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5 YEAR ANNNIVERSARY EDITION ! 
”She’s smelling sweet like the meadows where she was born  
On midsummer’s eve, near the tower”.  –B.D. 

 
JUNE  24, 2011. 
Five years ago, June 23, 2001, the first Bob Cats Newsletter was thrust upon the world and 
has been running ever since, always on a Friday except when not. This is a one-man-
printshop about a one-man-show who shook the world, rocked and rolled it and then stirred 
it, still rolling in the Universe, rocking the wicker chairs and echoing in the wilderness.  
”Rave on, John Donne!” – Van Morrison. 

 
Welcome to another edition of the Bob Cats Newsletter. It’s night time in the big city and the 
streets are empty but for the hispanic harlot crossing the street in a zig-zag pattern oblivious 
to the traffic lights and neon signs. She’s lost on her way to work where as there’s no work to 
be found. She must be high on something, someone said as the yellow tram slides down Main 
Street decorated with flowers and flags hardly flapping in the non existent breeze. The Black 
Swan is closed for the week-end. A sleepy piccolo smokes a Chesterfield leaning on the lamp 
post in the middle of the street.  A man with a leg-iron is sleeping on a park bench, ducks are 
croaking and bullfrogs quacking and the birds in the trees go tweet tweet tweet. There’s a 
lonely kid on the roof of the Temperance Hotel. He’s bouncing a tennis ball on the asphalted 
paper eating a cold hot dog dressed in shorts and bowling shirt. There’s a flash of rain. In a 
distance, on the other side of the river people gather on a field, getting drunk, quarrelling, 
laughing and dancing to a polka trio dressed up birds with furry hats. The cracked actor, 
smoking, coughing, entertains the children with fairy tales from his own broken Grimmian 
childhood. 
NEWS FLASH ! 
BOB PLAYS BORLÄNGE, SWEDEN JULY 2. BOB CATS WILL ATTEND.  
BE THERE OR BE ABSENT MINDED. 



CONCERT REVIEWS 
MILAN, ITALY -  ALCATRAZ – 2011-06-22. 
http://www.maggiesfarm.eu/ 

FINSBURY PARK’S FEIS FESTIVAL 2011-06-18. 
http://www.telegraph.co.uk/culture/music/rockandpopmusic/8585826/Bob-Dylan-at-Finsbury-Parks-Feis-Festival-
review.html 
http://www.strictlyrandl.com/features/live-review-bob-dylan-and-gaslight-anthem-london-feis-festival/ 
http://www.dailystar.co.uk/playlist/view/196857/Gig-review-Bob-Dylan-Finsbury-Park-London/ 
http://www.independent.ie/entertainment/music/bob-dylan-is-rocking-in-the-rain-2800780.html  

 

 
VIDEOS - MOVING PICTURES  
JOYCE CAROL OATES TALKS ABOUT BOB 
http://www.apieceofmonologue.com/2011/01/joyce-carol-oates-bob-dylan.html 

LIKE A ROLLIN’ STONE, TEL AVIV - 2011-06-20. 
http://www.apieceofmonologue.com/2011/01/joyce-carol-oates-bob-dylan.html 

FINSBURY PARK’S FEIS FESTIVAL 2011-06-18. 
http://www.bbc.co.uk/programmes/p00hnrw9 
RADIO - AUDIO 
THE DYLAN HOURS - SUNDAY AFTERNOONS. 
http://www.kcsn.org/dylanhours.html 



DOWNLOADS 
CHOOSE A PLACE AND A TIME - THIS SITE CONTAINS NO LINKS TO COPYRIGHTED MUSIC. 
http://dylannl.nl/ 

PHOTO OPPORTUNITIES 
BOB AT THE 21ST ANNUAL FEIS MUSIC FESTIVAL - PHOTOGRAPHY 
http://www.monstersandcritics.com/music/features/article_1646834.php/Bob-Dylan-Performs-At-The-21st-Annual-Feis-
Music-Festival-Pictures?page=1 

 
FLASHES FROM THE PAST 
Sixteen years  
Sixteen banners united over the field  
Where the good shepherd grieves  
Desperate men, desperate women divided  
Spreading their wings ’neath the falling 
leaves 
 
Fortune calls I stepped forth from the 
shadows, to the marketplace  
Merchants and thieves, hungry for power, 
my last deal gone down  
She’s smelling sweet like the meadows 
where she was born  
On midsummer’s eve, near the tower 
 
 
 
 

They shaved her head  
She was torn between Jupiter and Apollo  
A messenger arrived with a black 
nightingale  
I seen her on the stairs and I couldn’t help 
but follow  
Follow her down past the fountain where 
they lifted her veil 
 
I stumbled to my feet I rode past 
destruction in the ditches  
With the stitches still mending ’neath a 
heart-shaped tattoo  
Renegade priests and treacherous young 
witches  
Were handing out the flowers that I’d given 
to you 
 



GOOD-BYE CLARENCE (1942-2011), CLARENCE GOOD-BYE. 
http://www.guardian.co.uk/music/2011/jun/19/clarence-clemons-obituary 
http://www.nytimes.com/2011/06/19/arts/music/clarence-clemons-e-street-band-saxophonist-dies-at-
69.html/partner/rssnyt?_r=1 

GOOD NIGHT 
A good night is a night well spent.  
A well spent night is a good night. 
A good day is a day of light and thunder, with a crispy morning, noon and with a slowly 
burning afternoon and good hours in between.  
A good night is a night of dark and wonder, sleep and lusty arms of feathered angels, jolly 
seized in an iron nightmare charging fields by Cornwall cliffs and raging sea. 
He who asks for nothing will never be disappointed, no gritting teeth, no disbelief.  
Nothing comes out of nothing yet everything that ever is, was nothing once. 
Days go by, night subsides, days will come and days will go but night’s a haunting shadow 
approaching from behind. 
- - - 
”Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
What thou among the leaves hast never known, 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret 
Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs, 
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies; 
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs; 
Where beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow…” 

- from Ode to a Nightingale by Keats, verse 3. 

 
The Bob Cats Newsletter is inspired by Theme Time Radio Hour and the spirit in which it is made. All text by yours 
truly unless otherwise stated. If you do not wish to recieve this newsletter - let us know & you’re off the hook. 


