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Welcome to another edition of the Bob Cats Newsletter. It’s night time in the big city and the 
cracked actor is thrown out of the Saint James Hotel into the heat of night for selling 
postcards from the royal wedding. The thin gypsy troubadour smuggles him a Bishops Finger 
and they share it cheering the cleaning ladies arriving for the night shift. Streets are empty, 
the air is thin, the kid sweeps the floor with a broom, everyone’s gone to the moon. 
VIDEOS - THE EUROPEAN TOUR 2014. 
STAVERN NORWAY - JULY 11, 2014. 
http://johannasvisions.com/bob-dylan-at-stavern-norway-11-july-2014/ 
http://www.op.no/stavernfestivalen/article7472534.ece 

 
NOTDARKYET. 
http://notdarkyet.org 

RADIO - AUDIO - DOWNLOAD 
NOTDARKYET. 
http://notdarkyet.org 

THEME TIME RADIO HOUR - THE ARCHIVE. 
http://www.themetimeradio.com 

THE DYLAN HOURS - SUNDAY AFTERNOONS. 
http://www.kcsn.org/dylanhours.html 
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PHOTO OPPORTUNITY 

 
FLASHES FROM THE PAST
Your breath is sweet 
Your eyes are like two jewels in the sky 
Your back is straight, your hair is smooth  
On the pillow where you lie  
But I don’t sense affection  
No gratitude or love  
Your loyalty is not to me  
But to the stars above 
One more cup of coffee for the road  
One more cup of coffee ’fore I go  
To the valley below 
 
Your daddy he’s an outlaw  
And a wanderer by trade  
He’ll teach you how to pick and choose  
And how to throw the blade  
He oversees his kingdom  
So no stranger does intrude  

His voice it trembles as he calls out  
For another plate of food 
One more cup of coffee for the road  
One more cup of coffee ’fore I go  
To the valley below 
 
Your sister sees the future  
Like your mama and yourself  
You’ve never learned to read or write  
There’s no books upon your shelf  
And your pleasure knows no limits  
Your voice is like a meadowlark  
But your heart is like an ocean  
Mysterious and dark 
One more cup of coffee for the road  
One more cup of coffee ’fore I go  
To the valley below

GOOD NIGHT
By the dark lake in the thick wood 
They were waiting for the golden touch  
He got on his knees where he once stood 
Counted his blessings and said, how much? 

She stood standing soaked by rain  
Looking south beyond his glare 
Braids swinging from her head 
It’s now or never, she said.
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