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Welcome to another edition of the Bob Cats Newsletter. It´s night time in the big city and the 
many colored feathers of late elapsed easter flutters in the gutter. People are heading home 
from work. A man on his knees, briefcase on the pavement, peeks through a keyhole chanting 
in portugese, a fado from the 30´s. A woman watering her plants on the balcony whistles in 
perfect tune. A parrot in a gilded cage repeats every word the man sings scorning him vilely.
THE CHINA SYNDROME 
http://www.theatlantic.com/international/archive/2010/04/mammoth-dylan-in-china-motherlode-1/38746/ 

VIDEOS 
INTERVIEW WITH THE TIME MAGAZINE 1965 
http://www.sometimesrhymes.com/Sometimes_Rhymes/Blog/Entries/2010/4/16_Why_I_Shouldnt_Be_Writing_My_Literat
ure_Essay_on_Bob_Dylan.html 

COUPLE MORE YEARS - SOUNDTRACK: HEARTS OF FIRE 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MMeKZU8tOM8 

DEEP ELLUM BLUES - GERDE´S FOLK CITY NEW YORK 1962 
http://www.examiner.com/x-21829-Bob-Dylan-Examiner~y2010m4d15-Dylans-back-pages--Gerdes-Folk-City-April-16-1962 

DON´T THINK TWICE, IT´S ALRIGHT - 1999 - BOB & DEREK 
http://www.muddywatermagazine.com/MCDV-Dylan-Clapton-Dont-Think-Twice.html 

I´M SO LONESOME I COULD CRY – BOB & JOHNNY 
http://www.examiner.com/x-21829-Bob-Dylan-Examiner~y2010m4d12-Bob-Dylans-appearances-on-David-Lettermans-
television-shows--Part-two?cid=examiner-email 

BOBDYLAN.COM – A COLLECTION – 6 CDS 
http://dylannl.nl/Laatste-Nieuws/have-you-tried-the-old-bob-dylancom-songs.html 
http://dylannl.nl/B/639-Bob-Dylan.com-songs/View-details.html 

BOB AT LATE NIGHT WITH DAVID I & II & III. 
http://www.examiner.com/x-21829-Bob-Dylan-Examiner~y2010m4d11-Bob-Dylans-appearances-on-David-Lettermans-
television-shows--Part-One 
http://www.examiner.com/x-21829-Bob-Dylan-Examiner~y2010m4d12-Bob-Dylans-appearances-on-David-Lettermans-
television-shows--Part-two?cid=examiner-email 
http://www.examiner.com/x-21829-Bob-Dylan-Examiner~y2010m4d13-Bob-Dylans-appearances-on-David-Lettermans-
television-shows--Part-three 

BLOWIN´IN THE WIND – SEOUL, KOREA 2010-03-31 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SmiXetDQ_V0 

IF NOT FOR YOU 
http://meetinmontauk.com/2010/04/10/song-of-the-day-629-if-not-for-you-bob-dylan/ 

SERIES OF DREAMS 
http://www.africanamericanancestorsblog.com/?p=2771 

LIVE FROM THE VAULTS 
http://bigozine3.com/rarities/?p=692 http://dylannl.nl/ http://croz.fm/ 

MY OWN LOVE SONG - NEWS FLASH 
http://www.examiner.com/examiner/x-21829-Bob-Dylan-Examiner~y2010m4d15-Bob-Dylan-soundtrack-for-My-Own-Love-
Song-not-on-Sonys-schedule 
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PHOTO OPPORTUNITIES 
HTTP://WWW.TWO-RIDERS.CO.UK/MENU.HTML 

 
FLASHES FROM THE PAST 
There’s a long-distance train rolling 
through the rain,  
Tears on the letter I write.  
There’s a woman I long to touch and I miss 
her so much  
But she’s drifting like a satellite.  
There’s a neon light ablaze in this green 
smoky haze,  
Laughter down on Elizabeth Street  
And a lonesome bell tone in that valley of 
stone  
Where she bathed in a stream of pure 
heat.  
Her father would emphasize you got to be 
more than streetwise  
But he practiced what he preached from 
the heart.  
A full-blooded Cherokee, he predicted to 
me  
The time and the place that the trouble 
would start. 
There’s a babe in the arms of a woman in a 
rage  
And a longtime golden-haired stripper 

onstage  
And she winds back the clock and she 
turns back the page  
Of a book that no one can write.  
Oh, where are you tonight? 
The truth was obscure, too profound and 
too pure,  
To live it you have to explode.  
In that last hour of need, we entirely 
agreed,  
Sacrifice was the code of the road.  
I left town at dawn, with Marcel and St. 
John,  
Strong men belittled by doubt.  
I couldn’t tell her what my private 
thoughts were  
But she had some way of finding them 
out.  
He took dead-center aim but he missed 
just the same,  
She was waiting, putting flowers on the 
shelf.  
She could feel my despair as I climbed up 
her hair  



And discovered her invisible self. 
There’s a lion in the road, there’s a demon 
escaped,  
There’s a million dreams gone, there’s a 
landscape being raped,  
As her beauty fades and I watch her 
undrape,  
I won’t but then again, maybe I might.  
Oh, if I could just find you tonight. 
I fought with my twin, that enemy within, 
’Til both of us fell by the way.  
Horseplay and disease is killing me by 
degrees  
While the law looks the other way.  
Your partners in crime hit me up for 
nickels and dimes,  
The guy you were lovin’ couldn’t stay 
clean.  
It felt outa place, my foot in his face,  
But he should-a stayed where his money 

was green.  
I bit into the root of forbidden fruit  
With the juice running down my leg.  
Then I dealt with your boss, who’d never 
known about loss  
And who always was too proud to beg.  
There’s a white diamond gloom on the 
dark side of this room  
And a pathway that leads up to the stars.  
If you don’t believe there’s a price for this 
sweet paradise,  
Remind me to show you the scars. 
There’s a new day at dawn and I’ve finally 
arrived.  
If I’m there in the morning, baby, you’ll 
know I’ve survived.  
I can’t believe it, I can’t believe I’m alive,  
But without you it just doesn’t seem right.  
Oh, where are you tonight? 

THEME TIME RADIO HOUR 

 
http://www.tirbd.com/2009/05/dylans-theme-time-radio-hour-at-end.html 

GOOD NIGHT 

I don’t know if the stars rule the world 
Or if Tarot or playing cards 
Can reveal anything. 
I don’t know if the rolling of dice 
Can lead to any conclusion. 
But I also don’t know 
If anything is attained 
By living the way most people do. 
Yes, I don’t know 
If I should believe in this daily rising sun 
Whose authenticity no one can guarantee 
me, 
Or if it would be better (because better or 
more convenient) 
To believe in some other sun, 

One that shines even at night, 
Some profound incandescence of things, 
Surpassing my understanding. 
For now... 
(Let’s take it slow) 
For now 
I have an absolutely secure grip on the 
stair-rail, 
I secure it with my hand – 
This rail that doesn’t belong to me 
And that I lean on as I ascend... 
Yes... I ascend... 
I ascend to this: 
I don’t know if the stars rule the world.  
•Fernando Pessoa 

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  


