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Six years running! 

 
SEPTEMBER 14, 2012. 
”…I ain’t dead yet, my bell still rings, I keep my fingers crossed like them early Roman kings…” 

Welcome to another edition of the Bob Cats Newsletter. It’s night time in the big city. The moon is up 
and the rain is coming down, percussion on the rooftops. The big guy and the cracked actor by the bar 
in the Black Swan, silently side by side. Tony Bennett on the radio. Girls and taxi cabs queing up 
outside the Saint James Hotel, the hardware convention has come to an end, a street car goes by, 
there’s a fist fight in the Doris’ Deli and the night has just begun. 
NEWS FLASH! 
DUQUESNE WHISTLE – THE VIDEO. 
http://www.examiner.com/video/duquesne-whistle-official-video 
http://www.noise11.com/news/bob-dylan-tempest-is-no-1-on-amazon-20120902 

 
REVIEWS – TEMPEST 
http://www.counterpunch.org/2012/09/07/bob-dylans-sly-trip-to-hell-on-earth/ 
http://www.tnr.com/print/article/music/107007/blood-and-the-ballad-bob-dylans-macabre-new-album 
http://www.austindailyherald.com/2012/09/08/dylan-storms-back-with-tempest/ 
http://www.annemargaretdaniel.com/bob_dylan___tempest____110785.htm 
http://www.samsonsdiner.blogspot.ie/2012/09/the-big-question-mulling-around-heads.html 
http://www.bbc.co.uk/music/reviews/gdj9 
http://www.newyorker.com/online/blogs/culture/2012/09/older-than-that-now-dylans-tempest.html?currentPage=all 
http://www.uncut.co.uk/blog/wild-mercury-sound/an-alternative-look-at-bob-dylans-tempest 



TEMPEST, THE LYRICS 
http://www.maggiesfarm.eu/tempestlyrics.htm 

NOTES 
BOB & INTERTEXTUALITY RE TEMPEST 
https://rollason.wordpress.com/2012/09/09/bob-dylans-tempest-intertextuality-shakespeare-and-edgar-allan-poe/ 

INTERTEXTUALITY  
http://pinterest.com/scottwarmuth/a-tempest-commonplace/?e_t=ae635557f2d04b4688fa9d795a40471a&e_t_s=board-
name&utm_source=sendgrid.com&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=board_created 

BOB’S ASTONISHING LATTER DAY BRILLIANCE 
http://www.theatlantic.com/entertainment/print/2012/09/bob-dylans-astonishing-latter-day-brilliance/262195/ 

TIN ANGEL 
http://johannasvisions.com/great-song-tin-angel-by-bob-dylan/  

VIDEOS 
LOVE SICK 
http://www.elsewhere.co.nz/bargainbuy/4451/the-bargain-buy-bob-dylan-time-out-of-mind-sony/  

MASKED AND ANONYMOUS, THE TRAILER 
http://www.elsewhere.co.nz/absoluteelsewhere/5190/bob-dylan-for-absolute-beginners-2012-the-long-look-back/ 

DELIA & DIAMOND JOE 
http://www.prefixmag.com/features/bob-dylan/quarantining-the-past-bob-dylans-good-as-i-been-to/68849/ 

CROSS THE GREEN MOUNTAIN 
http://music.cbc.ca/#/blogs/2012/9/Talkin-Bob-Dylan-Baby-Eagle-on-Cross-the-Green-Mountain 

BROWNSVILLE GIRLS – PASO ROBLES, CALIFORNIA, AUGUST 6, 1986. 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZbKlABsChiA 

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

BOB & THE BAND, BOSTON GARDEN, BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS, JANUARY 14, 1974. 
http://www.wolfgangsvault.com/bob-dylan-and-the-band/concerts/boston-garden-january-14-
1974.html?utm_source=CVNL&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=120912 

BOB TALKS – THE ROLLING STONE INTERVIEW 2012. 
I want to ask about the controversy over your quotations in your songs from the works of 
other writers, such as Japanese author Junichi Saga's Confessions of a Yakuza, and the 
Civil War poetry of Henry Timrod. In folk and jazz, quotation is a rich and enriching 
tradition, but some critics say that you didn't cite your sources clearly. What's your 
response to those kinds of charges?  Oh, yeah, in folk and jazz, quotation is a rich and enriching 
tradition. That certainly is true. It's true for everybody, but me. There are different rules for me. And as 
far as Henry Timrod is concerned, have you even heard of him? Who's been reading him lately? And 
who's pushed him to the forefront? Who's been making you read him? And ask his descendants what 
they think of the hoopla. And if you think it's so easy to quote him and it can help your work, do it 
yourself and see how far you can get. Wussies and pussies complain about that stuff. It's an old thing – 
it's part of the tradition. It goes way back. These are the same people that tried to pin the name Judas 
on me. Judas, the most hated name in human history! If you think you've been called a bad name, try 
to work your way out from under that. Yeah, and for what? For playing an electric guitar? As if that is in 
some kind of way equitable to betraying our Lord and delivering him up to be crucified. All those evil 
motherfuckers can rot in hell. 
Seriously?  I'm working within my art form. It's that simple. I work within the rules and limitations of 
it. There are authoritarian figures that can explain that kind of art form better to you than I can. It's 
called songwriting. It has to do with melody and rhythm, and then after that, anything goes. You make 
everything yours. We all do it.Read more: http://www.rollingstone.com/music/news/bob-dylan-
strikes-back-at-critics-20120912#ixzz26IQzzvoI 
http://www.rollingstone.com/music/news/bob-dylan-strikes-back-at-critics-20120912 
BOB QUOTES 
” ‘Love & Theft’ is not an album I’ve recorded to please myself. If I really wanted to that, I 
would have recorded some Charley Patton songs.”  
~Bob Dylan 
http://www.smh.com.au/entertainment/music/bob-dylan-in-his-own-words-20120910-25o1m.html 

”The old Chess records, the Sun records. . . I think that’s my favorite sound for a record . . . I 
like . . . the intensity The sound is uncluttered. There’s power and suspense. The whole 
vibration feels like it could be coming from inside your mind. It’s alive. It’s right there.  
~Bob Dylan, to Bill Flanagan, 2009 

••• 



PHOTO OPPORTUNITY 

 
FLASHES FROM TEMPEST.
Night after night,  
Day after day,  
They strip your useless hopes away  
The more I take, the more I give,  
The more I die, the more I live 
 
I got something in my pocket 
Make your eyeballs swim  
I got dogs could tear you  
Limb from limb 
Man can’t live by bread alone  
I pay in blood but not my own 
 
I’m going to walk across the desert 
Till I’m in my right mind  
I won’t even think about  
What I’ve left behind 
Nothing back there anyway  
I can call my own 
 
Go back home  
Leave me alone 
It’s a long road  
It’s a long and narrow way 
If I can’t work up to you  

You’ll surely have to work down to me someday 
 
I can dress up your wounds 
With a blood-clotted rag  
I ain’t afraid to make love  
To a bitch or a hag 
 
If you see me comin’  
And you’re standing there 
Wave your handkerchief  
In the air 
I ain’t dead yet  
My bell still rings  
I keep my fingers crossed  
Like them early Roman kings 
 
My enemy crashed into the dust  
Stopped dead in his tracks and he lost his lust  
He was run down hard and he broke apart  
He died in shame, he had an iron heart 
 
We cried on a cold and frosty morn  
We cried because our souls were torn  
So much for tears  
So much for these long and wasted years

GOOD NIGHT
The transparant moon is smiling back at you, a bleak reflection of your own. 
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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