and career. Six of the seven “Dylans” are listed above and Haynes is still looking 
for one more - a young black woman the director hopes will accentuate Dylan's 
‘inner-blackness’. I'M NOT THERE is the first time Dylan has given his approval to 
a feature film based on his life. The project was initially set up at Paramount but 
when the new regime came in, lead by new president Brad Grey, the studio dropped it 
from its schedule. A new deal with a distributor is expected to close at the Cannes 
Film Festival. The movie, which has been described as Haynes's dream project, is 
expected to film this autumn but that may be contingent on the schedules of all the 
talent involved. 

 
 
8. Kaiser Permanente is launching a second, $40 million-plus phase of its high-

profile "Thrive" ad campaign, which will feature the Bob Dylan song, "The Times 
They Are A-Changin'." Inside sources at the Oakland-based health giant say that the 
next wave of Thrive ads will feature Dylan's anthem. Story boards and ad mock-ups 
are being prepared for the next sequence, with shooting slated to begin in early May. 
The campaign includes TV, radio, billboard and print ads. As for the Dylan angle, a 
spokesperson said "we're working on that," but didn't provide any specifics. 
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                He Not Busy being Born  
                            
                          by  
               
          Chris Cooper 
 

Hi 
 
With only one issue left to go, and with the outlines laid for that one, I 
guess this is my last unrestricted article in FW. Almost passed me by as I 
nearly skipped this issue completely by accident. If the ever vigilant Mr. 
Stokes hadn’t reminded me .. Maybe I was just in self denial or selfish? 
Whatever… 
 
Quite a few of the new shows are arriving now. I know that feelings are split 
about whether this is a good band or not. For me they are certainly 
interesting,. I would like to hear the violins used more effectively. They do 
cook on some of the later songs from the last few weeks. The band still 
sounds a little unsure what to do.  Some of the tracks seem to meander 
rather more than they should. I think Bobs at least partly to blame here. 
He’s found his (or somebody’s) voice again and he is making good use of it. 
The old Bob “lets try something new” Dylan is back, the set lists are 
changing and he is trying out different arrangements. But if you are part of 
a new band you may need to some time to establish your place in the scheme 
of things and this isn’t the easiest way. I guess they are forced to learn as 
they go “seat of the pants” stuff again. This will ultimately makes for a tight 
band, if they don’t leave first that is!  I would certainly not ask Bob to slow 
up, and I guess the band do not feel secure enough to. At least this time, 
the “rehearsal shows” are of greater interest than they were when he did 
the same thing in ’91 and ’93. Mind you then he did stick to more or less the 
same set. 
 
Either way we are hearing different versions of old songs and that’s 
interesting to me. An’ if sometimes it doesn’t work I am ok with that too. 
Better he tries and fails than he never tries at all. So I  enjoy them as they 
are.  Different as only Bob can be, and whilst some are saying to me, “well 
this groups not found a groove yet”  I like to think that that’s one thing that 
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makes him interesting. After all these years you can still go see Dylan in 
concert without being too certain what you will get. To my way of thinking 
that is saying  a lot for an artist of his age. Of any age for that. 
 
On a less happy note I see that some problems with the  distribution of 
these shows to us fans have begun. I am sure that most people who collect 
more than a few are now moving over to bit torrent downloading to get these 
things. It has made them available to a lot more people quickly.  I’ve talked 
about the philosophy of this more times than you care to recall I fear, From 
what I understand of things, the main site “EZTREE” stopped hosting 
torrents suddenly. They stated they had received a letter from 4  lawyers 
basically saying “stop or be sued”. Of course they stopped. The news flew 
round the internet very fast, causing at least 2 other, much smaller sites to 
close for fear of retribution. 
 
 We all know that other sites will quickly pop up to take their place. But if 
only these lawyers could get together and sort things out. Eztree NEVER 
uploaded any official material, everything was always either audience or 
radio/soundboard recordings. I know that the songs are still copyrighted and 
licensed to companies, but here we have  a  chance to rectify the bootleg 
problem a little. Let these things go around and you would  bring an end to 
the larger bootleg companies. In the long run I think it would benefit the 
industry rather than damage it.  I fully agree with stopping the downloading 
of commercial material of course, You know we started Freewheelin with the 
idea that we would freely distribute this stuff. And here we are being given 
a very easy, and cheap way to do that. If we permitted too Once again the 
industry tries to keep a stranglehold on new technology, you would think that 
by now they would realize that it’s an impossible task.   
 
Hey not busy being born…….. 
 
Till Next Time 
 
PS.     No MM this month but next month will see one final MM, and as it’s to 
be a closing I felt I would simply do my five favourite audience videos vs. my 
five TV ones. 
Be here. 
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Chronicles 
an alternative view 

Arts and Lies? 
Or 

Hagiography or Autobiography 
1326 words about 

…this and that… 
 

by Patrick J. Webster 
 
 

One of my more embarrassing occasions, of the past few years, occurred at a 
reading the novelist, Jeanette Winterson, gave at Waterstones bookshop, in Leeds, 
sometime in the spring of 2001. I went along with a group of English students from the 
University of Leeds - the talk was on Winterson’s then current novel, The Power Book - 
but as I was currently teaching her earlier book Oranges are Not the Only Fruit - it 
seemed a good opportunity to see and hear her speak. And, in fact, she spoke very well - 
reading from her latest novel to great effect. In the Q/A session Winterson was just as 
engaging - and whilst I don’t usually feel comfortable about putting forward a question in 
such circumstances I was, against my better judgement, persuaded so to do. 
 
I won't bore you with the question, it was something to do with poststructuralist 
implications of the author’s voice within a literary text. It was one Winterson feigned 
ignorance of, but one she was probably aware of anyway. In any case, her actual response 
was characteristically astute; it was something like: 
 
             “You know the trouble with academics - they just clutter things up.” 
 
 The remark was probably right on the proverbial money. But this is not the point I want 
to make; in the course of not answering the question Jeanette did come up with a 
comment pertinent to my view on Chronicles, she said: 
 
               “There's no such thing as biography - there's only art and lies.” 
 
I think Winterson may have been quoting herself, but I recalled the phrase several times 
as I read Chronicles. Here I think for biography we could easily read autobiography, and 
this is the way I approached Dylan’s book - it isn't autobiography, it is merely art and 
lies. 
 
I am at odds with most of the general critical response to the book. All I can feel when 
reading the book is a sense of Dylan talking about another universe to the real one we all 
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inhabit. It seems to me that it is art - it is art engagingly written, but it is art that has little 
to do with the so called real world. Chronicles, it seems to me, is beguilingly 
disingenuous - so much so that I feel many readers have been taken in. A great majority 
of readers have taken for granted that Dylan was writing an autobiography - not that he 
seems to have actually claimed this is so - but it seems to me that this was far from the 
case. If it is anything this is a text about the complexity and ambiguity of identity. But if 
Bob Dylan is writing about an identity it is wholly other to the identity we envisage as 
‘Bob Dylan.’ 
 
My reading of the book suggests our author is continually dissembling. I recall Philip 
Larkin’s phrase, there is a continual sense of: 
 

‘something almost being said.’ 
 

The book is purposefully incomplete, it is purposefully unrevealing. Andy Gill has 
described the book as: 
 

‘the most extraordinary intimate autobiography by a 20th century legend.’ 
 
Bob Dylan is a 20th century legend (and a 21st century one as well) but the book is not 
intimate, insomuch Dylan offers us almost nothing of his intimate life, in fact he offers us 
hardly anything of his actual life. 
 
So why all the adulation? Why has Chronicles been so well received? 
 
There is much adulation in the course of the book itself. Dylan has a good word for 
everyone, but this is so at variance with other documentary sources as to become almost 
risible. We get much detail, there is great graphic description of detail - over things Dylan 
can have no actual recollection of. But this is just a depiction of the art and the lies - it 
has nothing to do with what may or may not have occurred in the so called real world. 
 
Dylan writes well, in a kind of sub Hemingway persona of style. It is a distinctly 
American memoir, this is one of the most revealing aspects to the text. Other than 
Hemingway there are intimations of (Henry) Miller and Kerouac - but mostly I think we 
must look towards Woody Guthrie - and his memoir Bound for Glory - which is surely 
the kind of voice Dylan was reaching for in Chronicles, (However, how much of this is 
down to Dylan and skilful editorial hands is open to question; it is somewhat naive to 
believe a published text, is wholly the work of its author; Dylan writes prose well - or 
does he?) 
 
In any case, mention of Woody Guthrie brings up the major problem I have with Dylan’s 
book. I find the narrative voice both conniving and hypocritical. Take, for example, the 
section in which Dylan complains about the destruction of his yacht in the Caribbean. 
This is, to say the least, unimpressive. I find it difficult to feel any sympathy for a man 
whose wealth stretches into the millions or perhaps close to billions of dollars, worrying 
about the fact his boat - no doubt maintained by a man earning something like 50 cents a 



 18

day - has sunk. Who cares - he can buy another - wealth and power have no limits in the 
world of the author of Chronicles. 
 
The difference is this: Bob Dylan bought into the system, whilst Woody Guthrie’s hatred 
of the system was unwavering. Guthrie’s contempt for excessive private property was 
also unwavering. It is hard to imagine Woody Guthrie complaining about his $x million 
yacht sinking? There are elements of integrity here. Woody Guthrie lived one kind of life, 
Bob Dylan another. 
 
Ed Cray’s recently published biography of Guthrie, Ramblin' Man: The Life and Times of 
Woody Guthrie, makes this clear - Guthrie was a ‘full blooded Marxist.’ The logo on 
Guthrie’s guitar may have read, ‘This machine kills Fascists’ but it may just as well have 
read ‘This machine kills Capitalists.’ Dylan’s book is not able to enter into such a 
political discourse, it cannot because Dylan - the man -is far from what his songs of 
social commentary suggest. His book is quaintly non-judgemental, it rarely makes any 
kind of statement that is in anyway ideologically exacting - it cannot because it is built 
upon nothing but art and lies. 
 
In having said all of this, I won't pretend I haven’t intended to be polemical - I have - I 
think the general reception of the book has been both dishevelled and sentimental. 
 
However, the book is interesting in its attempt to define the art of the musician and 
songwriter. Also, I liked Dylan’s insistence (albeit ludicrously transparent) throughout on 
downplaying any intellectual acuity he may possess. This is exactly the same technique 
Walt Whitman liked to apply - the pretence of a non-intellectual approach to what was 
unequivocally intellectual work. 
 
I also liked the quote from the recent interview Dylan gave to Newsweek: 
 
‘ ... lest we forget; while you’re writing you’re not living. What do they call it? Splendid 
Isolation? I don't find it that splendid.’ 
 
Dylan is likely referring to the late Warren Zevon's song, ‘Splendid Isolation,’ from his 
1989 album/record/CD Transverse City. A song - one of Zevon’s most interesting - 
pertaining to the loneliness of the creative artist. And I think this is what Chronicles is 
ultimately attempting to express. 
 
Overall, I find it a wholly disingenuous book - written by a great artist - but something 
less than a great man. To impress, I am surprised in the implied gullibility of the general 
response to the book - within Freewheelin' and without it - Dylan is a great artist but all 
the evidence we have is that he is not a great man. Chronicles is a calculated whitewash, 
to the point of being a hagiography -the purported life of a saint - not biography - it is, as 
Jeannette Winterson puts it, mere art and lies. 
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A Letter to Hibbing 
 
by Paula Radice 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The main body of this piece is a letter I wrote recently to a new friend who 
lives in Hibbing, a lady called Marilyn, with whom I was put in touch by B.J. 
Rolfzen, Dylan’s High School English teacher, whom I met (together with 
his very gracious and kind wife, Leona) during my visit to Hibbing last 
summer. Marilyn is a retired teacher - colleague of B.J.’s, who was 
interested in the strange English women (my words, not hers!) who she’d 
heard had dropped into Hibbing and she emailed me asking about 
teaching, Dylan and life in general in England. Although she isn't a Dylan 
fan herself - despite B.J.’s many attempts to convert her - she is very 
interested in what makes others rate him so highly, and her letters and 
emails to me, as well as chatting about her life in Hibbing, have frequently 
asked me about what got me "into" Dylan, what I think about "Chronicles", 
and what I thought about Hibbing as a town. She wondered, for example, 
whether I had "somewhat idealized" Hibbing after my visit. After pondering 
awhile, I sat down and wrote her a long letter trying to answer her 
questions. With a few alterations (for example, the footnotes), this is the 
letter: 
 
 
20th March 2005 
 
 
Dear Marilyn 
 
Thanks for your lovely long letter. I am sorry it has taken me a little while to reply, 
but school has been very busy, and we're in the middle of a round of parent 
consultation evenings. Enough complaining! I know that you already know about 
the life of a teacher! 
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You raised several interesting questions in your letter that have got me thinking. 
The reason I "got into" Dylan was, of course, the words/lyrics. He was playing a 
concert in Newcastle (up in the North of England) in 1984, at which time I was at 
University in Durham, which is about 10 miles from Newcastle. I didn't go to the 
show, but everyone was talking about it, so I went and bought an LP to see what 
they were talking about. I was astonished the first time I listened to it! I couldn't 
"hear" a single word! Dylan seemed to just be shouting the words (the album was 
"Hard Rain", a live LP from the Rolling Thunder period, 1975-6), and he wasn't 
even always even on key. But the intensity of both the music and performance 
drew me in, and I just couldn't stop listening to it. When I started being able to 
"hear" the lyrics, I was completely hooked (the first song to make a really 
dramatic impact on me was "Shelter From the Storm" on that album, with its 
screamed lyrics and wailing guitars, capturing exactly the disorientation and 
chaos of being in a violent storm: the "shelter" part of the title and refrain I took to 
be hugely ironic). The lyrics were so powerful and original, and sung with such 
feeling. When I first heard "Blonde and Blonde" and other albums from the 
sixties, some months later, I can remember laughing out loud when I listened to 
them for the first time -I just couldn't believe that someone could be so clever and 
precise and funny with language in songs. Ever since then, I have been a 
committed believer that Dylan is one of the best users of language ever born, 
and certainly the most intelligent and poetic observer of the twentieth (and now 
the twenty-first) century. 
 
That’s why it meant so much to me to meet B.J. last summer. I think he must 
have had an important formative effect on Dylan’s (or rather Robert 
Zimmerman’s) understanding of language and poetry, or at the very least was 
instrumental in nurturing an already creative and lyrical mind. It was thrilling to be 
able to talk to him and find out about what "young Robert" (as B.J. always calls 
him) was like as a High School student, while his interpretation of the world was 
being formed. I loved his stories of living across the road from the Zimmermans, 
and his fond recollections of Dylan's parents, especially his mother Beatty, whom 
everyone seems to have held in high regard. B.J. called her a "wonderful, 
wonderful woman", and recalled how she had telephoned from her job at 
Feldman’s clothing store to tell Leona when a new delivery of coats had come in 
that she thought Leona would like; apparently that was typical of the care and 
consideration she had for others. B.J. and Leona raised their family at much the 
same time as the Zimmermans and David Zimmerman used to do their baby-
sitting, so B.J. has been one of the few observers of Dylan's life from almost the 
very beginning to the present, and has witnessed his metamorphosing over time: 
it was great to hear how delighted he was to see Dylan again recently in Hibbing 
and be told by Dylan, "You taught me a /of1, after a whole adult lifetime of trying 
to inspire adolescents with poetry! B.J. told me last year how very aware of his 
own mortality he is now, after his stroke, and how it was one of his fondest 
wishes to talk to Dylan one more time. I'm so glad he had that chance. 
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It's harder for me to answer your question about Chronicles in any detail. 
Although I write very frequently for the Dylan magazines over here, and most 
often my writing is in the form of book reviews, I have so far steered well away 
from putting my thoughts about the book into print. I feel that my understanding 
of it is so far only scratching the surface of what the book is about - which is, I 
believe, about the pressures of creativity and maintaining the integrity of one’s 
own identity in the face of both internal and external forces. It is undoubtedly 
beautifully written (even I, with my confirmed faith in Dylan's abilities, was 
completely amazed by the wonderfulness of the writing! His use of metaphor is 
incredibly powerful) and an amazingly generous and "giving" book. I'm convinced 
that it is not all true - in the literal sense of the word "true" - but it is all true to the 
spirit and understanding of what it is to be Bob Dylan, I think we will only 
appreciate how lucky we are to have had this open-heartedness from Dylan in 
many years to come. For someone who has guarded his own and his family's 
privacy so carefully, it is a very charitable glimpse into his thoughts and 
influences. It's now being nominated for lots of prizes, which I really hope it wins, 
and I would dearly love for Dylan to get the Nobel Prize for Literature: he’s been 
nominated for the last four or five years, and perhaps Chronicles will now tip the 
balance in his favour. 
 
Are those answers any good?! I enjoyed writing them! One of your other 
questions is much easier to answer: the castle on the postcard that I sent is 
Bodiam Castle, which is about 5 miles from Hastings. We are very well endowed 
with castles around here, as I kept telling Bob Hocking1 last year (when I was 
encouraging him and Linda to pay us a visit: he is very keen to see some real 
castles). Because the counties of East Sussex and Kent were the site of the 
Norman invasion in 1066, and because the South Coast of England was always 
the most vulnerable to French/Spanish attacks throughout the centuries (most 
days you can see the French coast from the beach in Hastings), the area had to 
be well defended. There's lots of history around here. Hastings has been a 
fishing community for over two thousand years of recorded history - and probably 
a lot longer before that again. 
 
You said in your letter that you think I may have idealized Hibbing! I expect that's 
true - places are always very different to live in than they are to visit, aren’t they? 
Hastings probably sounds very picturesque from my description above, and it 
does have its very beautiful and attractive aspects, and I like living here very 
much indeed, because of my job (which I love) and my neighbours and my 
friends - but it also has more than its fair share of 21st century problems like 
drugs and single parent families (and a very high rate of teenage pregnancies), 
poor housing on ugly post-war housing estates, high rates of mental health 
problems and alcoholism. It's one of the most economically deprived places in 
the south-east of England, which is generally much more affluent than the 
"industrial" areas of the north of the country. There are, however, some very 
beautiful old buildings, and many lovely villages in the surrounding green and 
rolling countryside of the chalky South Downs, and of course the sea to enjoy. 
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I think the reason that Hibbing made such an impact on us last year was that to 
some extent the niceness of the place was very unexpected. I have a friend who 
has a brother in Minnesota, who blithely informed us that we would find the whole 
state "really boring". Monica and I tried to cheer ourselves up, before we left 
England, by saying that at least we would be going to understand more fully the 
reasons why Dylan left Hibbing: we weren't expecting to find much to enjoy. Even 
in Minneapolis, someone we got talking to said, "Why on earth would anyone 
want to go to Hibbing? there's nothing there! You won't need three days to see 
it!" 
 
We were then astonished by the beauty of the landscape, driving up from 
Minneapolis (and especially later driving back from Hibbing through Ely, through 
all the forests and past so many beautiful lakes, and down Highway 61 to Duluth 
along the side of Lake Superior). And in Hibbing, even the industrial heritage is 
beautiful! You know straightaway, don't you, when you arrive on the Mesabi, 
because of the dark redness of the soil and the soft round red spoil heaps? The 
Rust-Hull-Mahoning mine completely took my breath away. I really hadn't taken 
in, when I'd merely read about it, just how vast a hole in the ground it really is, 
and it's very surprising that such a huge mining enterprise has actually left a thing 
of such very great beauty, because of the different reds, oranges and purples of 
the oxidised iron ore and the milky aquamarine of the man-made lakes that have 
developed at its base. In the quiet vastness of the site now, there's little sense of 
the frenetic activity, and dirty and dangerous working conditions that existed 
there. Passing through the deserted site of the original town of Hibbing, with its 
lampposts still standing and the concrete foundations of the houses that were 
moved down the hill to the new town in the 1920s, after seeing the mine, is like 
stepping directly back into the past.2 We could imagine what it must have been 
like for Dylan's mother growing up in one of the houses there. 
 
Moreover, in Britain, small towns are not always very welcoming to strangers 
(because of the notorious British reserve, which is really shyness but must often 
seem to foreigners to be coldness), whereas in Hibbing everyone we met was 
without exception courteous and gracious, and made us feel very welcome. Bob 
and Linda Hocking went out of their way to introduce us to friends, and to make 
sure we saw everything there was to see, and Leona and B. J were the same, 
opening their home to us after only the briefest of meetings, and making us feel 
really special. We spent a fantastic evening with them, eating Leona's delicious 
rhubarb and strawberry pie, and the next morning B.J. rang us up at the hotel to 
thank us for coming! Unfortunately, Britain these days is a rather selfish place, 
with lots of bad language and discourteous behaviour - we have huge problems 
with public drunkenness, for example. Hibbing seemed like a really polite, and 
rather "old-fashioned" (in the good senses of the word) place in comparison. 
After visiting the Lybba Delicatessen (to see the site of Dylan's grandfather's 
theatre, named after Dylan's grandmother) we went to see Dylan's boyhood 
home, only to be met at the door by the lady who lives there now saying "You 
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must be the two English gals everyone's talking about! My sister just rang from 
the Lybba!” She then gave us each an original bathroom tile from the house! 
Later that day, Larry Ryan3 came to meet us and take photos of us outside the 
house with the floor tiles, and he made sure we had copies of the photos before 
we left town, by dropping them at our hotel for us. We were constantly taken 
aback by people's kindness and good manners in Hibbing. (I sent an email, when 
we returned to England, to Hibbing's Chamber of Commerce, to tell them so). 
 
Of course, just being visitors, we probably didn't see the other side of the coin. I 
know that Hibbing has its economic problems, for example, although we were 
amazed by how well-kept and tidy all the houses and streets were. In Britain it is 
relatively rare to own a "detached" house, i.e. one with no shared walls with 
another property -I myself live in a very typical "terrace" of small Victorian 
houses, all in a row with walls adjoining both neighbours - but in Hibbing, all of 
the roads are wide and tree-lined, because of it being a completely "planned" 
town, and all of the houses stand in their own space. The wooden houses look 
very pretty, and when I read in Chronicles that Dylan as a young family man had 
dreamed of picket fences and roses in the yard, I knew exactly what he meant, 
because I'd seen that that was what he had grown up with. I was particularly 
impressed with the houses that look over the small "green" where the statue of 
Frank Hibbing is -I spent some time there trying to pick which house I would live 
in if I had the choice! 
 
It was fascinating to be able to get a feel of what it must have been like for Dylan 
to grow up in the town. He certainly had important social and educational 
advantages, living in what was then a relatively very prosperous place (because 
of the mining revenues), with a strong sense of community, and by all accounts 
excellent public facilities. The public buildings like the Memorial Building, the 
Town Hall and above all of course the hugely impressive High School, are very 
grand in comparison to what similarly-sized towns in England would have. 
Everyone we met in Hibbing wanted to make sure that we had seen the High 
School: there is still obviously (and rightly) a great deal of pride in the building. 
We know the Dylan also had a large extended family, fully involved in the 
community and tied to it economically, with all the love and support that that 
entails, and neighbours who valued his parents' acquaintance and social 
contribution. 
 
Being in Hibbing last year really brought home to me how solid a start Robert 
Zimmerman had to life, even if he looked beyond his hometown and yearned for 
brighter lights and the excitements of artistic creativity. I was surprised that 
Dylan, in writing Chronicles, was so open about the gulf that existed between his 
view of the world and his father's (which Dylan clearly thought was typical of most 
Hibbingites’), but it was also very touching how much he wanted to let the reader 
know that he admired and respected his father: and after all, it was his father's 
and his generation's hard work that created a post-world war world in which the 
youngsters of the sixties had the freedom and economic stability to rebel and 
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explore. And it was from his family background, and the influence of Hibbing in 
general, that Dylan surely must have got his commitment to the idea of "family" 
and "fatherhood", which has been a consistent theme throughout his adult life. 
 
Reading B.J.'s book about his early years4 (which you so kindly sent me), and 
reading other books about what life was like in the first third of the twentieth 
century - for example, for the iron miners on the Mesabi range - puts into context 
for me the newness and dynamism of places like Hibbing and the energy and 
hard work that it took to create economically viable, stable communities in 
relatively very short periods of time. After all, Hibbing had only been in its current 
location for twenty years by the time Robert Alien Zimmerman was born, and had 
replaced a town at least partly comprising miners’ wooden shanty shacks - and 
only sixty years before he was born the place was just wooded wilderness! - an 
impossibly short span of time for an English mentality used to living in places 
where settlement can be traced back to before the Romans! It may have seemed 
dull and conservative to the young Robert Zimmerman, but to the outside and 
European eye, Hibbing must have been a town where a huge amount of change 
happened in an explosively short span of time, and in a way much more planned 
and directed way than the incremental, organic way in which towns over here 
have grown over much longer periods of time. 
 
I’ve got a bit carried away in this letter! I did want to answer your questions, 
though. I hope that you're well and happy, and that the end of winter is at least 
within sight (I know it comes very late in the year in northern Minnesota). We 
have had a few weeks of wintry weather - nothing like yours, but with a little 
snow, which is now unusual, I suppose because of global warming. 
 
Do say "Hello" for me to B.J. and Leona when you see them. I know B.J. has 
spent some of the winter reading a very long book on Dylan that I sent him, by 
Professor Christopher Ricks, and he says he has enjoyed it, about which I am 
very pleased! B.J. and I had a wonderful evening in his basement study talking 
about poetry (which has sent me back since to English poetry, and I've bought 
the Oxford Book of English Verse, edited by the same Professor Ricks!) and his 
passion for it showed me very clearly what an exciting and enthusiastic teacher 
he must have been -another thing for which Robert Zimmerman did well to be 
thankful. 
 
 
 
With my very best wishes, 
 
 
Paula 
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Freewheelin Postscript: 
 
I've had some exciting recent news about connections in Hibbing and the 
upcoming John Green Day5, which Keith and John S. are well aware of, and 
everyone else will know about shortly! I really hope we will have a great weekend 
in July - there seem to have been quite a few Feewheelers for whom the last 
twelve months have been a difficult time personally, and it will be lovely to touch 
base and see as many people as possible. I know I'm still a (relatively) new 
Freewheeler, but everyone - and especially John S., of course, - has been so 
kind and encouraging over the last few years, and I'd like to record my gratitude 
here, in the light of his recent decision. Thanks for everything, John, and roll on 
JGDayS. 
 
Footnotes to article: 
 
1. Part-owner and manager, with his wife Linda, of Zimmy’s Bar and Restaurant on Howard 
Street. 
 
2. Some really interesting books to read on these subjects are: DeMillo, L: The Moving of 
North Nibbing (1976); DeMillo, L.: A Photo-Essay of an Iron Mining Community: Hibbing, 
Minnesota;  Finsand, M.J.: The Town that Moved (1983); Landis, P.H.: Three Iron Mining Towns: 
A Study in Cultural Change (1998); Guello, S J.: Hibbing, The Man and the Village (1983 edn.). 
Particularly moving, and fulll of detail about Hibbing in its first incarnation is the fictionalized diary 
account of a young immigrant's experiences in Hibbing's iron mines at the very start of the 
twentieth century: Durbin, W.: My Name is America: The Journal of Otto Peltonen, A Finnish 
Immigrant, Hibbing, Minnesota 1905 (2000). 
 
3. Larry is - as well as being a really nice guy - a local newspaper photographer for the 
Hibbing Daily Tribune, and designer of the annual Hibbing Dylan Days posters and postcards. 
 
4. Rolfzen, B.J. The Springtime of My Life. 
 
 
 

                                             
 
                                                  The Bob that B.J. knew 
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AMERICA OVER THE WATER 
by Richard Lewis 

 
I have just started to read Shirley Collins’ account of her time in 
America with the folk song collector Alan Lomax that she has called “America Over 
The Water”. 
 
Reading Shirley’s account of her time in America reminded me that I never got round to 
completing my own account which some ‘older’ Freewheelers may recall I started nearly 
8 years ago. I thought it was about time I did so. I wrote the first part in July 1997 
(“Summer of Love”) in Freewheelin’ #143 and the second in August (Who Knows 
Where The Time Goes”) in Freewheelin’ #144. The two parts also appeared in the Public 
Freewheelin’ magazines # 5 and 6. To save you trying to find those copies and for the 
benefit of ‘newer’ Freewheelers I am going to reproduce those first two parts below and 
then conclude it. 
 
SUMMER OF LOVE 
 
In April 1967 during the Easter holidays Tim Turner’s Narration changed their name to 
Fairport Convention at played at a party in my house while my parents were away in 
Rome. Two weeks later I went to the Amazing Technicolour Dream up the road at Ally 
Pally and took part in Yoko Ono’s early concept art performances in which members of 
the audience took turns with a pair of scissors to cut off pieces of a girl’s dress until she 
was just left in her underwear. I’ve still got a piece of that dress somewhere amongst my 
other memorabilia. Two days after that I started my first Teaching Practice in Winson 
Green, Birmingham. I was in the first year of a three-year course at a Teacher Training 
College in Brum. The school I worked in was overlooked by a prison on one side and a 
Mental Institution on the other. It was a fairly daunting but exhilarating experience that I 
was glad to complete on May 24th, a date that somehow seemed special. Then it was my 
first year exams interspersed with a drama production (Brecht’s “The Caucasian Chalk 
Circle”) and concerts in Birmingham (Donovan at the Town Hall, Bert Jansch, John 
Renborn and Roy Harper at the same venue, Cream at the Carlton Ballroom) plus trips 
hitchhiking to London (Fairport’s first gig at St Michael’s Hall in Golders Green, Charles 
Lloyd with Keith Jarrett and Jack de Jonette at the Queen Elizabeth Hall and John 
Mayall’s Blues Breakers plus the Jeff Beck Group with Rod Stewart, Ron Wood and 
Aynsley Dunbar at the Saville Theatre.) 
 
All this led up to catching a flight to New York on Wednesday, July 19th to spend two 
months of the summer in the states. At that time a group of us from Muswell Hill in 
North London, including myself, my brother Danny, our friends Andy, Simon, John, 
Chris and Ben all had pen friends in the USA in the same town of North Massapequa on 
Long Island, NY. My pen friend, Jimmy, had already sent me lots of cuttings on Dylan 
from the US press and also a US copy of “Highway 61 Revisited” with the different liner 
notes and a copy of “Blonde On Blonde” several weeks before it was released over here. 



 27

On my arrival at JFK in New York I somehow found my way on to the Long Island 
Railroad and discovered that Long Island was really long! I had thought I was going to be 
in New York itself and here I was right out in the suburbs. However Jimmy and his 
family really welcomed me and I soon made friends with all of our pen friends who were 
really excited to have someone from England in their midst. In fact one of the families 
put on a special barbeque just for my benefit. The father was a retired (at 40 years old 
having done 20 years on the force) New York Police Captain who had run the Stars and 
Stripes up the flagpole by the swimming pool, drank lots of beer and blamed me 
personally for the War of Independence!! 
 

                            
 
  Sitting in Washington Square Park on my first day in New York City. July 1967 
 
Anyway, by Friday I had worked out how to get into New York and went to a wonderful 
free concert in Central Park by Judy Collins who brought on, the then fairly unknown, 
Leonard Cohen to sing ‘Suzanne’ and ‘That’s No Way To Say Goodbye’. The next night 
I went to the Village Theatre to see a triple bill of Vanilla Fudge, The Seeds and The 
Byrds with a freshly permed (a la Jimi) Eric Clapton in the audience. At that show they 
gave out handbills advertising ‘Al Kooper’s Farewell Concert’ (before he emigrated to 
England!) at the Café Au Go Go the following Thursday. It said there would be special 
guests and I made up my mind that I had to be there. 
 
WHO KNOWS WHERE THE TIME GOES 
 
On Thursday July 27th 1967 I arrived at the Café Au Go Go for Al Kooper’s farewell 
concert. First on was Jack Andrews, who I’ve not heard of since, who sang Richard 
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Farina’s ‘Swallow Song’ and four others. Then Al Kooper came on and played two 
acoustic numbers before being joined by Jim Fielder, Bobby Columby and Steve Katz. 
They played about eight songs before finishing with ‘I Can’t Quit Her’, which Kooper 
dedicated to the Statue of Liberty. Fairly appropriate as he never got around to leaving 
America! 
 

                                         
 
                                            Overlooking Niagra Falls 
 
That weekend I met up with an English school friend who was working in New York and 
we took a Greyhound bus to see the Niagara Falls and then went on to Montreal to see 
Expo ’67. That was pretty amazing. I remember the USA pavilion was a wonderful 
geodesic dome designed by Buckminster Fuller and containing some huge Andy Warhol 
paintings. 

                                         
 
                            The USA Pavilion and The USSR Pavilion 
 
 
 Just a few days before the city of Detroit had been set on fire and at least twenty people 
had died, Stokeley Carmichael was calling for armed resistance against the government 
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and Black Power was being born. I remember the tension in the air and armed Marines 
guarded the USA pavilion. 
 
Back in New York I went exploring armed with a list of addresses that I had compiled 
from magazines and album covers. I went to Broadside, Elektra, Vanguard, the Folklore 
Centre, the East Village Other and the office of Albert Grossman. At most of them I only 
got as far as the receptionist but they were all pleased that someone from England knew 
about them even if they wouldn’t let me in any further. I did manage to get the back issue 
of the Saturday Evening Post with Dylan on the cover and at the offices of the East 
Village Other I started chatting with a guy about Dylan. We talked a bit about which 
concerts we had been to and the he asked me if knew the different meanings of ‘rain’ in 
Dylan songs. He got a bit intense and it was only some years later that I realised that I 
had been talking to AJ Weberman! 
 
On August 4th I went to the Garrick Theatre in Greenwich Village to see the Mothers of 
Invention. That week the Fugs were also playing nearby and there was a competition 
going on to see who could be the more outrageous and offend the most people. The 
Mothers pulled members of the audience up on stage to be ritually humiliated and for a 
finale stripped and dismembered several life-size and very lifelike inflatable dolls.  
 
The next weekend I went up to Boston to stay with a family friend. They took me to 
Harvard and around Cambridge and then out to Cape Cod to eat lobster and clam 
chowder. We flew back from Cape Cod in a small six-seater aeroplane and I was allowed 
into the cockpit and to sit at the controls. From Boston I went to Worcester to stay with 
my second cousin and his wife and although they seemed very old to me (in their 50s) 
they showed me around that part of New England. As I left to return to New York they 
gave me an envelope full of beautiful postcards. It was only when I was back in New 
York that I found it also contained $200, which back then was a lot of money. Before 
leaving Boston though I went to Club 47 to see the Chambers Brothers. I had just missed 
Tom Rush and Eric Von Schmidt and was a week too early for Richie Havens and Tim 
Buckley. 
 

                               
 
 
                           Flyer advertising acts at Cub 47 in August 1967 
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On Wednesday, August 16th at 5.35pm I boarded a greyhound bus heading west. Before 
leaving England I had purchased a ‘Go Anywhere’ Greyhound ticket that was valid for 
99 days and cost just $99! The bus was a through one to San Francisco stopping for just 
one and a half hours in Chicago and again in Salt Lake City. In Chicago I remember 
seeing a large wrought iron sculpture by Picasso 
 
 

                                 
 
  
                               Picasso sculpture in front of Chicago Civic centre 
 
and in Salt Lake City going down an escalator into the headquarters of the Mormon 
Church and ‘borrowing’ quite a bit of stationary to write home with. Also on the journey 
I can remember waking up at about 3am as we travelled through Nebraska to the smell of 
pot wafting up the aisle. As we crossed the State Line into Nevada we stopped at a 
service station in the middle of nowhere that was full of nothing but slot machines and 
one-armed bandits and everyone was in constant use even though it was only 7am and 
that included the ones in the gents’ toilets! After a somewhat exhausting ride I finally 
arrived in San Francisco at 10.30am on Monday August 21st. 
 
I took the local bus across the bridge to Oakland where I was going to stay with my 80-
year-old great uncle Robert. He and his wife were delighted to see me and showed me the 
paper they had saved from the week before of George Harrison, in his heart shaped 
sunglasses walking through Haight-Ashbury. That was where I would soon be heading. 
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BE SURE TO WEAR SOME FLOWERS IN YOUR HAIR 
The first thing I discovered was how to tune in to local radio station KYA ‘The sound of 
San Francisco’ whose current top 20 featured the Box Tops “The Letter”, the Animals 
“San Francisco Nights”, the Beatles “All You Need Is Love”, Donovan “There is a 
Mountain” , Buffalo Springfield “Bluebird”, the Doors “Light My Fire”, Jimi Hendrix 
“Purple Haze”, Jefferson Airplane “White Rabbit” and the Beach Boys “Heroes and 
Villains”. This was to be the soundtrack to my summer. 
 
I went exploring, down to Fisherman’s Wharf, across the Golden Gate Bridge, on a cable 
car, up and down the twisting Lombard Street, out to Alcatraz and of course all around 
Haight-Ashbury. I found out where the Fillmore and Avalon ballrooms were and 
explored Golden Gate Park with its gold statue of Buddha and its Japanese Tearoom. 
 

                                         
                
                   A hippie child in a fountain in Golden Gate Park in San Francisco 
 
I went to see the Butterfield Blues Band and Cream at the Fillmore followed two days 
later by Big Brother and the Holding Company featuring Janis Joplin at the Avalon  
Ballroom.  
 

                                       .  
 
             Postcard advertising Big Brother & The Holding Company                                           
                              at Avalon Ballroom. San Francisco                                                   
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Next I was off to the Encore Theatre to see a production of Michael McClure’s play “The 
Beard” which is about an encounter between Billy the Kid and Jean Harlow in Heaven. 
Jean Harlow was played by Billie Dixon and she had a phrase that she kept repeating 
 
Before you can get any secrets from me 
You must find the real me 
Which one will you pursue? 
 

                                   
  
                                            Ticket stub for “The Beard” 
 
Before the play had started we watched the stage hands preparing the sparse set and 
putting out the few props as we listened to Bob Dylan(One Too Many Mornings), the 
Coasters(Searchin’), the Stones(High and Dry), Them(Mystic Eyes) Yardbirds(I’m A 
Man), Jefferson Airplane(Somebody To Love), Rolling Stones(Lady Jane) and finally 
Bob Dylan(Memphis Blues Again). 
 
Then it was back to the Fillmore to see Cream again, this time supported by Mike 
Bloomfield’s new group The Electric Flag and Gary Burton. 
 
 

                                           
 
 
                   Post card advertising Cream and The Electric Flag  
                              at The Fillmore, San  Francisco 
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Cream played two sets featuring a 15 minute version of “Spoonful” as well as “Tales of 
Brave Ulysses”, “Sunshine of Your Love”, “NSU”, “Rollin’ and Tumblin’” and a fine 
take on Eric’s theme tune from his time with John Mayall’s Bluesbreakers –“Stepping 
Out” featuring a ten minute guitar solo. 
 

                                        .   
 
                         The Electric Flag  - Mike Bloomfield 2nd from left 
                                       Cream -  Eric Clapton far right 
I next made a trip down the California Coastline to visit Sausalito and take in Cannery 
Row before heading off to the Monterey Fairgrounds to see Joan Baez in concert 
 

                                      
 
                   Flyer and ticket stub for Joan Baez concert in Monterey 
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She told us we were more reserved than her previous audience in New Jersey but gave us 
a great concert starting with Paul Simon’s “Dangling Conversation” and also including 
“Silver Dagger”, “As Tears Go By”, “Eleanor Rigby”, “Turquoise” “Scarlet Ribbons”, 
and three by Dylan “Daddy You’ve Been On My Mind”, The Lonesome Death of Hattie 
Carroll” and “Its All Over Now Baby Blue”. She finished by singing “Want My Freedom 
Now” to the tune of “Land of 1000 Dances” and finally “We Shall Overcome”. 
 
After the show there were no buses back to San Francisco so I took my trusty sleeping 
bag down to the beach and went to sleep under the stars to the sound of the Pacific Ocean 
lapping at the shore. When I awoke in the morning I was surprised to see that I seemed to 
be in the middle of some large rocks. I was sure it was just a sandy beach when I went to 
sleep. Retrieving my glasses I found that I was surrounded by a group of seals! 
 
Back in San Francisco I caught a bus to Los Angeles (which I had not appreciated was 
some 500 miles south. Arriving in the early afternoon I made my way, on foot, towards 
my destination , the Cinema Theatre at 1122 North Western in the Hollywood Hills to see 
Bob Dylan in “Don’t Look Back”. I sat through it twice really pleased I had made the trip 
from San Francisco. In between the two performances they played side one of the first 
Velvet Underground album. I next made my way to the Whiskey-A-Go-Go to see the 
Byrds play two sets before, at about 4am, making my way back to the Bus Station for the 
journey back north. Still it was cheaper than a hotel even if I was in LA for less than 24 
hours. 
 
Then in my final week on the West Coast I made two trips to each of the different 
theatres run by The Committee. First to see their production of “America Hurrah” on 
Montgomery Street and then two days later to their “Improvised Satirical Revue” with 
Carl Gottlieb on Broadway. At the latter they got the audience to suggest ideas to be 
improvised. First they gave us a choice of genre such as historical, comedy, musical, 
tragedy etc and then they asked for a line from a poem or song that they could build a 
sketch around. I shouted out ‘you don’t need a weatherman to know which way the wind 
blows’ and someone else suggested Shakespeare and in less than a couple of minutes they 
produced the required sketch. Very good it was too! 
 
In between my trips to the theatre I watched Mimi Farina on TV from Golden Gate Park 
singing Tuli Kupferberg’s “Morning” and Dino Valente’s “Lets Get Together”. I also 
made a final trip to the Fillmore to see The Byrds. 

                                               
 
                                             The Byrds – Crosby and McGuinn 
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                                            The Byrds -  Hillman and Crosby 
 
My last outing before I was due to head back to New York was to go to watch the crowd 
outside the  Presidio Cinema for the Premiere of Andy Warhol’s “The Chelsea Girls”. 
Sure enough a  large American automobile arrived and out got Andy Warhol, Ultra 
Violet and Nico. They stood around for photos and then went in where they chatted to the 
audience and had a cup of coffee and generally hung out and made themselves available 
to anyone who wanted a word or a picture. 
 
 

                              .  
Andy Warhol and Ultra Violet at The Presido Cinema, San Francisco 
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BY THE TIME I GOT TO WOODSTOCK 
On Monday September 11th I took a Greyhound east and three days later arrived back in 
New York where I immediately took a Trailways bus to upstate New York and the town 
of Woodstock! 
 
What was I doing? I’m not sure that I knew. As far as the world knew Dylan had been in 
a motorcycle crash the previous July and was still recuperating. Did I expect to find him? 
Not really but you never know do you. Greyhound didn’t operate a service and it was 
only after I had got there that I discovered there was no bus until the next day. I walked 
around and discovered that the local theatre, “The Woodstock Playhouse” was home to 
the Hudson Valley Reparatory Company who were performing Joan Littlewood’s “Oh 
What a Lovely War!” So I would at least have entertainment for the evening even if I 
didn’t know where I was going to stay. 
 
 

                                         
 
                            Programme cover for ‘Oh What A Lovely War’. 
 
Then two amazing things happened. I had found the Café Espresso where I had seen a 
photo, in the French magazine “Salut Les Copains!”, of Dylan playing chess outside. As I 
was walking away from the café towards the Woodstock Bakery to get a roll or 
something to eat a Ford Station Wagon parked outside and the driver got out and went in. 
Something about him seemed familiar and as he came out I was almost sure it was 
Robbie Robertson. He got back into the driver’s seat and passed something to his 
passenger. Quickly plucking up my courage I approached the car and bent down to the 
driver’s window and asked for directions to the Woodstock Playhouse explaining that I 
was English and here on holiday. To my embarrassment it was almost within sight but I 
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got my directions. The man in the passenger seat didn’t say a word but I turned to thank 
him any way. It was as near as I was ever going to be to Bob Dylan! 
 
As I wandered off in a bit of a daze I came across a small boy playing with a ball as he 
walked along the street behind a young woman who I assumed was his mother. He lost 
control of the ball and I passed it back to him. He said thank you and I said don’t mention 
it. His mum heard my English accent and we started talking. Within minutes I had a 
companion for the theatre and a somewhere to spend the night. 
 
The next day I headed back to New York for a final dose of culture before flying home to 
London at the end of the week I went to see the Albert Ayler  Quintet at Slugs in the East 
Village followed by a showing of Andy Warhol’s “I A Man, Tom Baker”. 
 
My final outing was to the Café Au-Go-Go to see Canned Heat and BB King. After BB 
King had played I could see him in the bar area talking to two men who I took to be his 
managers-they had that sort of Peter Grant, Don Arden, Albert Grossman kind of look. I 
went over and had a word too and they were amazed that anyone from England would 
know about BB King. They told me to hang around if I wanted to see and hear something 
special. BB King did his final set and then invited Elvin Bishop from the Butterfield 
Blues Band up to join him and he in turn brought up Eric Clapton. 
 
Together they jammed for about an hour playing just two different numbers on which 
they all three took turns to take extended guitar solos. A night worth waiting around for. 
 
On Thursday September 21st 1967 I said farewell to my American pen friends from 
Farmingdale and Massapequa and boarded a plane for London. My American adventure 
was over but I had, and still have, some wonderful memories. 
 

                         
 
 
      Waiting for the plane home with my pen friend Jim and his girlfriend Holly 
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         ALTERNATIVES TO COLLEGE     
    
              ‘‘MOST LIKELY YOU GO YOUR WAY  
                          (AND I’LL GO MINE)’’ 
                

 by Michael Crimmins       
 
 
 
                         You say you love me  

And you’re thinkin’of me 
But you know you could be wrong. 
You say you told me  
That you wanna hold me, 
But you know you’re not that strong.  
I just can’t do what I done before, 
I just can’t beg you any more. 
I’m gonna let you pass 
And I’ll go last. 
Then time will tell just who has fell 
And who’s been left behind,  
When you go you’re way and I go mine. 

 
 
 
I intended to write a belated follow up piece here to my article that appeared in 
Freewheelin’ 223 “Tales from the outlaw hideout” which ended up referring to the 
infamous call of ‘Judas’ from 1966 and The Free Trade Hall. I was going give you all my 
take on  “Most Likely You Go Your Way ( and I’ll Go Mine)” from ‘Blonde on Blonde’ 
in which I see Dylan anticipating the parting of the ways amongst those, of the time, who 
liked their “Folk music” served up with electricity, as opposed to those that did not. 
Realising slowly that this would almost certainly be my last chance to express my 
feelings in association with Freewheelin’ closing its doors, and knowing that JRS has a 
specific idea in mind for the last issue, I decided against my original idea. Looking at my 
blank page that held only the song title “Most Likely You Go Your Way (and I’ll Go 
Mine)” I realised that I could still use this to express my anticipation and reluctance to 
accepting the inevitable. 
 
It is sad that freewheelin-on-line is to cease, and I would like to tell you why I come feel 
that way. Firstly it is, and has always been, a non profit making organisation, therefore 
delivering the necessary purity of enthusiasm needed to create an offspring to Dylan’s 
great art.  Though I have only been involved with the actual words that appear in 
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freewheelin’ for the last fourteen months, it has been great therapy for me! If we can 
think of ourselves, the record buying public, as that required by Bob Dylan when he sang 
“I need a dump truck momma to unload my head” then freewheelin’ has in a way, been 
my dump truck. If that sounds a little ungracious I can assure you that I do not mean to 
be.  I am sure that JRS realised my needs in that direction, when he first asked me if I 
would be interested in writing a regular column here. I had you see informed him that I 
had for a number of years the rather curious habit of committing my thoughts to paper. 
Freewheelin’ has provided me with a wonderful chance to write about one of the great 
passions of my life: The music of Bob Dylan. I am very grateful and want to say thank 
you to all involved here!  
 
Up until 1999 I had never come into contact with, or heard of, The Cambridge Bob Dylan 
Society, although I was aware, and had read a few copies, of the freewheelin’ magazine.  
Significantly 1999 was the year that I first logged on. It was on the night January 25th 
2002 that I first attended one of CBDS meetings. Dylanesque had been invited along to 
play a few songs, and it was there that I first made the acquaintance of John Stokes Chris 
Cooper John Nye and Keith Agar. Although I have been playing live music for nearly 
thirty years and have attended many many Dylan shows, the spirit of this evening, which 
will have been just another meeting to the regular attendees, really did overwhelm me! 
Maybe it was playing in front of the aficionados; maybe it was watching Bob footage 
where we all applauded as if he were there in the flesh, Maybe it was the realisation of 
Keith Agar’s unique talent, or maybe it was all of these things, whatever it was – it was 
something else!    
 
One of the reasons that I mentioned the CBDS meetings, besides mapping out my route 
to you here, is to establish a positive note in my lament to freewheelin-on-line. 
Apparently these will continue, as will hopefully the annual Bob Dylan convention John 
Green Day. Roll on July 30th! 
 
As I have already made mention of  Manchester’s Free Trade Hall and that legendary 
shout of ‘Judas’ I might as well use up a little of , this now, precious space in praise of  
Like The Night (Revisited) by CP Lee. The book is subtitled ‘Bob Dylan and the road to 
the Manchester Free Trade Hall’. Not having read the original edition of 1998 ‘Like The 
Night’ and regretfully not being there, or indeed at any of these almost incendiary shows, 
I am grateful to CP for not only, as Griel Marcus would say, putting me there, but for also 
explaining the very reasons why someone like myself,  living outside of Manchester 
might not have been there. The book provides enough social, political and economic 
history, as the necessary backdrop to providing a greater understanding of the term ‘Folk 
music’ as perceived at the time, and the pandemonium that culminated in that most 
hurtful shout. For anybody wanting to get as close as to feel that night, without actually 
having been there, I would recommend a book, a film and a record. They are of course 
‘Like The Night (Revisited)’ ‘Eat The Document’ and The Bootleg Series Volume 4. 
Little touches to this book made me happy, like leaving it open as to who in the band 
actually said “Play fuckin’ loud” CP gives us the choice of Dylan or Robertson. I must 
say that it never did sound like Dylan to me! And I must say, given his most recent 
recollections of being in Dylan’s band, another contender is Mickey Jones.  CP provides 
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two Judas figures in Keith Butler and John Cordwell and while he can put you right next 
to those heat pipes that cough, if he can’t quite get to the bottom of who the culprit is, at 
least it was he whom brought the two candidates to our notice.  Is all of this relevant? Yes 
we are talking historic fact here and CP Lee is an eye witness. His road to delivering 
‘Like the Night’ to us is a very important one in the history of Bob Dylan. It is one that 
stretches way back to 1971 when he first got hold of a copy of the bootleg record ‘Bob 
Dylan - Live at The Royal Albert Hall’ Without his eventual intervention this history, of 
which he in the most natural way possible has become a part of, would be a distorted one. 
Be glad that he remembers! It’s a great book! 
 
 
AND IF MY THOUGHT-DREAMS COULD BE SEEN THEY’D PROBABLY PUT 
MY HEAD IN A GUILLOTINE… 
 
What is a song/poem if not thought and expression? The songs/poetry, of course, will 
depending upon their generally perceived worth, remain long after whoever creates them 
departs this existence. I find the whole idea that an artist would create even just one line; 
let’s say the one quoted above for example, NOT to stimulate our consciousness rather 
silly.                                                                                                 
 
Not wanting to be seen as presenting an apple to the teacher, as it were, I have up until 
now made no mention of  
 
              ‘Like Ice, Like Fire’ (addressing the night in “Visions of Johanna”) 
                                                        By J. R Stokes 
 
  
By taking into account the work of others on the subject of “Visions of Johanna”, the 
most notable being ‘The Nightingales Code’ by John Gibbens, John presents the fruit of a 
his own long and hard study of this great song. I hope it does not sound too ridiculous to 
say, for myself at least, that John realises ‘thought dreams’ in “Visions of Johanna” that 
Dylan might not have. The perceived beauty in the eye of the beholder is surely what the 
artist craves. John translates the language of Dylan’s code to me so well, and when I say 
that I know full well that he is not telling me that “Visions of Johanna” means this or 
that! He just tells me what he sees. Like I said earlier with word space in this particular 
arena now so very precious, it would be a crying shame not to express my appreciation of 
John’s efforts. I don’t have the eloquence of expression that I would like to have to do 
this, so I will just say that it was bloody marvellous lad!  
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THE MISSIONARY TIMES        
 
                                by J.R.Stokes 
 
Thinking About a Series of Dreams. 
(Not In A Shy Way) 
 
 
The Freewheelin idea was, for me, an answer to a series of dreams. First and 
foremost in that series were the impossible day dreams I had about the pictures 
that Dylan painted with his songs. Day dreams that changed my way of thinking, 
altered the course of my life and probably caused my downfall. For a while. 
 
Take the picture of Hattie Carroll for instance. Can’t you see the face of Hattie 
Carroll? The maid of the kitchen; fifty-one years old and the mother of ten 
children. Who carried the dishes and took out the garbage and never sat once at 
the head of the table.  And didn't even talk to the people at the table. Who just 
cleaned up all the food from the table.  And emptied the ashtrays on a whole 
other level. Isn’t that picture of Hattie Carroll clear in your mind? Can’t you see 
her standing right in front of you with her arms crossed and with a look of 
humble acceptance on her face? 
 
 In 1964, when I was 17, I heard ‘The Lonesome of Death of Hattie Carroll’ 
and I became born again with a social conscience. And the picture of Hattie 
Carroll was the holy image that I started to walk behind. In my apprenticeship for 
a working life I trod the streets of London as a Law Clerk and happy I was in such 
vocation until the time of my rebirth. Then I started to see, in the faces of the 
people I had to deal with, marks of Hattie Carroll. I couldn’t take it so I gave it up, 
started working in an art shop in Fleet Street and applied to become a pavement 
artist in Trafalgar Square. Down on the pavement I could see life from a whole 
other level. Street level. What a stupid, fucking impossible dream of life that 
turned out to be. 
 
What ultimately broke that particular dream was a combination of gravity, 
cowardice and birth place. I didn’t have rich wealthy parents to provide and 
protect me and I yearned for the freedom to smoke, to travel, to shop in Carnaby 
Street. A balance had to be drawn and as I could draw nothing from my own bank 
balance I got pulled down into the notion that the only way forward was up. So, 
as the rain washed away my chalk from the pavement, I returned to the law firm 
in Lincolns Inn to earn a decent living. And all around me sighed  a huge sigh of 
relief. 
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But, as Dylan continued to draw circles with his songs, so the day dreams 
continued, and I imagined all manner of people over the ensuing years: from 
Ramona with the watery eyes and the cracked country lips right through to the 
clean cut who was on the baseball team, in a marching band and who, when he 
was ten years old, had a watermelon stand. Close your eyes, you can see that 
clean cut kid too. Then, in 1985, along came Chris Cooper. 
 
The problem was that, at about the time that Chris came along, I was getting very 
restless. I had 20 years of dreams piled up and no place to out them. I was 
suffocating and I needed to breathe. I wanted to free myself of this head full of 
ideas that really were about to drive me insane. I had a new dream of freedom. 
 
Freewheelin was not however just to be about my own personal freedom. At the 
time the idea was being floated there were dark dealings going on in the world of 
Dylan collecting. In those days, if you had a rare Dylan recording you had to beg, 
borrow or steal in order to get a copy. And only then could you get a copy if you 
had something similarly rare to exchange. Chris was intent upon cutting through 
that crap and his branch of the new project was to set up a free exchange of 
material, no matter how rare. Boy did we get some stick for that one. We were 
accused of all sorts of things from stealing other’s collections to being at the 
forefront of a new Dylan mafia, designed to take over the Dylan world by corrupt 
means. But we were just two guys whose intentions were good. 
 
The third part of the Freewheelin project centered on the freedom of information 
about Dylan. For this purpose a librarian namely Terry Kendrick from Norwich 
joined us and he provided a monthly bibliography of Dylan’s appearances in the 
press. That section was eventually taken over by Mark Carter who has admirably 
stuck to his task with his own ‘20lbs of Headlines’ for the last 17 years.  
 
So the Founding Fathers of the project were Terry, Chris and I and the 
philosophy and ideal behind the idea was freedom. Freedom of speech and ideas, 
freedom of trade, and freedom of information between a circle of friends. Dylan 
had given us the name long before we had even thought about it: Freewheelin. 
Not to be confused with the name ‘Freeloadin’ by which we were called in the 
early days by people who ridiculed the idea that our intentions could be genuine 
and sincere. Now they don’t talk so loud. 
 
The other aspect of freedom that I attached to the exorcism of my dreams about 
Dylan’s songs was the freedom from editorship. I already had certain articles 
published on Dylan but they had been subject to cruel editing which, in my view, 
knocked them out of shape. With Freewheelin, I could say what I want and how I 
wanted to say it. I could extract those images that I saw in Dylan’s songs and put 
them into a different context. A context of words.  And that is exactly what I did 
in my very first article, in September 1985, under the general heading The 
Missionary Times, I wrote an article which I titled ‘Dylan’s Foot of Pride’. The 
following is the verbatim opening of the article and you will notice, in my first 
paragraph, I talk about Dylan painting a portrait: 
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Number One                                                                                          September 1985                                   
 
Just cast your eye over our transcript of this song. 6 long verses - 86 lines containing 
some of the most graphic pictures Dylan has painted to complete a full and familiar 
portrait:  the wickedness of man. 
 
So many images of modern day terror and evil are portrayed in the course of these 
verses: ‘They sang ‘Danny Boy’ at his funeral and The Lords Prayer’ surely refers 
to the terror of a ritualistic I.R.A. funeral. You’ve seen them so many times on 
television; black hoods, berets, rifles in the air; scurrying, violence and howls of 
despair. 
 
Then there’s the ‘retired business man named Red’, feeding off the public, off you 
and me ‘off everyone that he can touch’. It doesn't really matter if you die while he 
rips you off.  The name of the game for Red is cash. 
 
His assistant, Miss Delilah is one of those high class girls… not just a simple 
prostitute… ‘if you've got enough bread …. nice fun in bed….If you don't mind 
sleeping with your head face down in the grave.’ 
 
And what about the gurus, our Leaders who will teach us ‘how to walk through 
doors’ and even ‘enter into the Gates of Paradise’  without being known for what we 
really are. Well they are only in it for the purpose of lining their own pockets. For 
them it’s all an act; shouting out loud the names of their particular charities, they 
promise to ‘take all this money from sin, build big universities to study in’. But hah! 
It’s all a big joke! They ‘sing Amazing Grace all the way to the Swiss Banks.’ We 
will get fooled again, and again. 
 
We all know about the sort of people Bob abhors in verse 5 - The Manson type 
commune dwellers of Southern California. Beautiful people, symbols on their 
foreheads, faces to the sky, hands outstretched. ‘They kill babies in the crib and say 
‘Only the good die young’ . They don’t believe in mercy’. 
 
The common denominator to these various terrorizing, money loving, fun seeking, 
kick crazy people is pride.  Pride in their ways of life; pride in their wickedness and 
in their evil deeds.  But Dylan says that, in the final hour, in that accounting hour 
when neither you nor I knows what happens (‘cause we haven’t been there yet),  in 
the hour of their death, the very foundation of these people’s existence - their foot of 
pride - will come down against them.  And, for them, there ain’t no going back. 
 
The final verse is very interesting. ……. I  think that Bobby here is talking about 
himself. After remembering how he climbed that hill (of religion), he asks the 
question: ‘Did he make it to the top?’ And then answers:  ‘Well he probably did and 
dropped.  Struck down by the strength of the will’. There is that element of self 
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doubt there - uncertainty as to whether his beliefs were real or not. If indeed they 
were, he was bound to get struck down by the will of the world anyway. 
 
That same element of doubt and difficulty permeates through certain tracks on 
‘Empire Burlesque’. But with the artist living out the lifestyle of a rock musician,  
what did you expect?  The opening lines of the new album tell their own tales ‘I had 
to move fast, and I couldn’t with you around, my neck’. I keep seeing visions of 
Bobby taking off his crucifix, placing it in his top drawer to ‘stay warm’ and going 
out into the dark night seeking a hot blooded singer, singing ‘Memphis in June’. 
 
 
How anyone could relate certain lines in the song to an IRA funeral or see a 
vision of Dylan taking off a crucifix after hearing that line: ‘I had to move fast and 
I couldn’t with you around my neck’ was a total mystery to some people but it 
didn’t matter to me. I had unleashed a dream from my head; it was over, done, 
out of the way. FREEDOM. 
 
Actually, I have to mention that the Freewheelin project was almost over before it 
began because, as I was collating issue four, in December 1985, my six year old 
daughter Abigail tragically died. All ideas of creativity were crushed, any dreams 
that I had were banished. This was the article that I wrote for Freewheelin 
number 4. 
 
 
Number 4        Christmas Eve 1985 

 
  I can't see my reflection in the waters, 
  I   can’t  speak  the  sounds  that  show no pain, 
  I can’t hear the echo of my footsteps, 
 Or can’t remember the sound of my own name. 
 Yes, and only if my own true love was waitin’, 
 Yes, and if I could hear her heart a-softly poundin’, 
 Only if she was lyin’ by me, 
 Then I’d lie in my bed once again. 
 

*********************************************************************** 
In memory of my treasured daughter Abigail Amber (24/4/79 - 11/12/85). 
 
*********************************************************************** 
I had drafted a 4 page retrospective to be included in Freewheelin 4 when the tragic 
death of my daughter Abbie occurred just 14 days before Christmas day. Abbie’s 
life had always been a struggle since her birth, but she had been doing so well over 
the past 12 months. We were shattered, totally devasted. It was a time for a 
complete reconsideration and reappraisal of my life, my recreation and my beliefs. 
I’m not yet picking up the pieces, I’m still searching for the place where the pieces 
are hidden. People say you get an ‘inner strength’ at times like this; I’m still 
waiting, for that strength to arrive. 
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I told Chris that I couldn’t possibly have anything to do with Freewheelin 4 but as 
those long and empty days passed I remembered some of Emily Dickinson’s poetry 
which predominantly related to the experience of death. I looked back to my 
contribution in Freewheelin 2 - every one of those poems was relevant and helped 
me. Then in No. 3 I wrote about that devious wind that blows us all awry. I thought 
I was pretty certain about where things were at but now the bleak north wind that 
haunts every corner of my home has scattered any certainty I had in my mind; an 
icy wind has frozen my emotions and left me staring out of the window at the 
Christmas robin, making me realize that this little creature with it’s fragile legs 
knows as much as me about the purpose of life. All is just a wisp of vapour, a puff of 
wind, a mere breath - nothing you could get your hands on; the nearest thing to 
zero. Vanity of vanities. All is vanity. 
 
This page is dedicated to the memory of my treasured daughter. From now until the 
day I die, a day will not pass when I do not grieve for her. When I can start to listen 
to Dylan again I hope I will find some comfort in those songs that Abbie and I 
shared together during her very brief time with us. 
 
Reviewing that article now, just over 19 years later, I realize that every one of 
those words still rings true…. like they were written in my soul.  
 
But it was certainly Freewheelin that helped me to recover from the depths of my 
loss. With the encouragement and patience of Chris and others I put pen to paper 
again and so I have been doing every month ever since. I have tried to stay true to 
my original purpose of exorcising my day dreams about the pictures that Dylan 
paints with his songs and no more so that with my ridiculously long series of 
dreams about Visions of Johanna. A considerable number of my articles have 
appeared in many other Dylan magazines and I could probably say that, with only 
a couple of exceptions, all have been misunderstood! I have come under some 
heavy criticism and indeed abuse on certain occasions but so what?  For what is a 
man, what has he got?  If not himself, then he has naught. To say the things he 
truly feels; and not the words of one who kneels. 
 
And so, the end is near and I face the final curtain. In Freewheelin 234 ( February 
2005) Mike Wyvil wrote about  ‘the time spent on this wonderful Dylan voyage’. 
Mike is absolutely right, it has been a wonderful voyage: of discovery; of 
illumination and of companionship. One thing is for certain though, Freewheelin 
wouldn’t and couldn’t have been Freewheelin without all the Freewheelers who 
have taken a ride on this magic bus with me. In the final Freewheelin I will have 
something more to say about that and I hope that we will have full crew to row us 
merrily into the sunset. 
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