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What people Say:

Geoff

Iâ€™m going to do something I try not to do here, since I consider this to be a site about other
peopleâ€™s words- Iâ€™m going to ramble on autobiographically for a bit.

I bought this first volume of Dylanâ€™s Chronicles the day it came out in 2004, was anticipating the
hell out of it. Back then I was managing a used record store in College Park, Maryland. I studied
poetry and creative writing at UMD, big waste of my time, couldâ€™ve learned all that on my own,
learn more now on my own than I did then anyw

Iâ€™m going to do something I try not to do here, since I consider this to be a site about other
peopleâ€™s words- Iâ€™m going to ramble on autobiographically for a bit.

I bought this first volume of Dylanâ€™s Chronicles the day it came out in 2004, was anticipating the
hell out of it. Back then I was managing a used record store in College Park, Maryland. I studied
poetry and creative writing at UMD, big waste of my time, couldâ€™ve learned all that on my own,
learn more now on my own than I did then anyway, except from maybe two or three professors who
had something to say, and besides reading a lot of Shakespeare, it was a big snooze. Though I did
find Frank Oâ€™Hara and John Ashberry and Fernando Pessoa and I feel like I learned a great
deal about olâ€™ Willâ€™s plays I wouldnâ€™t have come to on my own. Other than that, I should
have studied languages or education or linguistics or history or something that could have landed
me a better job after I graduated. When I did graduate, the world was so opaque to me I didnâ€™t
know how to take the next step. The reality that I considered the adult, professional world to be
seemed so dead and vacant to me that I wanted no part of it, but I knew that my consciousness and
my conscience were no longer with the style and opinions of my youth. I had always played music,
written songs, shitty as they were, and my circle of friends were mostly wanna-be artists and
musicians, some skateboarding punks, pot-heads, some real dim and bright lights. I got a job
managing a used record store a few of my friends worked at. That way I didnâ€™t have to move
home after graduation, could stay around DC, which I loved (coming from a small town in southern
Maryland, the DC/Baltimore duality is almost overwhelmingly fertile, experience-wise, especially if
you are young and donâ€™t know other cities). So I started working at this record store that was, in
retrospect, at the same time the best and the worst decision I could have made.

But it suited me because I knew music inside and out. I knew punk, weirdo-rock, jazz, little no name
labels, blues, pop, rap, R & B, African music, Brazilian music, folk singers, composers- I had an
infinite catalog of songs always running through my head, felt like I knew millions of lyrics by heart,
could name jazz artists by the first four or so bars of a tune, dove deep into every style of music.
And I was playing music, writing it myself, so it was an ideal situation, but one I still wanted to keep
extremely temporary, employment-wise. My favorite bands came out of the 80â€™s noise scene,
SST bands, stuff like Sonic Youth, Dinosaur Jr., Spacemen 3, Pelt, bands like Minor Threat and
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Fugazi, I got into Pavement because they were like nothing Iâ€™d ever heard, I dug The Velvet
Underground as much as anyone could, â€œPale Blue Eyesâ€• still makes me weepy, I loved those
strange little short-lived mathematical bands like June of 44, A Minor Forest, Hoover. I also loved
jazz, all jazz, from Louis Armstrong to the most wild Albert Ayler tunes, Coltrane, Archie Shepp,
Cecil Taylor, Ornette Coleman, the European improvisers of harsh noise like Peter Brotzmann, Mats
Gustafsson, especially drummers like Hamid Drake, Paal Nilssen-Love, and the masters like Elvin
Jones and Buddy Rich, Philly Joe Jones; the great tenor players Sonny Rollins and Lester Young,
and those ethereal beings such as Sun Ra, Bobby Hutcherson, Anthony Braxton, who you
couldnâ€™t really define or pin down. I came to exalt Django Reinhardt as if he was the real Jesus,
the three-fingered Jesus, more striking and more straight to the point than the other Jesus. I had all
kinds of music coursing throughout my entire being, pulsing through me all day, all night, I
worshiped these people, had shrines to them, treated vinyl records like idols. I played music all day
in the store, just put everything on. Heard so much. Found so many things I would never have
known about unless I had those hours to just explore a vast quantity of random records at my
leisure. The only stuff I didnâ€™t really get into was the watered-down stuff, the stuff that sounded
too polished, too clean, like pretty college boys made it, or like it cost a million dollars to record.
Anything gritty, anything that had something a little off to it, something that didnâ€™t quite sit right,
that made you wonder just what the hell was up with this person, I could get into. All genres, all
types. The common thread was originality and heart, and something mournful or odd about the tune.
It wasnâ€™t until those long, strangely-paced hours of digging through the stock of that record store
that I came to know Bob Dylanâ€™s music.

Dylan had always eluded me, donâ€™t know why, I came to him relatively late in the development
of my tastes. I guess it was that I was well-versed in obscurities, but big names of the popular music
world seemed instantly repugnant to me; itâ€™s a fault of youth, wanting things to be just for
yourself. I just thought that if the masses liked them they couldnâ€™t hold any kind of secret. That
the secrets were held by a chosen few, who spoke in tongues, and that those kind of revelations
wouldnâ€™t, couldnâ€™t reach a mass audience. The weirder the better, it seemed to me, and the
more authentic. So when I put on â€œThe Times They Are A-Changinâ€™â€•, I just expected it
would be another 40 minute write off. Not that I didnâ€™t know Dylan; you canâ€™t grow up in
America and not know the name Bob Dylan. Itâ€™s like not knowing the names Abe Lincoln or Lee
Harvey Oswald. But I donâ€™t think I had ever seriously listened to one of his records until now,
and in retrospect I think that was the singularly best time for me to hear him, maybe the only time up
until then that I was ripe to understand what he was doing, the immensity of what he means, as a
songwriter, as a cultural figure, as a presence in the American twentieth century. You canâ€™t be a
child or of a child-like mind to get Dylan. You have to have experience, you have to have known
some kind of pain and loss and redemption of some sort; like the great blues artists- Charlie Patton,
Big Bill Broonzy, Leadbelly- you canâ€™t be kidding around and get what these guys are trying to
put across.

Dylan hit me like a brick in the face. â€œWith God On Our Sideâ€• and â€œChimes of Freedomâ€•
were the first songs I remember being utterly enraptured with and destroyed by from him:
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â€œStarry-eyed and 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

Paul Bryant

Conscience impels me to remove one star from my original 5. I'm bewitched, bothered and
bewildered.

When this gorgeously written, completely eccentric and endearing memoir came out in 2004 I loved
it, and my original review is included below. In the years since then, Dylan fans and commentators
have been finding out stuff, and it opens a big can of worms, the worms of

Because, it seems, if the rabid batgooglers and archive monkeys are to be believed, large parts -
maybe all - of Chronicl

Conscience impels me to remove one star from my original 5. I'm bewitched, bothered and
bewildered.

When this gorgeously written, completely eccentric and endearing memoir came out in 2004 I loved
it, and my original review is included below. In the years since then, Dylan fans and commentators
have been finding out stuff, and it opens a big can of worms, the worms of

Because, it seems, if the rabid batgooglers and archive monkeys are to be believed, large parts -
maybe all - of Chronicles are not original writing by Bob Dylan at all but an original mosaic of other
people's phrases stitched together by Bob Dylan. I quote from some of these findings on the
Expecting Rain website :

from a book called Really the Blues (1946) by Mezz Mezzrow and Bernard Wolfe, in which a hipster
introduces "his chick" to Mezzrow:

Baby this that powerful man with that good grass that'll make you tip through the highways and
byways like a Maltese kitten. Mezz, this is my new dinner and she's a solid viper.

And now, part of Dylan's description of his friend Ray's girl, Chloe Kiel:

She was cool as pie, hip from head to toe, a Maltese kitten, a solid viper â€” always hit the nail on
the head. I don't know how much weed she smoked, but a lot. (Chronicles, p. 102)
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Jonathan Ashleigh

After being on my â€œto readâ€• shelf for a while, this book jumped up a couple spots when Bob
Dylan won the Nobel Prize for literature. He didnâ€™t win the prize because of this autobiography
or for his novel, but rather for the lyrics he wrote down and then placed over music. 

This autobiography is well written and honest, but it is disjointed at times and didnâ€™t tell me much
about the things I thought I wanted to know about. I wanted to know what Dylan was thinking when
he wrote songs like â€œBlowin'

After being on my â€œto readâ€• shelf for a while, this book jumped up a couple spots when Bob
Dylan won the Nobel Prize for literature. He didnâ€™t win the prize because of this autobiography
or for his novel, but rather for the lyrics he wrote down and then placed over music. 

This autobiography is well written and honest, but it is disjointed at times and didnâ€™t tell me much
about the things I thought I wanted to know about. I wanted to know what Dylan was thinking when
he wrote songs like â€œBlowin' in the Wind,â€• and I wanted to know something about his wife and
his children. These seem to be things he doesnâ€™t want to talk about and I should have known he
wasnâ€™t going to. He has always held a stance of not discussing his music or his personal life and
I have to respect him for that. Maybe I wouldnâ€™t like his music if I knew too much about it, or him,
and maybe that is something Bob Dylan knows â€” he did just win a Nobel Prize.

Ian "Marvin" Graye

I see you on the street

I always act surprised
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I say, â€œHow does it feel?â€•

But I donâ€™t mean it.

"I can't taste your words," 

You said, "Your songs are just lies."

So I cried that you were deaf,

You'd lost the sight in your eyes.

And I said that you were wrong

When you accused me of theft

Lee

What a wonderful weird book about the influence of cities and sounds, knowing what you want and
going for it and getting it thanks to talent, luck, attitude, and meeting the right people. Funny how it
emphasizes what no one really wants to know -- "New Morning" and "Oh Mercy" era stuff instead of
everything from "Hard Rain's Gonna Fall" to "Visions of Johanna" to "Shelter From the Storm" to
"Isis." Those songs are hardly men

What a wonderful weird book about the influence of cities and sounds, knowing what you want and
going for it and getting it thanks to talent, luck, attitude, and meeting the right people. Funny how it
emphasizes what no one really wants to know -- "New Morning" and "Oh Mercy" era stuff instead of
everything from "Hard Rain's Gonna Fall" to "Visions of Johanna" to "Shelter From the Storm" to
"Isis." Those songs are hardly mentioned at all -- maybe one or two mentions of "Hard Rain."
Otherwise, this is a compulsively readable, folksy, lightly insightful, non-linear self-portrait of the
mythic artist as regular guy from the North Country, a family man more concerned with privacy than
popularity, a devout Woody Guthrie fanatic of course, not someone particularly special --
emphatically NOT the messiah, NOT the chosen one, NOT the voice of his generation, NOT the
leader of the revolution -- umm except he acknowledges that, for a time, he could see and describe
and supercharge the deep truth of reality. This ellipitically argues that his success came from casual,
wide-open exposure to the world and art (more than just music). He's a super-sensitive empty
vessel blessed with the necessary restless desire for MORE, sufficient native critical faculties, just
enough OCD, and more than enough midwestern simplicity and charm -- that's pretty much it, says
Dylan (not that he can be trusted). Looking forward to volume 2 where he colors in the circles he's
drawn in this one. 
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