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"eBob

“Dylan

Story”

Folk music, acid rock, country. Dylan was in the vanguard of each. He
was the spokesman for a generation. What changes will he bring now?

Just the other day, I mentioned
the upcoming Dylan concert to a
friend I work with down at the Ervay
Salvage Co. He turned incredulous
eyes on me and said, ““You’re kidding,”
with astonishment. He couldn’t be-
lieve it. A real honest-to-God Bob
Dylan concert right here in the metro-
plex! He then asked me where I had
heard about the concert. I told him |
hadn’t heard it anywhere, but that I
had seen the announcement in the last
issue of BUDDY. Where could tickets-
be obtained was his next question
(he’s a fanatical Dylan fan) I told him
I hadn’t the slightest idea, but tickets
were only available through the mail
to the tune of about eight dollars a
head. A day or two later I heard a
short commercial on KZEW advertis-
ing the Dylan event. They gave an
address somewhere in Fort Worth to
order tickets but by the time I located
a pen | had forgotten it. However, by
now tickets are sold out anyway.

Why does anyone listen to Bob
Dylan? Have you ever asked yourself
that question? What makes him have
the appeal that he does? Musically he
has no great ability — countless groups
and single performers boast far greater
talent, he’s not a particularly good

By Jim Slaughter

looking fellow, and his voice sounds
something like a piano string somewhere
in the middle C range that is constantly
being tightened and relaxed. As a mat-
ter of fact, when his first big single
“Like A Rolling Stone” first came

out back in 19685, I thought it was in-
tended as a satire of the popular Eng-
lish rock craze led by the Beatles. |

was just as astounded as my friend at
work when I found out that the song

Bob Dylan and The Band will be
appearing in concert at Tarrant
County Convention Center on
January 25,1974

was not only meant to be taken serious-
ly but that it was actually selling in the
millions! I remained adamant in my
keen antipathy to his singularly twangy,
grunting sound until an English professor
of mine told me “one doesn’t listen to
Dylan for his music; one listens to his
words.” His words eh? I thought. |
quickly rushed out and purchased a
couple of albums and gave them the old
listen to, but I had discovered Dylan
too late. By that time, he was practically
a different person with a different
message. His real image as the valiant
minstrel roaming the country like a

1963.

beggar with his basket of compassion
and understanding for the poor down-
trodden lower classes had been be-
queathed to his less competant succes-
sors. What then had happened to this
voice of freedom, this skinny, curly-
haired heretic of Mr. Comfortable
Middle Class Values? The answer was
simple. Dylan was a big boy then, his
desire to rebel, to crusade against the
inequities of a world content with its
hypocricies and injustices had faded
into an oblivion created by the very
things he was so loquacious in de-
nouncing during his mid sixties golden
age — affluence.

If you’re a movie goer, you’ve
probably seen him in that atrocious
celuloid monstrosity, Pat Garret and
Billy the Kid in which he played the
part of a shy, meditative derelict who
didn’t have much to say other than
‘“‘Beans”, “‘Beets”, ‘‘Beans’”'in monoto-
nous succession. The character Dylan |
portrayed in that movie resembles the
character he’s been presenting to his
public for the past few years, on
those rare occasions he has chosen to
do so. Except that he hasn’t been say-
ing beans; he’s been saying beings —
human beings, because he’s realized :
that the super-charged political atmos- §
phere of the sixties has been calmed
by a revived interest in personal secur-
ity, financial success, and conformity
to long-accepted traditions. The old
Bob Dylan went down the drain along
with SDS, NSA, and LSD. His audi-
ence was no longer interested in hear-
ing about the countries endless fiascos
and peccadillos because of a growing
frustration over the inefficacy of
protest.

No matter how hard one yelled
and screamed, no matter how impor-
tant the issues being vociferated, there
were always too many Mayor Daley’s
to quell the demonstrator’s indigna-
tion with their blue-coated tough boys.
People finally said ‘‘what the hell!” —
better to remain quiet and whole than
speak out and go around minus an eye
or tooth or in the case of the four




©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com



©1974 BUDDY Magazine - buddymagazine.com





