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The Times They Are A-Changin’
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The Times They Are A-Changin’

Come gather "round people

Wherever you roam

And admit that the waters

Around you have grown

And accept it that soon

You'll be drenched to the bone

If your time to you is worth savin’

Then you better start swimmin’ or you'll sink like a stone
For the times they are a-changin’

Come writers and critics

Who prophesize with your pen

And keep your eyes wide

The chance won’t come again

And don’t speak too soon

For the wheel’s still in spin

And there’s no tellin” who that it’s namin’
For the loser now will be later to win

For the times they are a-changin’

Come senators, congressmen

Please heed the call

Don’t stand in the doorway

Don’t block up the hall

For he thar gets hurt

Will be he who has stalled

There’s a battle outside and it is ragin’

[t'll soon shake your windows and rattle your walls
For the times they are a-changin’



Come mothers and fathers

Throughout the land

And don’t criticize

What you can’t understand

Your sons and your daughters

Are beyond your command

Your old road is rapidly agin’

Please get out of the new one if you can’t lend your hand
For the times they are a-changin’

The line it is drawn

The curse it is cast

The slow one now

Will later be fast

As the present now

Will later be past

The order is rapidly fadin’

And the first one now will later be last
For the times they are a-changin’
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Ballad of Hollis Brown

Hollis Brown
He lived on the outside of town
Hollis Brown
He lived on the outside of town

With his wife and five children
And his cabin fallin” down

You looked for work and money
And you walked a rugged mile

You looked for work and money
And you walked a rugged mile
Your children are so hungry

That they don’t know how to smile

Your baby’s eyes look crazy

They’re a-tuggin’ at your sleeve
Your baby’s eyes look crazy

They’re a-tuggin’ at your sleeve

You walk the floor and wonder why
With every breath you breathe

The rats have got your flour
Bad blood it got your mare
The rats have got your flour
Bad blood it got your mare
If there’s anyone that knows
[s there anyone that cares?

You prayed to the Lord above
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Oh please send you a friend
You prayed to the Lord above
Oh please send you a friend
Your empty pockets tell yuh
That you ain’t a-got no friend

Your babies are crying louder

It's pounding on your brain

Your babies are crying louder now
It's pounding on your brain

Your wife’s screams are stabbin’ you

Like the dirty drivin’ rain

Your grass it is turning black
There’s no water in your well
Your grass is turning black
There’s no water in your well
You spent your last lone dollar
On seven shotgun shells

Way out in the wilderness
A cold coyote calls
Way out in the wilderness
A cold coyote calls

Your eyes fix on the shotgun
That’s hangin’ on the wall

Your brain is a-bleedin’

And your legs can’t seem to stand
Your brain is a-bleedin’

And your legs can’t seem to stand
Your eyes fix on the shotgun
That you're holdin’ in your hand
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There’s seven breezes a-blowin’
All around the cabin door
There’s seven breezes a-blowin’
All around the cabin door
Seven shots ring out

Like the ocean’s pounding roar

There’s seven people dead

On a South Dakota farm
There’s seven people dead

On a South Dakota farm
Somewhere in the distance
There’s seven new people born
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With God on Our Side

Oh my name it is nothin’

My age it means less

The country I come from

s called the Midwest

I's taught and brought up there
The laws to abide

And that the land that I live in
Has God on its side

Oh the history books tell it
They tell it so well

The cavalries charged

The Indians fell

The cavalries charged

The Indians died

Oh the country was young
With God on its side

Oh the Spanish-American
War had its day

And the Civil War too

Was soon laid away

And the names of the heroes

I’s made to memorize
With guns in their hands
And God on their side

Oh the First World War, boys

It closed out its fate

021



The reason for fighting

I never got straight

But I learned to accept it
Accept it with pride

For you don’t count the dead
When God’s on your side

When the Second World War
Came to an end

We forgave the Germans

And we were friends

Though they murdered six million
In the ovens they fried

The Germans now too
Have God on their side

I've learned to hate Russians
All through my whole life
If another war starts

It’s them we must fight

To hate them and fear them
To run and to hide

And accept it all bravely
With God on my side

But now we got weapons
Of the chemical dust

If fire them we’re forced to
Then fire them we must
One push of the button
And a shot the world wide
And you never ask questions
When God’s on your side
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'Through many dark hour

I've been thinkin’ about this

That Jesus Christ

Was betrayed by a kiss
But I can’t think for you
You'll have to decide
Whether Judas Iscariot
Had God on his side

So now as I’'m leavin’
['m weary as Hell

The confusion I'm feelin’
Ain’t no tongue can tell

The words fill my head
And fall to the floor
If God’s on our side

He'll stop the next war
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One Too Many Mornings

Down the street the dogs are barkin’
And the day is a-gettin’ dark

As the night comes in a-fallin’

The dogs’ll lose their bark

An’ the silent night will shatter
From the sounds inside my mind
For I'm one too many mornings

And a thousand miles behind

From the crossroads of my doorstep
My eyes they start to fade

As I turn my head back to the room
Where my love and I have laid

An’ I gaze back to the street

The sidewalk and the sign

And I'm one too many mornings
An’ a thousand miles behind

[t's a restless hungry feeling

That don’t mean no one no good

When ev'rything I'm a-sayin’

You can say it just as good

You're right from your side

I’'m right from mine

We're both just one too many mornings

An’ a thousand miles behind
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North Country Blues

Come gather 'round friends

And I'll tell you a tale

Of when the red iron pits ran plenty

But the cardboard filled windows

And old men on the benches

Tell you now that the whole town is empty

[n the north end of town

My own children are grown

But I was raised on the other

[n the wee hours of youth

My mother took sick

And I was brought up by my brother

The iron ore poured

As the years passed the door

The drag lines an’ the shovels they was a-humming
"Til one day my brother

Failed to come home

The same as my father before him

Well a long winter’s wait

From the window I watched

My friends they couldn’t have been kinder
And my schooling was cut

As I quit in the spring

To marry John Thomas, a miner

Oh the years passed again
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And the givin’ was good
With the lunch bucket filled every season
What with three babies born

The work was cut down

To a half a day’s shift with no reason

Then the shaft was soon shut

And more work was cut

And the fire in the air, it felt frozen
"Til a man come to speak

And he said in one week

That number eleven was closin’

They complained in the East

They are paying too high

They say that your ore ain’t worth digging
That it’s much cheaper down

In the South American towns

Where the miners work almost for nothing

So the mining gates locked

And the red iron rotted

And the room smelled heavy from drinking
Where the sad, silent song

Made the hour twice as long

As | waited for the sun to go sinking

[ lived by the window

As he talked to himself

This silence of tongues it was building
Then one morning’s wake

The bed it was bare
And I's left alone with three children
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The summer is gone

The ground’s turning cold

The stores one by one they’re a-foldin’

My children will go

As soon as they grow

Well, there ain’t nothing here now to hold them
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Only a Pawn in Their Game

A bullet from the back of a bush took Medgar Evers’ blood
A finger fired the trigger to his name

A handle hid out in the dark

A hand set the spark

Two eyes took the aim

Behind a man’s brain

But he can’t be blamed

He’s only a pawn in their game

A South politician preaches to the poor white man

“You got more than the blacks, don’t complain

You're better than them, you been born with white skin,”
they explain

And the Negro’s name

[s used it is plain

For the politician’s gain

As he rises to fame

And the poor white remains

On the caboose of the train

But it ain’t him to blame

He’s only a pawn in their game

The deputy sheriffs, the soldiers, the governors get paid

And the marshals and cops get the same

But the poor white man’s used in the hands of them all like
a tool

He's taught in his school

From the start by the rule

That the laws are with him
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To protect his white skin

To keep up his hate

So he never thinks straight
'Bout the shape that he’s in
But it ain’t him to blame

He’s only a pawn in their game

From the poverty shacks, he looks from the cracks to the
tracks

And the hoofbeats pound in his brain

And he’s taught how to walk in a pack

Shoot in the back

With his fist in a clinch

To hang and to lynch

To hide 'neath the hood

To kill with no pain

Like a dog on a chain

He ain’t got no name

But it ain’t him to blame

He’s only a pawn in their game

Today, Medgar Evers was buried from the bullet he caught
They lowered him down as a king

But when the shadowy sun sets on the one
That fired the gun

He'll see by his grave

On the stone that remains

Carved next to his name

His epitaph plain:

Only a pawn in their game
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Boots of Spanish Leather

Oh, I'm sailin’ away my own true love

['m sailin’ away in the morning

Is there something I can send you from across the sea
From the place that I'll be landing?

No, there’s nothin’ you can send me, my own true love
There’s nothin’ [ wish to be ownin’

Just carry yourself back to me unspoiled

From across that lonesome ocean

Oh, but I just thought you might want something fine
Made of silver or of golden

Either from the mountains of Madrid

Or from the coast of Barcelona

Oh, but if I had the stars from the darkest night
And the diamonds from the deepest ocean

I'd forsake them all for your sweet kiss

For that’s all I'm wishin’ to be ownin’

That I might be gone a long time

And it’s only that I'm askin’

[s there something I can send you to remember me by
To make your time more easy passin’

Oh, how can, how can you ask me again
[t only brings me sorrow

The same thing | want from you today

I would want again tomorrow
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[ got a letter on a lonesome day

[t was from her ship a-sailin’

Saying I don’t know when I'll be comin’ back again
[t depends on how I'm a-feelin’

Well, if you, my love, must think that-a-way
['m sure your mind is roamin’

I'm sure your heart is not with me

But with the country to where you're goin’

So take heed, take heed of the western wind

Take heed of the stormy weather

And yes, there’s something you can send back to me
Spanish boots of Spanish leather
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When the Ship Comes In

Oh the time will come up

When the winds will stop

And the breeze will cease to be breathin’
Like the stillness in the wind

'Fore the hurricane begins

The hour when the ship comes in

Oh the seas will split

And the ship will hit

And the sands on the shoreline will be shaking
Then the tide will sound

And the wind will pound

And the morning will be breaking

Oh the fishes will laugh

As they swim out of the path

And the seagulls they’ll be smiling
And the rocks on the sand

Will proudly stand

The hour that the ship comes in

And the words that are used

For to get the ship confused

Will not be understood as they're spoken

For the chains of the sea

Will have busted in the night

And will be buried at the bottom of the ocean

A song will lift

046



As the mainsail shifts

And the boat drifts on to the shoreline
And the sun will respect

Every face on the deck

The hour that the ship comes in

Then the sands will roll

Out a carpet of gold

For your weary toes to be a-touchin’
And the ship’s wise men

Will remind you once again

That the whole wide world is watchin’

Oh the foes will rise

With the sleep still in their eyes

And they’ll jerk from their beds and think they’re dreamin’
But they’ll pinch themselves and squeal

And know that it’s for real

The hour when the ship comes in

Then they'll raise their hands

Sayin” we’ll meet all your demands

But we'll shout from the bow your days are numbered
And like Pharoah’s tribe

They’'ll be drownded in the tide

And like Goliath, they’ll be conquered
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The Lonesome Death of Hattie Carroll

William Zanzinger killed poor Hattie Carroll

With a cane that he twirled around his diamond ring finger
At a Baltimore hotel society gath’rin’

And the cops were called in and his weapon took from him
As they rode him in custody down to the station

And booked William Zanzinger for first-degree murder
But you who philosophize disgrace and criticize all fears
Take the rag away from your face

Now ain’t the time for your tears

William Zanzinger, who at twenty-four years

Owns a tobacco farm of six hundred acres

With rich wealthy parents who provide and protect him

And high office relations in the politics of Maryland

Reacted to his deed with a shrug of his shoulders

And swear words and sneering, and his tongue it was
snarling

In a matter of minutes on bail was our walking

But you who philosophize disgrace and criticize all fears

Take the rag away from your face

Now ain’t the time for your tears

Hattie Carroll was a maid of the kitchen

She was fifty-one years old and gave birth to ten children
Who carried the dishes and took out the garbage

And never sat once at the head of the table

And didn’t even talk to the people at the table

Who just cleaned up all the food from the table
And emptied the ashtrays on a whole other level
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Got killed by a blow, lay slain by a cane

Thart sailed through the air and came down through the room
Doomed and determined to destroy all the gentle

And she never done nothing to William Zanzinger

But you who philosophize disgrace and criticize all fears
Take the rag away from your face

Now ain’t the time for your tears

In the courtroom of honor, the judge pounded his gavel

To show that all’s equal and that the courts are on the level
And that the strings in the books ain’t pulled and persuaded
And that even the nobles get properly handled

Once that the cops have chased after and caught 'em

And that the ladder of law has no top and no bottom
Stared at the person who killed for no reason

Who just happened to be feelin’ that way without warnin’
And he spoke through his cloak, most deep and distinguished
And handed out strongly, for penalty and repentance
William Zanzinger with a six-month sentence

Oh, but you who philosophize disgrace and criticize all fears
Bury the rag deep in your face

For now’s the time for your tears
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Restless Farewell

Oh all the money that in my whole life I did spend
Be it mine right or wrongfully

[ let it slip gladly past the hands of my friends

To tie up the time most forcefully

But the bottles are done

We've killed each one

And the table’s full and overflowed

And the corner sign

Says it's closing time

So I'll bid farewell and be down the road

Oh ev'ry girl that ever I've touched

[ did not do it harmfully

And ev’ry girl that ever I've hurt

[ did not do it knowin’ly

But to remain as friends

And make amends

You need the time and stay behind
And since my feet are now fast

And point away from the past

I'll bid farewell and be down the line

Oh ev'ry foe that ever I faced

The cause was there before we came

And ev'ry cause that ever I fought

I fought it full without regret or shame

But the dark does die

As the curtain is drawn and somebody’s eyes
Must meet the dawn
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And if I see the day

I'd only have to stay
So I'll bid farewell in the night and be gone

Oh, ev'ry thought that’s strung a knot in my mind
[ might go insane if it couldn’t be sprung

But it’s not to stand naked under unknowin’ eyes
[t’s for myself and my friends my stories are sung
But the time ain’t tall, yet on time you depend
And no word is possessed by no special friend
And though the line is cut

[t ain’t quite the end

I'll just bid farewell till we meet again

Oh a false clock tries to tick out my time

To disgrace, distract, and bother me

And the dirt of gossip blows into my face

And the dust of rumors covers me

But if the arrow is straight

And the point is slick

It can pierce through dust no matter how thick
So I'll make my stand

And remain as [ am

And bid farewell and not give a damn
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Eternal Circle

[ sang the song slowly

As she stood in the shadows
She stepped to the light

As my silver strings spun
She called with her eyes

To the tune I's a-playin’
But the song it was long
And I'd only begun

Through a bullet of light

Her face was reflectin’

The fast fading words

That rolled from my tongue
With a long-distance look

Her eyes was on fire

But the song it was long

And there was more to be sung

My eyes danced a circle

Across her clear outline

With her head tilted sideways

She called me again

As the tune drifted out

She breathed hard through the echo
But the song it was long

And it was far to the end

[ glanced at my guitar
And played it pretendin’
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That of all the eyes out there

I could see none

As her thoughts pounded hard
Like the pierce of an arrow

But the song it was long
And it had to get done

As the tune finally folded

[ laid down the guitar
Then looked for the girl
Who'd stayed for so long
But her shadow was missin’
For all of my searchin’

So I picked up my guitar
And began the next song
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Paths of Victory

Trails of troubles
Roads of battles

Paths of victory
[ shall walk

The trail is dusty

And my road it might be rough
But the better roads are waiting
And boys it ain’t far off

Trails of troubles
Roads of battles

Paths of victory
We shall walk

I walked down by the river
[ turned my head up high
I saw that silver linin’

Thar was hangin’ in the sky

Trails of troubles
Roads of battles

Paths of victory
We shall walk

The evenin’ dusk was rollin’
[ was walking down the track

There was a one-way wind a-blowin’
And it was blowin’ at my back
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Trails of troubles
Roads of battles

Paths of victory
We shall walk

The gravel road is bumpy
[t’s a hard road to ride

But there’s a clearer road a-waitin’
With the cinders on the side

Trails of troubles
Roads of battles

Paths of victory
We shall walk

That evening train was rollin’
The hummin’ of its wheels

My eyes they saw a better day
As I looked across the fields

Trails of troubles
Roads of battles

Paths of victory
We shall walk

The trail is dusty
The road it might be rough

But the good road is a-waitin’
And boys it ain’t far off

Trails of troubles
Roads of battles
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Paths of victory
We shall walk
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Only a Hobo

As I was out walking on a corner one day

[ spied an old hobo, in a doorway he lay

His face was all grounded in the cold sidewalk floor
And I guess he’d been there for the whole night or more

Only a hobo, but one more is gone
Leavin’ nobody to sing his sad song
Leavin’ nobody to carry him home
Only a hobo, but one more is gone

A blanket of newspaper covered his head

As the curb was his pillow, the street was his bed
One look at his face showed the hard road he’d come
And a fistful of coins showed the money he bummed

Only a hobo, but one more is gone
Leavin’ nobody to sing his sad song
Leavin’ nobody to carry him home
Only a hobo, but one more is gone

Does it take much of a man to see his whole life go down
To look up on the world from a hole in the ground

To wait for your future like a horse that’s gone lame

To lie in the gutter and die with no name?

Only a hobo, but one more is gone
Leavin’ nobody to sing his sad song
Leavin’ nobody to carry him home
Only a hobo, but one more is gone
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Lay Down Your Weary Tune

Lay down your weary tune, lay down

Lay down the song you strum

And rest yourself 'neath the strength of strings
No voice can hope to hum

Struck by the sounds before the sun

[ knew the night had gone

The morning breeze like a bugle blew
Against the drums of dawn

Lay down your weary tune, lay down

Lay down the song you strum

And rest yourself 'neath the strength of strings
No voice can hope to hum

The ocean wild like an organ played
The seaweed’s wove its strands

The crashin’ waves like cymbals clashed
Against the rocks and sands

Lay down your weary tune, lay down

Lay down the song you strum

And rest yourself 'neath the strength of strings
No voice can hope to hum

[ stood unwound beneath the skies
And clouds unbound by laws

The cryin’ rain like a trumpet sang
And asked for no applause
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Lay down your weary tune, lay down
Lay down the song you strum
And rest yourself 'neath the strength of strings

No voice can hope to hum

The last of leaves fell from the trees
And clung to a new love’s breast

The branches bare like a banjo played
To the winds that listened best

[ gazed down in the river’s mirror
And watched its winding strum
The water smooth ran like a hymn

And like a harp did hum

Lay down your weary tune, lay down

Lay down the song you strum

And rest yourself 'neath the strength of strings
No voice can hope to hum
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Percy’s Song

Bad news, bad news
Come to me where [ sleep
Turn, turn, turn again
Sayin’ one of your friends
Is in trouble deep

Turn, turn to the rain

And the wind

Tell me the trouble
Tell once to my ear
Turn, turn, turn again
Joliet prison

And ninety-nine years
Turn, turn to the rain
And the wind

Oh what'’s the charge
Of how this came to be
Turn, turn, turn again
Manslaughter

In the highest of degree
Turn, turn to the rain

And the wind

[ sat down and wrote

The best words I could write
Turn, turn, turn again
Explaining to the judge

I'd be there on Wednesday night
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Turn, turn to the rain
And the wind

Without a reply

| left by the moon

Turn, turn, turn again
And was in his chambers
By the next afternoon
Turn, turn to the rain

And the wind

Could ya tell me the facts?

I said without fear

Turn, turn, turn again

That a friend of mine
Would get ninety-nine years
Turn, turn to the rain

And the wind

A crash on the highway

Flew the car to a field

Turn, turn, turn again

There was four persons killed
And he was at the wheel
Turn, turn to the rain

And the wind

But I knew him as good

As I'm knowin’” myself

Turn, turn, turn again

And he wouldn’t harm a life
That belonged to someone else
Turn, turn to the rain
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And the wind

The judge spoke

Out of the side of his mouth
Turn, turn, turn again
Sayin’, “The witness who saw
He left little doubt”

Turn, turn to the rain

And the wind

That may be true

He’s got a sentence to serve
Turn, turn, turn again

But ninety-nine years

He just don’t deserve
Turn, turn to the rain

And the wind

Too late, too late

For his case it is sealed
Turn, turn, turn again
His sentence is passed
And it cannot be repealed
Turn, turn to the rain

And the wind

But he ain’t no criminal
And his crime it is none
Turn, turn, turn again
What happened to him
Could happen to anyone

Turn, turn to the rain
And the wind
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And at that the judge jerked forward
And his face it did freeze

Turn, turn, turn again

Sayin’, “Could you kindly leave

My office now, please”

Turn, turn to the rain

And the wind

Well his eyes looked funny
And [ stood up so slow
Turn, turn, turn again
With no other choice
Except for to go

Turn, turn to the rain

And the wind

I walked down the hallway

And I heard his door slam

Turn, turn, turn again

[ walked down the courthouse stairs
And I did not understand

Turn, turn to the rain
And the wind

And I played my guitar
Through the night to the day
Turn, turn, turn again

And the only tune

My guitar could play

Was, “Oh the Cruel Rain
And the Wind”
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Guess I’'m Doin’ Fine

Well, T ain’t got my childhood

Or friends I once did know

No, I ain’t got my childhood

Or friends I once did know

But I still got my voice left

[ can take it anywhere I go

Hey, hey, so I guess I'm doin’ fine

And I've never had much money
But I'm still around somehow
No, I've never had much money
But I'm still around somehow
Many times I've bended

But I ain’t never yet bowed

Hey, hey, so I guess I'm doin’ fine

Trouble, oh trouble

I've trouble on my mind

Trouble, oh trouble

Trouble on my mind

But the trouble in the world, Lord
[s much more bigger than mine
Hey, hey, so I guess I'm doin’ fine

And I never had no armies
To jump at my command
No, I ain’t got no armies
To jump at my command
But I don’t need no armies
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[ got me one good friend
Hey, hey, so I guess I'm doin’ fine

I been kicked and whipped and trampled on
[ been shot at just like you

I been kicked and whipped and trampled on
I been shot at just like you.

But as long as the world keeps a-turnin’

[ just keep a-turnin’ too

Hey, hey, so I guess I'm doin’ fine

Well, my road might be rocky

The stones might cut my face

My road it might be rocky

The stones might cut my face

But as some folks ain’t got no road at all
They gotta stand in the same old place
Hey, hey, so I guess I'm doin’ fine
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All T Really Want to Do

[ ain’t lookin’ to compete with you
Beat or cheat or mistreat you
Simplify you, classify you

Deny, defy or crucify you

All T really want to do

s, baby, be friends with you

No, and I ain’t lookin’ to fight with you
Frighten you or tighten you

Drag you down or drain you down
Chain you down or bring you down

All T really want to do

[s, baby, be friends with you

[ ain’t lookin’ to block you up
Shock or knock or lock you up
Analyze you, categorize you
Finalize you or advertise you
All T really want to do

Is, baby, be friends with you

I don’t want to straight-face you
Race or chase you, track or trace you
Or disgrace you or displace you

Or define you or confine you

All T really want to do

s, baby, be friends with you

I don’t want to meet your kin
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Make you spin or do you in
Or select you or dissect you

Or inspect you or reject you
All T really want to do

Is, baby, be friends with you

I don’t want to fake you out

Take or shake or forsake you out

[ ain’t lookin’ for you to feel like me
See like me or be like me

All T really want to do
s, baby, be friends with you
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Black Crow Blues

I woke in the mornin’, wand’rin’
Wasted and worn out

I woke in the mornin’, wand’rin’
Wasted and worn out

Wishin” my long-lost lover

Will walk to me, ralk to me

Tell me what it’s all about

[ was standin’ at the side road
Listenin’ to the billboard knock
Standin’ at the side road
Listenin’ to the billboard knock
Well, my wrist was empty

But my nerves were kickin’

Tickin’ like a clock

If I got anything you need, babe
Let me tell you in front

[f I got anything you need, babe
Let me tell you in front

You can come to me sometime
Night time, day time

Any time you want

Sometimes I'm thinkin’ I'm
Too high to fall
Sometimes I'm thinkin’ I'm
Too high to fall

Other times I’'m thinkin” I'm
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So low I don’t know
If I can come up at all

Black crows in the meadow
Across a broad highway
Black crows in the meadow
Across a broad highway
Though it’s funny, honey

I just don’t feel much like a
Scarecrow today
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Spanish Harlem Incident

Gypsy gal, the hands of Harlem
Cannot hold you to its heat

Your temperature’s too hot for taming
Your flaming feet burn up the street

[ am homeless, come and take me
[nto reach of your rattling drums

Let me know, babe, about my fortune
Down along my restless palms

Gypsy gal, you got me swallowed

[ have fallen far beneath

Your pearly eyes, so fast an’ slashing

An’ your flashing diamond teeth

The night is pitch black, come an” make my
Pale face fir into place, ah, please!

Let me know, babe, I'm nearly drowning

If it's you my lifelines trace

[ been wond'rin’ all about me

Ever since I seen you there

On the cliffs of your wildcat charms I'm riding
[ know I'm ’round you but I don’t know where
You have slayed me, you have made me

[ got to laugh halfways off my heels

I got to know, babe, will you surround me?

So I can tell if I'm really real
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Chimes of Freedom

Far between sundown’s finish an’ midnight’s broken toll
We ducked inside the doorway, thunder crashing

As majestic bells of bolts struck shadows in the sounds
Seeming to be the chimes of freedom flashing

Flashing for the warriors whose strength is not to fight
Flashing for the refugees on the unarmed road of flight
An’ for each an’ ev'ry underdog soldier in the night

An’ we gazed upon the chimes of freedom flashing

In the city’s melted furnace, unexpectedly we watched
With faces hidden while the walls were tightening

As the echo of the wedding bells before the blowin’ rain
Dissolved into the bells of the lightning

Tolling for the rebel, tolling for the rake

Tolling for the luckless, the abandoned an’ forsaked
Tolling for the outcast, burnin’ constantly art stake

An’ we gazed upon the chimes of freedom flashing

Through the mad mystic hammering of the wild ripping
hail

The sky cracked its poems in naked wonder

That the clinging of the church bells blew far into the breeze

Leaving only bells of lightning and its thunder

Striking for the gentle, striking for the kind

Striking for the guardians and protectors of the mind

An’ the unpawned painter behind beyond his rightful time

An’ we gazed upon the chimes of freedom flashing

Through the wild cathedral evening the rain unraveled tales
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For the disrobed faceless forms of no position

Tolling for the tongues with no place to bring their thoughts

All down in taken-for-granted situations

Tolling for the deaf an’ blind, tolling for the mute

Tolling for the mistreated, mateless mother, the mistitled
prostitute

For the misdemeanor outlaw, chased an’ cheated by pursuit

An’ we gazed upon the chimes of freedom flashing

Even though a cloud’s white curtain in a far-off corner flashed

An’ the hypnotic splattered mist was slowly lifting

Electric light still struck like arrows, fired but for the ones

Condemned to drift or else be kept from drifting

Tolling for the searching ones, on their speechless, seeking
trail

For the lonesome-hearted lovers with too personal a tale

An’ for each unharmful, gentle soul misplaced inside a jail

An’ we gazed upon the chimes of freedom flashing

Starry-eyed an’ laughing as I recall when we were caught

Trapped by no track of hours for they hanged suspended

As we listened one last time an” we watched with one last
look

Spellbound an’ swallowed 'til the tolling ended

Tolling for the aching ones whose wounds cannot be nursed

For the countless confused, accused, misused, strung-out
ones an’ worse

An’ for every hung-up person in the whole wide universe

An’ we gazed upon the chimes of freedom flashing
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[ Shall Be Free No. 10

[’'m just average, common too
I’'m just like him, the same as you
I’'m everybody’s brother and son

[ ain’t different from anyone

[t ain’t no use a-talking to me

It’s just the same as talking to you

[ was shadow-boxing earlier in the day

I figured I was ready for Cassius Clay

I said “Fee, fie, fo, fum, Cassius Clay, here I come

26, 27, 28, 29, I'm gonna make your face look just like
mine

Five, four, three, two, one, Cassius Clay you'd better run

99, 100, 101, 102, your ma won't even recognize you

14, 15, 16, 17, 18, 19, gonna knock him clean right out of

his spleen”

Well, I don’t know, but I've been told

The streets in heaven are lined with gold

I ask you how things could get much worse
If the Russians happen to get up there first
Wowee! pretty scary!

Now, I'm liberal, but to a degree

[ want ev'rybody to be free

But if you think that I'll let Barry Goldwater
Move in next door and marry my daughter

You must think I'm crazy!

[ wouldn’t let him do it for all the farms in Cuba
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Well, I set my monkey on the log
And ordered him to do the Dog

He wagged his tail and shook his head
And he went and did the Cat instead

He’s a weird monkey, very funky

I sat with my high-heeled sneakers on
Waiting to play tennis in the noonday sun

[ had my white shorts rolled up past my waist
And my wig-hat was falling in my face

But they wouldn’t let me on the tennis court

I got a woman, she’s so mean

She sticks my boots in the washing machine
Sticks me with buckshot when I'm nude

Puts bubblegum in my food

She’s funny, wants my money, calls me “honey”

Now I got a friend who spends his life
Stabbing my picture with a bowie knife
Dreams of strangling me with a scarf

When my name comes up he pretends to barf
I've got a million friends!

Now they asked me to read a poem

At the sorority sisters’ home

I got knocked down and my head was swimmin’
[ wound up with the Dean of Women

Yippee! I'm a poet, and I know it

Hope I don’t blow it

I'm gonna grow my hair down to my feet so strange
So I look like a walking mountain range
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And I’'m gonna ride into Omaha on a horse
Out to the country club and the golf course

Carry The New York Times, shoot a few holes, blow their
minds

Now you're probably wondering by now
Just what this song is all about

What's probably got you baffled more

Is what this thing here is for

It’s nothing

It's something I learned over in England
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To Ramona

Ramona

Come closer

Shut softly your watery eyes
The pangs of your sadness

Shall pass as your senses will rise
The flowers of the city

Though breathlike

Get deathlike at times

And there’s no use in tryin’

T’ deal with the dyin’

Though I cannot explain that in lines

Your cracked country lips

I still wish to kiss

As to be under the strength of your skin
Your magnetic movements

Still capture the minutes I'm in
But it grieves my heart, love

To see you tryin’ to be a part of

A world that just don’t exist

It’s all just a dream, babe

A vacuum, a scheme, babe

That sucks you into feelin’ like this

I can see that your head

Has been twisted and fed

By worthless foam from the mouth
I can tell you are torn

Between stayin’ and returnin’
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On back to the South

You've been fooled into thinking

That the finishin’ end is at hand

Yet there’s no one to beat you

No one t’ defeat you

'Cept the thoughts of yourself feeling bad

['ve heard you say many times

That you're better 'n no one

And no one is better 'n you

If you really believe that

You know you got

Nothing to win and nothing to lose
From fixtures and forces and friends
Your sorrow does stem

That hype you and type you
Making you feel

That you must be exactly like them

I'd forever talk to you

But soon my words

They would turn into a meaningless ring
For deep in my heart

[ know there is no help I can bring
Everything passes

Everything changes

Just do what you think you should do

And someday maybe
Who knows, baby

I'll come and be cryin’ to you
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Motorpsycho Nightmare

I pounded on a farmhouse
Lookin’ for a place to stay

[ was mighty, mighty tired

[ had come a long, long way

I said, “Hey, hey, in there

Is there anybody home?”

[ was standin’ on the steps
Feelin’ most alone

Well, out comes a farmer

He must have thought that I was nuts
He immediately looked at me
And stuck a gun into my guts

[ fell down

To my bended knees
Saying, “I dig farmers
Don’t shoot me, please!”
He cocked his rifle

And began to shout
“You're that travelin’ salesman
That I have heard about™

[ said, “No! No! No!

['m a doctor and it’s true
I’'m a clean-cur kid

And I been to college, too”

Then in comes his daughter

Whose name was Rita
She looked like she stepped out of
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La Dolce Vita

[ immediately tried to cool it
With her dad

And told him what a

Nice, pretty farm he had

He said, “What do doctors
Know about farms, pray tell?”

[ said, “I was born

At the bottom of a wishing well”

Well, by the dirt 'neath my nails

I guess he knew I wouldn’t lie

“I guess you're tired”

He said, kinda sly

[ said, “Yes, ten thousand miles
Today I drove”

He said, “I got a bed for you
Underneath the stove

Just one condition

And you go to sleep right now
That you don’t touch my daughter
And in the morning, milk the cow”

I was sleepin’ like a rat

When I heard something jerkin’

There stood Rita

Lookin’ just like Tony Perkins

She said, “Would you like to take a shower?
I'll show you up to the door”

[ said, “Oh, no! no!

I've been through this before”

[ knew I had to split

But [ didn’t know how
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When she said
“Would you like to take that shower, now?”

Well, I couldn’t leave

Unless the old man chased me out
"Cause I'd already promised

That I'd milk his cows

I had to say something

To strike him very weird

So I yelled out

“I like Fidel Castro and his beard”
Rita looked offended

But she got out of the way

As he came charging down the stairs
Sayin’, “What's that I heard you say?”

I said, “I like Fidel Castro

I think you heard me right”
And ducked as he swung

At me with all his might
Rita mumbled something
"‘Bout her mother on the hill
As his fist hit the icebox

He said he’s going to kill me
If I don’t get out the door
In two seconds flat

“You unpatriotic

Rotten doctor Commie rat”

Well, he threw a Reader’s Digest
At my head and I did run

I did a somersault

As I seen him get his gun
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And crashed through the window
At a hundred miles an hour

And landed fully blast

In his garden flowers

Rita said, “Come back!”

As he started to load

The sun was comin’ up

And I was runnin’ down the road

Well, T don’t figure I'll be back
There for a spell

Even though Rita moved away
And got a job in a motel

He still waits for me
Constant, on the sly

He wants to turn me in

To the F.B.I.

Me, I romp and stomp
Thankful as I romp

Without freedom of speech

[ might be in the swamp
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My Back Pages

Crimson flames tied through my ears
Rollin’ high and mighty traps
Pounced with fire on flaming roads
Using ideas as my maps

“We'll meet on edges, soon,” said 1
Proud ’neath heated brow

Ah, but I was so much older then
I’'m younger than that now

Half-wracked prejudice leaped forth
“Rip down all hate,” I screamed
Lies that life is black and white
Spoke from my skull. I dreamed
Romantic facts of musketeers
Foundationed deep, somehow

Ah, but I was so much older then
I'm younger than that now

Girls’ faces formed the forward path
From phony jealousy

To memorizing politics

Of ancient history

Flung down by corpse evangelists
Unthought of, though, somehow
Ah, but I was so much older then
['m younger than that now

A self-ordained professor’s tongue
Too serious to fool
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Spouted out that liberty

Is just equality in school
“Equality,” I spoke the word

As if a wedding vow

Ah, but I was so much older then
I’'m younger than that now

In a soldier’s stance, | aimed my hand
At the mongrel dogs who teach
Fearing not that I'd become my enemy
In the instant that I preach

My pathway led by confusion boats
Mutiny from stern to bow

Ah, but I was so much older then

[’'m younger than that now

Yes, my guard stood hard when abstract threats
Too noble to neglect

Deceived me into thinking

[ had something to protect

Good and bad, I define these terms

Quite clear, no doubt, somehow

Ah, but I was so much older then

['m younger than that now
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Don’t Believe You
(She Acts Like We Never Have Met)

I can’t understand

She let go of my hand

An’ left me here facing the wall

I'd sure like ¢’ know

Why she did go

But I can’t get close t” her at all
Though we kissed through the wild blazing nighttime
She said she would never forget

But now mornin’s clear

[t's like T ain’t here

She just acts like we never have met

It's all new t' me

Like some mystery

It could even be like a myth

Yert it's hard ¢ think on

That she’s the same one

That last night I was with

From darkness, dreams’re deserted
Am [ still dreamin’ yer?

I wish she’'d unlock

Her voice once an’ talk

'Stead of acting like we never have met

If she ain’t feelin’ well

Then why don’t she tell

‘Stead of turnin’ her back t'" my face?
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Without any doubt

She seems too far out

For me t’ return t” her chase

Though the night ran swirling an’ whirling
I remember her whispering yet

But evidently she don’t

An’ evidently she won'’t

She just acts like we never have met

If I didn’t have t’ guess

I'd gladly confess

T anything I might've tried

If T was with ’er too long

Or have done something wrong

I wish she’d tell me what it is, I'll run an’ hide
Though her skirt it swayed as a guitar played
Her mouth was watery and wet

But now something has changed

For she ain’t the same

She just acts like we never have met

'm leavin’ today

I'll be on my way

Of this I can’t say very much

But if you want me to

[ can be just like you

An’ pretend that we never have touched
An’ if anybody asks me

“Is it easy to forget?”

I'll say, “It’s easily done

You just pick anyone

An’ pretend that you never have met!”
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Ballad in Plain D

I once loved a girl, her skin it was bronze

With the innocence of a lamb, she was gentle like a fawn
I courted her proudly but now she is gone

Gone as the season she’s taken

Through young summer’s breeze, I stole her away
From her mother and sister, though close did they stay

Each one of them suffering from the failures of their day
With strings of guilt they tried hard to guide us

Of the two sisters, I loved the young

With sensitive instincts, she was the creative one
The constant scapegoat, she was easily undone
By the jealousy of others around her

For her parasite sister, I had no respect
Bound by her boredom, her pride to protect
Countless visions of the other she’d reflect
As a crutch for her scenes and her society

Myself, for what I did, I cannot be excused

The changes I was going through can’t even be used
For the lies that I told her in hopes not to lose

The could-be dream-lover of my lifetime

With unknown consciousness, I possessed in my grip
A magnificent mantelpiece, though its heart being chipped
Noticing not that I'd already slipped

To a sin of love’s false security
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From silhouetted anger to manufactured peace

Answers of emptiness, voice vacancies

Till the tombstones of damage read me no questions but,
“Please

What's wrong and what’s exactly the matter?”

And so it did happen like it could have been foreseen
The timeless explosion of fantasy’s dream

At the peak of the night, the king and the queen

Tumbled all down into pieces

“The tragic figure!” her sister did shout
“Leave her alone, God damn you, get out!”
And I in my armor, turning about

And nailing her to the ruins of her pettiness

Beneath a bare lightbulb the plaster did pound

Her sister and I in a screaming battleground
And she in between, the victim of sound
Soon shattered as a child 'neath her shadows

All is gone, all is gone, admit it, take fight

[ gagged twice, doubled, tears blinding my sight
My mind it was mangled, I ran into the night
Leaving all of love’s ashes behind me

The wind knocks my window, the room it is wet
The words to say I'm sorry, | haven’t found yet

[ think of her often and hope whoever she’s met
Will be fully aware of how precious she is

Ah, my friends from the prison, they ask unto me

“How good, how good does it feel to be free?”
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And I answer them most mysteriously
“Are birds free from the chains of the skyway?”

150



AR, FE0

IR B HilAE T

R A C ki B2 R & T
KA RFEERR, S

FeA R ZH
REIRER— A
MAT®SS , KT

PRI R, fREAR
TR R RX R

— AT I BB TR A
{HARA R, F I

A A, A, BAREK, £
KARRELBIE—4, FI

NE B ERET, 0
FAETEMAR -
RARAMEN, 50
R PSTRITY
R — T A

fl ARt AR 41T

— A A L BRI A

151



— P RAMBOTTHA

— AN LA R i A6 B8 22 9 A
{HARAZF, F N

A, A A, BBAREIK, F0
FARARELAA—A, EN

mlEMAKRAZH, E

FEL AT ) — AR 2 A Sk A

X B — )R -
g, FIFAEME— A
PRGEIRTEFR— A
PREE— I BRE, MR 2R R EkE
AN i A AR RS 2

B — AT Z B K

— AR, B EH A
HARA e, %0

Ay A, A, BARFK, £
HARIRELRBEIE—1, EN

152



[t Ain’t Me, Babe

Go 'way from my window

Leave at your own chosen speed
I’m not the one you want, babe
['m not the one you need

You say you're lookin’ for someone
Never weak but always strong

To protect you an’ defend you
Whether you are right or wrong
Someone to open each and every door
But it ain’t me, babe

No, no, no, it ain’t me, babe

[t ain’t me you're lookin’ for, babe

Go lightly from the ledge, babe

Go lightly on the ground

I’'m not the one you want, babe

[ will only let you down

You say you're lookin’ for someone
Who will promise never to part
Someone to close his eyes for you
Someone to close his heart
Someone who will die for you an’ more
But it ain’t me, babe

No, no, no, it ain’t me, babe

[t ain’t me you're lookin’ for, babe

Go melt back into the night, babe
Everything inside is made of stone
There’s nothing in here moving
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An’ anyway I’'m not alone

You say you're looking for someone
Who'll pick you up each time you fall
To gather flowers constantly

An’ to come each time you call

A lover for your life an’ nothing more
Bur it ain’t me, babe

No, no, no, it ain’t me, babe

It ain’t me you're lookin’ for, babe
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Denise

Denise, Denise

Gal, what's on your mind?

Denise, Denise

Gal, what’s on your mind?

You got your eyes closed

Heaven knows that you ain’t blind

Well, I can see you smiling

But oh your mouth is inside out
[ can see you smiling

Bur you're smiling inside out
Well, I know you’re laughin’

But what are you laughin’ about

Well, if you're tryin’ to throw me
Babe, I've already been tossed

[f you're tryin’ to throw me
Babe, I've already been tossed
Babe, you're tryin’ to lose me
Babe, 'm already lost

Well, what are you doing

Are you flying or have you flipped?
Oh, what are you doing

Are you flying or have you flipped?
Well, you call my name

And then say your tongue just slipped
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Denise, Denise

You're concealed here on the shelf
Denise, Denise

You're concealed here on the shelf
['m looking deep in your eyes, babe
And all I can see is myself

158



ARARESE ,, BAERUE
( oR5hE MR )

Wrikie, 5501

A S5 AR 7 B
FRABFRAE —, IR
SRR AR I A — R

G SR AR B

KR
{HaRAREE , B E
AIRFLE T

&2 ot LATR] AR
AR AT AT
HEHE A T3
MR — ELAE MR I LA 1

(L R

RS
(BRI ESE , Bl EmiaE

159



AR T’

e HRA TSRk, F0
HEE S AR

{HI A LA RLER RS
TEART 4G H

(B RApREE

(RS P
(HAnRAREE, BAERE
AREEE T’

(S IBTE S e
EREY S/
DB = R RN A
VR EAR R 3

{B 4N R R E

%G F&

(Han R UREE, MAEME
ARG T

FHABE

160



TERMR MR S B9 7R 7Y
HR BRI E T
AKER, RERAR]H

{HIn SRR EE

HEX AR

{BanRIREE, BAEME
AR T &

161



If You Gotta Go, Go Now
(Or Else You Got to Stay All Night)

Listen to me, baby

There’s something you must see
[ want to be with you, gal

[f you want to be with me

But if you got to go

['s all right

But if you got to go, go now
Or else you gotta stay all night

[t ain’t that I'm questionin’ you

To take part in any quiz

[t's just that I ain’t got no watch

An’ you keep askin’ me what time it is

But if you got to go

[t's all right

But if you got to go, go now
Or else you gotta stay all night

[ am just a poor boy, baby

Lookin’ to connect

But I certainly don’t want you thinkin’
That I ain’t got any respect

But it you got to go
[t’s all right
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But if you got to go, go now
Or else you gorta stay all night

You know I'd have nightmares
And a guilty conscience, too
If I kept you from anything
That you really wanted to do

But if you got to go

I's all right

Bur if you got to go, go now
Or else you gotta stay all night

[t ain’t that I’'m wantin’

Anything you never gave before

It’s just that I'll be sleepin’ soon

['ll be too dark for you to find the door

But if you got to go

It’s all right

But if you got to go, go now
Or else you gotta stay all night

163



it pR—E AR

LR K BH A €8 32 T 1) 25
H HA 8 A T SE 2 0+ 1
SRR R R A AP
(AR0Y, VRERGEAEF Lk

FEAMEBOT R, T A BN TRt A E I 32
AL R WA ETEVFUE - “FoOME LA A
FEAZHELARR, a5, o

s, R—EAEFL b

RUE A MG T FM R, AR T RE B s
T2 T AT AbEAS 25 4 0 i sl g A A
FR L 5 AT -/ B KA ] Ak i S
(Hinty, fR—EAERL L

WA EERPE 7 8 AN ZEAE
T PR, IR A R TE
RN E O, (3T AN

1. 815, OE$FXE “BA" "8F" 28,

164



gy, fR—EEFRKL L

BURfE R, E0, EEBE T
PRANEFCA 2 EREF S5, IRAE IR AS 2= e fff il
Fe R A URE ., (RAE R IEMTILE B A C
FAREAR AL E A ATRE

165



Mama, You Been on My Mind

Perhaps it's the color of the sun cut flat

An’ cov'rin’ the crossroads I'm standing at

Or maybe it’s the weather or something like that
But mama, you been on my mind

I don’t mean trouble, please don’t put me down or get upset
I am not pleadin’ or sayin’, “I can’t forget”

I do not walk the loor bowed down an’ bent, but yet
Mama, you been on my mind

Even though my mind is hazy an” my thoughts they might
be narrow

Where you been don’t bother me nor bring me down
in sorrow

[t don’t even matter to me where you're wakin’ up tomorrow

But mama, you're just on my mind

[ am not askin’ you to say words like “yes” or “no”

Please understand me, I got no place for you t' go

['m just breathin’ to myself, pretendin’ not that I don’t know
Mama, you been on my mind

When you wake up in the mornin’, baby, look inside your
mirror

You know I won’t be next to you, you know [ won’t be near

I'd just be curious to know if you can see yourself as clear

As someone who has had you on his mind
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Playboys and Playgirls

Oh, ye playboys and playgirls
Ain’t a-gonna run my world
Ain’t a-gonna run my world
Ain’t a-gonna run my world
Ye playboys and playgirls
Ain’t a-gonna run my world
Not now or no other time

You fallout shelter sellers
Can’t get in my door
Can’t get in my door
Can’t get in my door

You fallout shelter sellers
Can’t get in my door

Not now or no other time

Your Jim Crow ground
Can’t turn me around
Can’t turn me around
Can'’t turn me around
Your Jim Crow ground
Can’t turn me around
Not now or no other time

The laughter in the lynch mob
Ain’t a-gonna do no more
Ain’t a-gonna do no more
Ain’t a-gonna do no more
The laughter in the lynch mob
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Ain’t a-gonna do no more
Not now or no other time

You insane tongues of war ralk
Ain’t a-gonna guide my road
Ain’t a-gonna guide my road
Ain’t a-gonna guide my road
You insane tongues of war talk
Ain’t a-gonna guide my road

Not now or no other time

You red baiters and race haters
Ain’t a-gonna hang around here
Ain’t a-gonna hang around here
Ain’t a-gonna hang around here
You red baiters and race haters
Ain't a-gonna hang around here
Not now or no other time

Ye playboys and playgirls
Ain’t a-gonna own my world
Ain't a-gonna own my world
Ain’t a-gonna own my world
Ye playboys and playgirls
Ain’t a-gonna own my world
Not now or no other time
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Subterranean Homesick Blues

Johnny's in the basement
Mixing up the medicine

['m on the pavement

Thinking about the government
The man in the trench coat
Badge out, laid off

Says he’s got a bad cough
Wants to get it paid off

Look out kid

It’s somethin’ you did

God knows when

But you're doin’ it again

You better duck down the alley way
Lookin’ for a new friend

The man in the coon-skin cap
In the big pen

Wants eleven dollar bills

You only got ten

Maggie comes fleet foot
Face full of black soot
Talkin’ that the heat put
Plants in the bed but

The phone’s tapped anyway
Maggie says that many say

They must bust in early May
Orders from the D.A.

Look out kid
Don’t matter what you did

181



Walk on your tiptoes

Don’t try “No-Doz”

Better stay away from those

That carry around a fire hose

Keep a clean nose

Watch the plain clothes

You don’t need a weatherman

To know which way the wind blows

Get sick, get well

Hang around a ink well
Ring bell, hard to tell

[f anything is goin’ to sell
Try hard, get barred

Get back, write braille
Get jailed, jump bail
Join the army, if you fail
Look out kid

You're gonna get hit

But users, cheaters
Six-time losers

Hang around the theaters
Girl by the whirlpool
Lookin’ for a new fool
Don’t follow leaders
Watch the parkin’ meters

Ah get born, keep warm

Short pants, romance, learn to dance
Ger dressed, get blessed

Try to be a success

Please her, please him, buy gifts
Don’t steal, don’t lift
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Twenty years of schoolin’

And they put you on the day shift
Look out kid

They keep it all hid

Better jump down a manhole
Light yourself a candle

Don’t wear sandals

Try to avoid the scandals

Don’t wanna be a bum

You better chew gum

The pump don’t work

'Cause the vandals took the handles
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She Belongs to Me

She’s got everything she needs

She’s an artist, she don’t look back

She’s got everything she needs

She’s an artist, she don’t look back

She can take the dark out of the nighttime
And paint the daytime black

You will start out standing

Proud to steal her anything she sees

You will start out standing

Proud to steal her anything she sees

But you will wind up peeking through her keyhole

Down upon your knees

She never stumbles

She’s got no place to fall

She never stumbles

She’s got no place to fall
She’s nobody’s child

The Law can’t touch her at all

She wears an Egyptian ring
That sparkles before she speaks
She wears an Egyptian ring
That sparkles before she speaks
She’s a hypnotist collector
You are a walking antique

Bow down to her on Sunday
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Salute her when her birthday comes
Bow down to her on Sunday
Salute her when her birthday comes

For Halloween give her a trumpet

And for Christmas, buy her a drum
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Maggie’'s Farm

[ ain’t gonna work on Maggie’s farm no more
No, I ain’t gonna work on Maggie’s farm no more
Well, I wake in the morning

Fold my hands and pray for rain

[ got a head full of ideas

That are drivin’ me insane

It's a shame the way she makes me scrub the floor
I ain’t gonna work on Maggie’s farm no more

[ ain’t gonna work for Maggie’s brother no more

No, I ain’t gonna work for Maggie’s brother no more
Well, he hands you a nickel

He hands you a dime

He asks you with a grin

If you’re havin’ a good time

Then he fines you every time you slam the door

[ ain’t gonna work for Maggie’s brother no more

[ ain’t gonna work for Maggie’s pa no more
No, I ain’t gonna work for Maggie’s pa no more
Well, he puts his cigar

Out in your face just for kicks

His bedroom window

It is made out of bricks

The National Guard stands around his door
Ah, I ain’t gonna work for Maggie’s pa no more

[ ain’t gonna work for Maggie’s ma no more
No, I ain’t gonna work for Maggie’s ma no more
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Well, she talks to all the servants

About man and God and law

Everybody says

She’s the brains behind pa

She’s sixty-eight, but she says she’s twenty-four
[ ain’t gonna work for Maggie’s ma no more

[ ain’t gonna work on Maggie’s farm no more

No, I ain’t gonna work on Maggie’s farm no more
Well, I try my best

To be just like I am

But everybody wants you

To be just like them

They sing while you slave and I just get bored

[ ain’t gonna work on Maggie’s farm no more
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Love Minus Zero/No Limit

My love she speaks like silence
Without ideals or violence

She doesn’t have to say she’s faithful
Yet she’s true, like ice, like fire
People carry roses

Make promises by the hours

My love she laughs like the flowers
Valentines can’t buy her

In the dime stores and bus stations
People talk of situations

Read books, repeat quotations

Draw conclusions on the wall

Some speak of the future

My love she speaks softly

She knows there’s no success like failure
And that failure’s no success at all

The cloak and dagger dangles

Madams light the candles

In ceremonies of the horsemen

Even the pawn must hold a grudge
Statues made of matchsticks

Crumble into one another

My love winks, she does not bother

She knows too much to argue or to judge

The bridge at midnight trembles

The country doctor rambles
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Bankers’ nieces seek perfection

Expecting all the gifts that wise men bring
The wind howls like a hammer

The night blows cold and rainy

My love she’s like some raven

At my window with a broken wing
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Outlaw Blues

Ain’t it hard to stumble

And land in some funny lagoon?
Ain’t it hard to stumble

And land in some muddy lagoon?
Especially when it’s nine below zero
And three o’clock in the afternoon

Ain’t gonna hang no picture

Ain’t gonna hang no picture frame
Ain’t gonna hang no picture

Ain’t gonna hang no picture frame
Well, I might look like Robert Ford

But I feel just like a Jesse James

Well, I wish I was on some

Australian mountain range

Oh, I wish I was on some

Australian mountain range

[ got no reason to be there, but I
Imagine it would be some kind of change

[ got my dark sunglasses

[ got for good luck my black tooth

[ got my dark sunglasses

I’'m carryin’ for good luck my black tooth
Don’t ask me nothin’ about nothin’

I just might tell you the truth

[ got a woman in Jackson
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[ ain’t gonna say her name

[ got a woman in Jackson

[ ain’t gonna say her name

She’s a brown-skin woman, but I
Love her just the same
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On the Road Again

Well, I woke up in the morning
There’s frogs inside my socks

Your mama, she’s a-hidin’

Inside the icebox

Your daddy walks in wearin’

A Napoleon Bonaparte mask
Then you ask why I don’t live here
Honey, do you have to ask?

Well, I go to pet your monkey

I get a face full of claws

I ask who's in the fireplace

And you tell me Santa Claus

The milkman comes in

He’s wearing a derby hat

Then you ask why I don’t live here

Honey, how come you have to ask me that?

Well, I asked for something to eat

I’'m hungry as a hog

So I get brown rice, seaweed

And a dirty hot dog

['ve got a hole

Where my stomach disappeared

Then you ask why I don’t live here
Honey, I gotta think you're really weird

Your grandpa’s cane
[t turns into a sword
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Your grandma prays to pictures

That are pasted on a board

Everything inside my pockets

Your uncle steals

Then you ask why I don’t live here
Honey, I can’t believe that you're for real

Well, there’s fisthghts in the kitchen
They’re enough to make me cry

The mailman comes in

Even he’s gotta take a side

Even the butler

He’s got something to prove

Then you ask why I don’t live here
Honey, how come you don’t move?
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Bob Dylan’s 115th Dream

I was riding on the Mayflower
When I thought I spied some land

[ yelled for Caprain Arab

I have yuh understand

Who came running to the deck
Said, “Boys, forget the whale
Look on over yonder

Cut the engines

Change the sail

Haul on the bowline”

We sang that melody

Like all tough sailors do
When they are far away at sea

“I think I'll call it America”

[ said as we hit land

I took a deep breath

I fell down, I could not stand

Caprain Arab he started

Writing up some deeds

He said, “Let’s set up a fort

And start buying the place with beads”
Just then this cop comes down the street
Crazy as a loon

He throw us all in jail

For carryin’ harpoons

Ah me | busted out
Don’t even ask me how
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[ went to get some help

[ walked by a Guernsey cow

Who directed me down

To the Bowery slums

Where people carried signs around
Saying, “Ban the bums”

I jumped right into line

Sayin’, “I hope that 'm not late”

When [ realized I hadn’t eaten
For five days straight

| wenr into a restaurant

Lookin’ for the cook

[ told them I was the editor

Of a famous etiquette book

The waitress he was handsome

He wore a powder blue cape

[ ordered some suzette, I said

“Could you please make that crepe”
Just then the whole kitchen exploded
From boilin’ fat

Food was flying everywhere
And [ left without my hat

Now, I didn’t mean to be nosy

But I went into a bank

To get some bail for Arab

And all the boys back in the tank
They asked me for some collateral
And I pulled down my pants

They threw me in the alley

When up comes this girl from France
Who invited me to her house
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I went, but she had a friend
Who knocked me out

And robbed my boots

And I was on the street again

Well, I rapped upon a house

With the U.S. flag upon display

[ said, “Could you help me out

[ got some friends down the way”

The man says, “Get out of here

I'll tear you limb from limb”

[ said, “You know they refused Jesus, too”
He said, “You're not Him

Get out of here before I break your bones
[ ain’t your pop”

I decided to have him arrested

And I went looking for a cop

[ ran right outside

And | hopped inside a cab

I went out the other door

This Englishman said, “Fab”

As he saw me leap a hot dog stand
And a chariot that stood

Parked across from a building
Advertising brotherhood

I ran right through the front door
Like a hobo sailor does

But it was just a funeral parlor

And the man asked me who I was

I repeated that my friends
Were all in jail, with a sigh
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He gave me his card

He said, “Call me if they die”

I shook his hand and said goodbye

Ran out to the street

When a bowling ball came down the road
And knocked me off my feet

A pay phone was ringing

It just about blew my mind

When I picked it up and said hello
This foot came through the line

Well, by this time I was fed up
At tryin’ to make a stab

At bringin’ back any help

For my friends and Captain Arab
I decided to flip a coin

Like either heads or tails

Would let me know if I should go
Back to ship or back to jail

So I hocked my sailor suit

And I got a coin to flip

[t came up tails

It rhymed with sails

So I made it back to the ship

Well, I got back and took

The parkin’ ticket off the mast

[ was ripping it to shreds

When this coastguard boat went past
They asked me my name

And I said, “Captain Kidd”

They believed me but

They wanted to know
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What exactly that [ did

[ said for the Pope of Eruke
[ was employed

They let me go right away
They were very paranoid

Well, the last I heard of Arab

He was stuck on a whale

That was married to the deputy
Sheriff of the jail

But the funniest thing was

When [ was leavin’ the bay

[ saw three ships a-sailin’

They were all heading my way

[ asked the captain what his name was
And how come he didn’t drive a truck

He said his name was Columbus
[ just said, “Good luck”
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Mr. Tambourine Man

Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me
I’'m not sleepy and there is no place I'm going to
Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me

In the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin’ you

Though I know that evenin’s empire has returned into sand
Vanished from my hand

Left me blindly here to stand but still not sleeping

My weariness amazes me, I'm branded on my feet

[ have no one to meet

And the ancient empty street’s too dead for dreaming

Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me
I'm not sleepy and there is no place I'm going to
Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me

In the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin’ you

Take me on a trip upon your magic swirlin’ ship

My senses have been stripped, my hands can’t feel to grip
My toes too numb to step

Wait only for my boot heels to be wanderin’

I’'m ready to go anywhere, I'm ready for to fade

Into my own parade, cast your dancing spell my way

I promise to go under it

Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me
I’'m not sleepy and there is no place I'm going to
Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me

In the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin’ you
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Though you might hear laughin’, spinnin’, swingin’ madly
across the sun

[t's not aimed at anyone, it’s just escapin’ on the run

And burt for the sky there are no fences facin’

And if you hear vague traces of skippin’ reels of rhyme

To your tambourine in time, it’s just a ragged clown behind

[ wouldn't pay it any mind

It's just a shadow you're seein’ that he’s chasing

Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me
['m not sleepy and there is no place I'm going to
Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me

[n the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin’ you

Then take me disappearin’ through the smoke rings of
my mind

Down the foggy ruins of time, far past the frozen leaves

The haunted, frightened trees, out to the windy beach

Far from the twisted reach of crazy sorrow

Yes, to dance beneath the diamond sky with one hand
waving free

Silhouetted by the sea, circled by the circus sands

With all memory and fate driven deep beneath the waves

Let me forget about today until tomorrow

Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me
['m not sleepy and there is no place I'm going to
Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me

In the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin’ you
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(Gates of Eden

Of war and peace the truth just twists
Its curfew gull just glides

Upon four-legged forest clouds

The cowboy angel rides

With his candle lit into the sun

Though its glow is waxed in black

All except when ’neath the trees of Eden

The lamppost stands with folded arms

Its iron claws attached

To curbs "neath holes where babies wail
Though it shadows metal badge

All and all can only fall

With a crashing but meaningless blow

No sound ever comes from the Gates of Eden

The savage soldier sticks his head in sand
And then complains

Unto the shoeless hunter who’s gone deaf
But still remains

Upon the beach where hound dogs bay
At ships with tattooed sails

Heading for the Gates of Eden

With a time-rusted compass blade
Aladdin and his lamp

Sits with Utopian hermit monks
Sidesaddle on the Golden Calf

And on their promises of paradise
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You will not hear a laugh
All except inside the Gates of Eden

Relationships of ownership

They whisper in the wings

To those condemned to act accordingly
And wait for succeeding kings

And I try to harmonize with songs

The lonesome sparrow sings

There are no kings inside the Gates of Eden

The motorcycle black madonna

Two-wheeled gypsy queen

And her silver-studded phantom cause

The gray flannel dwarf to scream

As he weeps to wicked birds of prey

Who pick up on his bread crumb sins

And there are no sins inside the Gates of Eden

The kingdoms of Experience

In the precious wind they rot

While paupers change possessions

Each one wishing for what the other has got
And the princess and the prince

Discuss what's real and what is not

[t doesn’t matter inside the Gates of Eden

The foreign sun, it squints upon

A bed that is never mine

As friends and other strangers

From their fates try to resign

Leaving men wholly, totally free

To do anything they wish to do but die

227



And there are no trials inside the Gates of Eden

At dawn my lover comes to me

And tells me of her dreams

With no attempts to shovel the glimpse
Into the ditch of what each one means
At times | think there are no words
But these to tell what’s true

And there are no truths outside the Gates of Eden
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[t’s Alright, Ma
(I'm Only Bleeding)

Darkness at the break of noon

Shadows even the silver spoon

The handmade blade, the child’s balloon
Eclipses both the sun and moon

To understand you know too soon
There is no sense in trying

Pointed threats, they bluff with scorn

Suicide remarks are torn

From the fool’s gold mouthpiece the hollow horn
Plays wasted words, proves to warn

That he not busy being born is busy dying

Temptation’s page flies out the door
You follow, find yourself at war

Watch waterfalls of pity roar

You feel to moan but unlike before

You discover that you'd just be one more
Person crying

So don't fear if you hear
A foreign sound to your ear
It's alright, Ma, I'm only sighing

As some warn victory, some downfall

Private reasons great or small
Can be seen in the eyes of those that call
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To make all that should be killed to crawl
While others say don’t hate nothing at all
Except hatred

Disillusioned words like bullets bark

As human gods aim for their mark

Make everything from toy guns that spark
To flesh-colored Christs that glow in the dark
[t's easy to see without looking too far

That not much is really sacred

While preachers preach of evil fates
Teachers teach that knowledge waits

Can lead to hundred-dollar plates
Goodness hides behind its gates

But even the president of the United States
Sometimes must have to stand naked

An’ though the rules of the road have been lodged
It's only people’s games that you got to dodge
And it’s alright, Ma, I can make it

Advertising signs they con

You into thinking you're the one
That can do what's never been done
That can win what's never been won
Meantime life outside goes on

All around you

You lose yourself, you reappear

You suddenly find you got nothing to fear
Alone you stand with nobody near

When a trembling distant voice, unclear
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Startles your sleeping ears to hear
That somebody thinks they really found you

A question in your nerves is lit

Yet you know there is no answer fit

To satisfy, insure you not to quit

To keep it in your mind and not forget
That it is not he or she or them or it
That you belong to

Although the masters make the rules
For the wise men and the fools
[ got nothing, Ma, to live up to

For them that must obey authority

That they do not respect in any degree

Who despise their jobs, their destinies

Speak jealously of them that are free
Cultivate their flowers to be

Nothing more than something they invest in

While some on principles baptized
To strict party platform ties

Social clubs in drag disguise
Outsiders they can freely criticize
Tell nothing except who to idolize

And then say God bless him

While one who sings with his tongue on fire
Gargles in the rat race choir

Bent out of shape from society’s pliers

Cares not to come up any higher

But rather get you down in the hole
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Thart he’s in

But I mean no harm nor put fault

On anyone that lives in a vault
But it’s alright, Ma, if I can’t please him

Old lady judges watch people in pairs
Limited in sex, they dare

To push fake morals, insult and stare
While money doesn’t talk, it swears
Obscenity, who really cares
Propaganda, all is phony

While them that defend what they cannot see
With a killer’s pride, security

[t blows the minds most bitterly

For them that think death’s honesty

Won't fall upon them naturally

Life sometimes must get lonely

My eyes collide head-on with stuffed
Graveyards, false gods, I scuff

At pettiness which plays so rough
Walk upside-down inside handcuffs
Kick my legs to crash it off

Say okay, I have had enough

What else can you show me?

And if my thought-dreams could be seen
They’d probably put my head in a guillotine
But it’s alright, Ma, it’s life, and life only
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[t’s All Over Now, Baby Blue

You must leave now, take what you need, you think will last
But whatever you wish to keep, you better grab it fast
Yonder stands your orphan with his gun

Crying like a fire in the sun

Look out the saints are comin’ through

And it’s all over now, Baby Blue

The highway is for gamblers, better use your sense
Take what you have gathered from coincidence
The empty-handed painter from your streets

Is drawing crazy patterns on your sheets

This sky, too, is folding under you

And it’s all over now, Baby Blue

All your seasick sailors, they are rowing home
All your reindeer armies, are all going home
The lover who just walked out your door

Has taken all his blankets from the Hoor

The carpet, too, is moving under you

And it’s all over now, Baby Blue

Leave your stepping stones behind, something calls for you
Forget the dead you’ve left, they will not follow you

The vagabond who's rapping at your door

Is standing in the clothes that you once wore

Strike another match, go start anew
And it’s all over now, Baby Blue
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California
(Early version of “Outlaw Blues™)

I'm goin’ down south
"Neath the borderline

I'm goin’ down south
'Neath the borderline
Some fat momma

Kissed my mouth one time

Well, I needed it this morning
Without a shadow of doubt
My suitcase is packed

My clothes are hangin’ out

San Francisco’s fine

You sure get lots of sun

San Francisco is fine

You sure get lots of sun

But I’'m used to four seasons
California’s got but one

Well, I got my dark sunglasses

I got for good luck my black tooth

[ got my dark sunglasses

And for good luck I got my black tooth
Don’t ask me nothin’ about nothin’

I just might tell you the truth
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Farewell Angelina

Farewell Angelina

The bells of the crown

Are being stolen by bandits
I must follow the sound
The triangle tingles

And the trumpets play slow
Farewell Angelina

The sky is on fire

And I must go

T]lerc’s no nf:f:d FOI' anger
There’s no need for blame
There’s nothing to prove
Ev'rything’s still the same
Just a table standing empty
By the edge of the sea
Farewell Angelina

The sky is trembling

And I must leave

The jacks and the queens
Have forsaked the courtyard
Fifty-two gypsies

Now file past the guards

In the space where the deuce
And the ace once ran wild
Farewell Angelina

The sky is folding

I'll see you in a while
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See the cross-eyed pirates sitting
Perched in the sun

Shooting tin cans

With a sawed-off shotgun

And the neighbors they clap
And they cheer with each blast
Farewell Angelina

‘The sky's changing color

And I must leave fast

King Kong, little elves
On the rooftops they dance
Valentino-type tangos

While the makeup man’s hands
Shut the eyes of the dead

Not to embarrass anyone
Farewell Angelina

The sky is embarrassed
And | must be gone

The machine guns are roaring
'The puppets heave rocks

The fiends nail time bombs
To the hands of the clocks
Call me any name you like

I will never deny it

Farewell Angelina

The sky is erupting

I must go where it’s quiet
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Love Is Just a Four Letter Word

Seems like only yesterday

[ left my mind behind

Down in the Gypsy Café

With a friend of a friend of mine

She sat with a baby heavy on her knee

Yert spoke of life most free from slavery
With eyes that showed no trace of misery

A phrase in connection first with she I heard
That love is just a four letter word

Outside a rambling storefront window

Cats meowed to the break of day

Me, I kept my mouth shut, too

To you I had no words to say

My experience was limited and underfed
You were talking while I hid

To the one who was the father of your kid
You probably didn’t think I did, but I heard

You say that love is just a four letter word

[ said goodbye unnoticed

Pushed towards things in my own games
Drifting in and out of lifetimes

Unmentionable by name

Searching for my double, looking for

Complete evaporation to the core

Though I tried and failed at finding any door

I must have thought that there was nothing more
Absurd than that love is just a four letter word
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Though I never knew just what you meant
When you were speaking to your man

[ can only think in terms of me

And now I understand

After waking enough times to think I see
The Holy Kiss that’s supposed to last eternity
Blow up in smoke, its destiny

Falls on strangers, travels free

Yes, [ know now, traps are only set by me
And I do not really need to be

Assured that love is just a four letter word
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