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Welcome to another edition of the Bob Cats Newsletter. It’s Friday, it’s night time in 
the big city. In search for Hawley Arms. The padded seats of Paddington. A seagull 
croaked in Leicester Square the cab driver knows my fate. He´s got the address in his 
hand scribbled on a flyer for a night club of desire. We’re in  search for Hawley Arms. 
Way past the stains of Whitehall to the murky Camden streets where Hawley Arms 
rests in ruins in ashes on the ground. But don´t forget that second best might be 
twice as good on a Friday night as it should. 

THEME TIME RADIO HOUR 
THE 2ND SEASON OF THEME TIME RADIO HOUR. THIS WEEK´S SHOW #22: MORE BIRDS!  
Tweedle dee! Quack, quack! Hoo hoo and kuckeliku!  
Question: Why do hummingbirds hum?  
Answer: Because they don’t know the words. 
http://ttrh-blog.patrickcrosley.com/ 
http://dylan-ttr-blindwilly.blogspot.com/ 
http://nohablosolocamino.blogspot.com/ 
http://dsp.vscht.cz/pavelka/TTRH/ 
http://patrickcrosley.com/?q=node/90 
http://www.expectingrain.com/discussions/viewforum.php?f=11 

LIVE FROM THE VAULTS 
http://dylannl.blogspot.com/ 

VIDEO 

CASH & DYLAN 1969 
http://doctormooney.blogspot.com/2008/03/dylan-cash-sessions-1969.html 
LIKE A ROLLING STONE 
http://es.youtube.com/watch?v=uVitjRcIQVs 
PEACE IN THE VALLEY 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=79Ruro5FvQg 
MASTERS OF WAR 
http://es.youtube.com/watch?v=ycEtqlp1qwg 
DHARMA & GREG 1 
http://es.youtube.com/watch?v=ESPoK2CgDZw 
DHARMA & GREG 2 
http://es.youtube.com/watch?v=sJg92CV3SF8&feature=related 
IF YOU SEE HER, SAY HELLO 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XBDIdZRVBv4 

NEWS THAT FITS 
http://breakingnews.iol.ie/entertainment/story.asp?j=204689540&p=zx469xyzx 
http://33third.blogspot.com/2008/03/bob-dylan-encyclopedia-in-paperback.html 
http://www.bobdylanisis.com/Book%20Reviews.htm 

BOB PLAYS OSLO MAY 2008 
http://www.tv2.no/nyhetene/snop/article1672973.ece 
http://www.aftenbladet.no/lokalt/article609783.ece 
http://www.guitars101.com/forums/f90/bob-dylan-tuning-up-with-the-orchestra-1965-66-a-69232.html 
http://www.sptimesrussia.com/index.php?action_id=2&story_id=25336 
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NEIL & BOB STUFF 
http://www.thrasherswheat.org/jammin/dylan.htm 

 
OFF STAGE CHANCE MEET 
http://howegelb.com/category/howes-diary/page/3/ 

There was a long table made up of several small tables, and there in the middle facing 
out toward the street was bob dylan. To his left and right were seated the disciples of 
decible. Easter conveniently lingered just around the corner. I walked in with my 7 
year old son, who had insisted on dressing in his punk costume from halloween. The 
boy looked good and natural in his black anarchy t-shirt and black stove pipe jeans 
with the chains . No one said a word when we walked in. It was like a moment in a 
western. Things went silent. There I sat. inches away, and I would not ask him for 
anything. Not the time of day and not even a hello. He looked good. He looked better 
then he does on stage or in pictures and was gratifying to see him ageing well. He had 
a fire in him, in his body motions. He was in deep conversation with tony and kept it 
that way. And it began to occur to me how much we seem to want from these 
situations. I have never known a world without dylan, and that has played out into 
some kind of difficulty here. So I just hung around some and ate my chile rellenos. 
The sisters were cooking and kept looking over the counter at me and silently 
mouthing a thanks �, but all I did was connect the dots. So I hung out mostly with 
marsela, winston´s daughter, who had just lost a friend to a severe car wreck on a 
dark desolate desert highway. I know that road, and it always plays with your mind 
out there. She was sadder then her years should allow. It was giving her a ride, some 
years ago at the request of her dad, that put us all here in this same situation with 
dylan. So I hung with her now and let dylan´s posse eat without interruption. At one 
point, at the end of dinner there, I went out to get the 12 pack of beer in my truck, 
incase anyone was thirsty, but mostly because patty, winston´s ex and mars´s mom, 
asked me to go get her one. Bob just managed to expertly not look around the room 
much, just took in his food and continued his talk with Tony and the other new guys 
in the band. The new guitar player was right next to me and he looked like he really 
wanted a beer, but no one from the group would take one. Like there might a be an 
ordinance not to drink in front of bobâ€™s sobriety. Makes some sense. The 
situation was very sobering. Shortly after that 1st beer got cracked, bob stood up 
quick to leave and the entire table got up with him like they were an extension of his 
physical motor actions. I was exactly in the way. Bob would have to at least 
acknowledge my existence by walking by me. Nope. He was a professional. He 
stopped next to me for a moment, sighed, then continued on out the door. So that 
was that. I would not attempt to punctuate such a barrier . My friend harvey was 
reduced from his normal social practices too. Every one was socially inept except for 
the children of course. But the crushing thing of all was that bob did not touch his 
chile relleno. Just ate the rice and beans, like in his song. 
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PHOTO OPPORTUNITY 

 
FLASHES FROM THE PAST  
I stood there and hummed, 
I tapped on her drum and asked her 
how come. 
And she buttoned her boot, 
And straightened her suit, 

Then she said, "Don't get cute." 
So I forced my hands in my pockets 
And felt with my thumbs, 
And gallantly handed her 
My very last piece of gum. 

GOOD NIGHT 
A good night to you all. 
At the end of the day 
It´s a good night 
Good-night? ah! no; the hour is ill  
Which severs those it should unite;  
Let us remain together still,  
Then it will be good night.  
How can I call the lone night good,  

Though thy sweet wishes wing 
its flight?  
Be it not said, thought, understood  
That it will be good night.  
To hearts which near each other move  
From evening close to morning light,  
The night is good; because, my love,  
They never say good-night. 

- Percy Bysshe Shelley
If you do not wish to recieve this newsletter - let  the bobcats management know. 
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