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Welcome to the Whitman edition of the Bob Cats Newsletter. It´s night time in the big city. 
Empty bottles, two by two, circle every lamp post along K-Damm. An elder man on the bus 
dressed in different tones of brown, leather jacket, pants, pre-war cap hectors a skinny girl in 
black. She´s leaning into her Ipod, he barks in broken polish german rants. He wants her 
seat, he´s old, he´s crippled, he´s bad. She rises and gives him the finger saying; you 
could´ve asked me in a nice way. She´s from the other side of where the Iron Curtain used to 
be, from where the Wall used to be. It´s still there. You can´t see it, but it´s there. It´s in the 
way the words sound, it´s in the way we move, it´s in our minds, it´s in the traffic lights and 
in the streets behind the house where Alfred Döblin used to live. It´s in the bunker, in the 
theatre, in the Vivantes Klinikum Am Urban on Diefferbachstrasse and in the coins rattling 
inside a paper cup, for a while and disappear and so will I, but my love will never die.
AUDIOS 
VINCENT VAN GOGH – FT WORTH TEXAS 1976-05-16 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=R9m3kSIOV0s 

VIDEOS 
CHIMES OF FREEDOM - BILL CLINTON'S INAUGURATION CONCERT, 1993  
www.examiner.com/x-21829-Bob-Dylan-Examiner~y2010m1d17-Dylans-back-pages--Clintons-inauguration-concert-1993 

BOB & LEON RUSSELL 
www.examiner.com/x-21829-Bob-Dylan-Examiner~y2010m1d15-Leon-Russell-Dylan-producer-and-interpreter-recovering-
from-brain-surgery?cid=email-this-article 

WHEN THE SHIP COMES IN – THE 60:S 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-vhNCRlXm1s 

GONE TO THE NOVEMBER- - WYCLEF JEAN – BOB CAMEO APPEARENCE AT 2:28 
ESSAYS, ACADEMIA & STUFF 
On public demand:  A roundtable discussion of Bob Dylan; inventions & invented 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=epHxpdS5bKM&feature=sub 



BLOOD ON THE TRACKS - 1975 
http://www.examiner.com/x-21829-Bob-Dylan-Examiner~y2010m1d18-Dylans-back-pages--Anniversary-of-Blood-On-The-
Tracks-1975?cid=examiner-email 
http://wildmercurymusic.blogspot.com/2010/01/blood-on-tracks-released-35-years-ago.html 

 
QUOTATIONS & ONELINERS 
http://www.examiner.com/x-21829-Bob-Dylan-Examiner~y2010m1d19-Bob-Dylan-and-Edgar-Allan-Poe--The-Tell-Tale-Signs 

…from a 1991 interview with Paul Zollo for Song Talk  magazine: 
Zollo: When you write songs, do you try to consciously guide the meaning or do you try to 
follow subconscious directions? 
Dylan: Well, you know, motivation is something you never know behind any song, really. 
Anybody's song, you never know what the motivation was. It's nice to be able to put yourself 
in an environment where you can completely accept all the unconscious stuff that comes to 
you from your inner workings of your mind. And block yourself off to where you can control 
it all, take it down. Edgar Allan Poe must have done that. People who are dedicated 
writers, of which there are some , but mostly people get their information today over a 
television set or some kind of a way that's hitting them on all their senses. It's not just a great 
novel anymore. You have to be able to get the thoughts out of your mind.  
PHOTO OPPORTUNITIES 

 



 
TANGLED 
http://dylannl.nl/M/1850-Meet-Mr-Dylan-Volume-1-Tangled/View-details.html 

I WAS SO MUCH YOUNGER THEN 
http://dylannl.nl/Laatste-Nieuws/have-you-ever-tried-i-was-so-much-younger-then.html 

FLASHES FROM THE PAST 
Well my heart's in the Highlands wherever 
I roam  
That's where I'll be when I get called home  
The wind, it whispers to the buckeyed 
trees in rhyme  
Well my heart's in the Highlands, I can 
only get there one step at a time. 
Well my heart's in the Highlands, with the 

horses and hounds  
Way up in the border country, far from the 
towns  
With the twang of the arrow and a snap of 
the bow  
My heart's in the Highlands  
Can't see any other way to go  

ARTICLES, SUBSTANCE, ESSAYS, PARAPHERNALIA & STUFF 
BOB & DOUG SAHM; AMIGOS 
http://www.adioslounge.com/2009/05/doug-sahm-bob-dylan-amigos-de-musica.html 

THEME TIME RADIO HOUR 

 
http://www.croz.fm/pages/ttrh.html   http://dylan-ttr-blindwilly.blogspot.com/ 

LIVE FROM THE VAULTS 
http://bigozine3.com/rarities/?p=692 
http://dylannl.nl/ http://croz.fm/ 
To Use Rapidshare: Click the link, scroll down and click the "Free" button. Wait between 60-120 seconds, enter the three-digit 
code into the box and click "Download". [macintosh user´s manual: press: alt + ctrl jointly; click title; choose `save link as`; 
make that choice and it will download on you] 

 



GOOD NIGHT – RE: ´CROSS THE GREEN MOUNTAIN 
Come up from the fields father, here's a letter from our Pete,  
And come to the front door mother, here's a letter from thy dear son. 
Lo, 'tis autumn,  
Lo, where the trees, deeper green, yellower and redder,  
Cool and sweeten Ohio's villages with leaves fluttering in the  moderate wind,  
Where apples ripe in the orchards hang and grapes on the trellis'd vines,  
(Smell you the smell of the grapes on the vines? Smell you the buckwheat where the bees 
were lately buzzing?)  
Above all, lo, the sky so calm, so transparent after the rain, and with wondrous clouds,  
Below too, all calm, all vital and beautiful, and the farm prospers well.  
Down in the fields all prospers well,  
But now from the fields come father, come at the daughter's call.  
And come to the entry mother, to the front door come right away.  
Fast as she can she hurries, something ominous, her steps trembling,  
She does not tarry to smooth her hair nor adjust her cap.  
Open the envelope quickly,  
O this is not our son's writing, yet his name is sign'd,  
O a strange hand writes for our dear son, O stricken mother's soul!  
All swims before her eyes, flashes with black, she catches the main words only,  
Sentences broken, gunshot wound in the breast, cavalry skirmish, taken to hospital, 
At present low, but will soon be better.  
Ah now the single figure to me,  
Amid all teeming and wealthy Ohio with all its cities and farms,  
Sickly white in the face and dull in the head, very faint,  
By the jamb of a door leans.  
Grieve not so, dear mother, (the just-grown daughter speaks through her sobs,  
The little sisters huddle around speechless and dismay'd,)  
See, dearest mother, the letter says Pete will soon be better.  
Alas poor boy, he will never be better, (nor may-be needs to be better, that brave and simple 
soul,)  
While they stand at home at the door he is dead already,  
The only son is dead.  
But the mother needs to be better,  
She with thin form presently drest in black,  
By day her meals untouch'd, then at night fitfully sleeping, often waking,  
In the midnight waking, weeping, longing with one deep longing,  
O that she might withdraw unnoticed, silent from life escape and withdraw,  
To follow, to seek, to be with her dear dead son.  
- Come Up from the Fields Father by Walt Whitman (1819-1892) 
The Bob Cats Newsletter is inspired by  the Theme Time Radio Hour and the spirit in which it is made. If you do 
not wish to recieve this newsletter - let  the Bobcats Management know - & you´re off the hook. www.peterholst.se  


