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The Midsummer edition! 

 
It was five years ago today, the first Bob Cats Newsletter was published. 
JUNE 22, 2012. 
”…I have gone from rags to riches in the sorrow of the night, in the violence of a summer's 
dream, in the chill of a wintry light…”  

Welcome to another edition of the Bob Cats Newsletter. It’s night time in the big city and it’s 
bright as day and the sun sweeps the empty streets and alleys, avenues and plazas. The Black 
Swan is closed for the holidays and business at the Saint James Hotel is slow. The cracked 
actor in a once white borsalino and the kid in a hunter’s jacket, sitting by the canal throwing 
stones  in still water. The sounds of the carnival is echoing like thin banners from the forests 
by the sea. A man in goggles and a dog tooth suit high speeds his motorcycle down the streets. 
A sea gull shrieks in transparent breeze. 
VIDEO 
THINGS HAVE CHANGED – FIRENZE 2011. 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GimfOgPULBo&feature=youtu.be 

RADIO - AUDIO 
THE DYLAN HOURS - SUNDAY AFTERNOONS. 
http://www.kcsn.org/dylanhours.html 

DOWNLOADS 
THEME TIME RADIO HOUR - #15 EYES. 
http://www.whitemanstew.com/?p=233 
THEME TIME RADIO HOUR - #16 DOGS. 
http://www.whitemanstew.com/?p=265 
THEME TIME RADIO HOUR - #17 FRIENDS & NEIGHBORS. 
http://www.whitemanstew.com/?p=295 
THEME TIME RADIO HOUR - #18 RADIO. 
http://www.whitemanstew.com/?p=303 

NOTES 
BOB CRASHED IN THE MILE HIGH CITY, 1960. 
http://blogs.westword.com/backbeat/2012/06/bob_dylan_in_denver_summer_1960.php 
SELFPORTRAIT 
http://jonfriedman.net/notes/self-portrait-is-a-great-album-no-this-is-not-a-misprint/ 
DESOLATION ROW. 
http://meetinmontauk.com/2012/06/17/song-of-the-day-1436-desolation-row-alternate-take-bob-dylan/ 
MONEY BLUES. 
http://www.bobdylan.com/us/songs/money-blues 

SITES 
BRUSH UP YOUR PORTUGESE 
http://dylanesco.com/a-balada-de-bob-dylan-um-retrato-musical/ 



 
 
PHOTO OPPORTUNITIES 

 



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 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. 
 
The cold-blooded moon 
The captain waits above the celebration 
Sending his thoughts to a beloved maid  
Whose ebony face is beyond 
communication 
The captain is down but still believing that 
his love will be repaid. 
 
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 beneath a 
heart-shaped tattoo 
Renegade priests and treacherous young 
witches 

Were handing out the flowers that I'd given 
to you. 
 
The palace of mirrors 
Where dog soldiers are reflected 
The endless road and the wailing of chimes 
The empty rooms where her memory is 
protected 
Where the angel's voices whisper to the 
souls of previous times. 
 
She wakes him up 
Forty-eight hours later the sun is breaking 
Near broken chains, mountain laurel and 
rolling rocks 
She's begging to know what measures he 
now will be taking 
He's pulling her down and she's clutching 
on to his long golden locks. 
Gentlemen, he said I don't need your 
organization, I've shined your shoes 
I've moved your mountains and marked 
your cards 
But Eden is burning either brace yourself 
for elimination 
Or else your hearts must have the courage 
for the changing of the guards. 
 
Peace will come 
With tranquillity and splendor on the 
wheels of fire 
But will bring us no reward when her false 
idols fall 
And cruel death surrenders with it's pale 
ghost retreating 
Between the King and the Queen of 
Swords.

GOOD NIGHT
The world is round, night nowhere to be found. 
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. 
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