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I see 
 Bob Dylan 
live at the 

Albert Hall 

Bob Dylan was an almost mythical 
figure to me at this time. His music had 
been constantly changing, from his 
first album, when he sang the blues like 
an eighty year old: ‘See that my Grave 
is kept Clean’, to the following albums 
of social commentary ‘The Times they 
are a-changin’, followed by albums of 
personal relationship songs like ‘To 
Ramona’, to his later imaginative and 
fantastical streams of consciousness songs. And I had 
enjoyed every stage of this development.
	 His album covers only added to the mystique as he 
looked like a different person on each one. I thought 
the stories he told interviewers of his early life, of being 
brought up in a travelling circus etc., were unlikely 
from the start, but they were not surprising coming 
from such a playful and fertile mind.
	 So it was with great anticipation that I was going 
to see one of his first concerts in England. Several of 

my friends wanted to go, so I rang 
up for six tickets as soon as they 
were available, and was told that it 
was the right number for a box if I 
wanted. Fantastic, yes, I did want! 
As we entered the Albert Hall, the 
atmosphere was electric and our 
scruffy bunch entered our box 
feeling very excited and important. 
As the lights went down I noticed a 

flurry of activity in the box opposite, and I learnt 
later this was the Beatles and their wives coming in.
	  From the moment Bob Dylan walked on the 
stage, he held the audience in rapt attention. One 
man and an acoustic guitar and fifteen fascinating 
songs, some serious and some amusing, held the 
audience spellbound as he fulfilled all expectations.
	  It was a very satisfying evening and it cemented 
my appreciation of his talent. A great performance. 
a great show. Well done, that man.

1965
May 9, 1965	  
Royal Albert  
Hall, London
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FIRST HALF

The Times They Are a-Changin’

To Ramona

Gates of Eden

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

It’s Alright, Ma (I’m Only Bleeding)

Love Minus Zero/No Limit

Mr. Tambourine Man

SECOND HALF

Talkin’ World War III Blues

Don’t Think Twice, It’s All Right

With God on Our Side

She Belongs to Me

It Ain’t Me Babe

Lonesome Death of Hattie Carroll

All I Really Want to Do

It’s All Over Now, Baby Blue

afterwards all stand for:

God Save the Queen

My Newspaper cuttings from 1965
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Sunday 9 May 1965
  After a day spent filming scenes for “Help!” in London and 
Twickenham, The Beatles went to an evening performance by 
Bob Dylan at London’s Royal Albert Hall.

After the show they visited Dylan at his suite at the Savoy 
Hotel. The group were accompanied by Alma Cogan, and also 
present, as Dylan’s guest, was beat poet Allen Ginsberg.

The atmosphere was tense at first, until Ginsberg fell into 
John Lennon’s lap from the arm of a sofa. Asked by Ginsberg if 
he knew William Blake, Lennon replied that he’d never heard 
of him. His wife Cynthia said: “Oh John, you liar, of course 
you have!” The exchange broke the ice.

  Dylan’s presence dominates the hall and while 
he sings there is no interruption: every sad or 
scathing line is clear. Nothing much is sacred, he 
chants, nothing much is sacred in a world that has 
everything from guns that spark to flesh-coloured 
Christs that glow in the dark. No, nothing much is 
sacred at all. Politicians, the bomb, the voice of 
the bigot, all are contemptuously dismissed.

 He is above all a poet of awareness, seeing 
his Guernica in the dead-red nigger-lynching 
world of today.

Money doesn’t talk, it swears, trumpets Dylan. 
Oh obscenity, he cries. And the plaintive sound 
of so unlikely an instrument as the mouth-organ 
sighs through the hall, lonely as the sound of a 
hooting train at night across a prairie. There is 
no lonelier sound. There cannot be, it seems, a 
lonelier man than Dylan as he rasps his protest 
among 3,000. He is not so much singing as 
sermonising: his tragedy perhaps is that the 
audience is preoccupied with song.

So the bearded boys and the lank-haired 
girls, all eye-shadow and undertaker makeup, 
applaud the songs and miss perhaps the 
sermon. They are there:  they are with it. 

The times they are a-changing, sings 
Dylan. They are when a poet and not a pop 
singer fills the hall. For this ultimately is what 
Dylan is. His singing, like the voice of the other 
Dylan, is a superb medium of interpretation 
and of emphasis. With his voice the lyrics are 
astonishing; without it, in print, they are poetry.

Dylan was the only artist apart 
from the Beatles to sell out the 
De Montfort Hall in the 1960s. 
Even the Rolling Stones did 
not sell out this venue. 
   He was hailed as the hero 
of folk music but two months 
after this concert, at the 1965 
Newport Folk Festival, he 
would alienate his fans and ‘go 
electric’. 

This tour of England is the subject of the film “Don’t Look Back” 
and it shows the painful break-up of Bob Dylan and Joan Baez. 
Joan had been Bob’s girlfriend for several years, and they had 
been hailed as the King and Queen of Folk Music, but it came to 
an end on this tour. Bob apparently apologised to Joan recently, 
for his cold behaviour at this time.

‘

’

’

‘
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Donovan was an Engish singer songwriter in the 
style of Bob Dylan, and the press had tried to stoke up 
a rivalry between the two of them which was really 
never there. The ‘rivalry’ filled many newspaper 
columns and presumably sold a few more papers.

Bob Dylan, Donovan and Mary Travers

Bob Dylan and Donovan
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1965 This concert featured Josh White,  the 
Rev. Gary Davis,  Buffy Sainte-Marie, 
Rambling Jack Elliot, Julie Felix, Deroll 
Adams and the Ian Cambell Folk Group. 

It was at the Dome in Brighton, quite 
a stretch from Godalming, but luckily the 
Youth Club was camping near Haywards 
Heath, so not so far for me and my pals to go 
on our motorbikes.

I was most excited to see Josh White. My 
brother Andy had a record by him which I 
loved. I first heard The House of the Rising Sun 
and St James Infirmary on this record, and 
I loved Josh’s smooth, silky voice and it was 
the first time I heard percussive acoustic guitar played with 
expressive bending notes. His performance in the concert was 
spell-binding and exceeded my expectations.

I was surprised that he wasn’t a more widely recognised 
blues player, but his work in the Civil Rights movement from 

Josh White

1947 to the mid-1960s  meant he was caught 
up in the anti-communist Red Scare, and 
as a consequence his career was restricted.  
He was born in 1914 and had a very hard 
life, until he hit gold with the song One 

Meatball, which became the first million-selling 
record by a male African-American artist. 

My friend Eric had an record by Buffy 
Sainte-Marie, a Native American singer, which 
had captivated us. She had a great voice, played  
guitar, one-string fiddle, and had intense pres-
ence throughout her performance. Top notch.

I was curious to see Rambling 
Jack Elliot as he was friend of 

Bob Dylan. I didn’t take to him, though, as his 
performance was largely taken up with rambling (oh, 
I see) stories with very weak punchlines at the end.

All in all, though, I really enjoyed this excellent 
concert. Now, back to the camping!

American Folk 
and Blues Tour

Pages from my 
programme
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Farnham Youth Club gig 1965
The Grapes of Wrath had some successful gigs, including Merrow 
Village Hall (later to be a Ricky Tick venue), and a party for Farnham 
Art School students. But eventually, the group had to disband as the 
members had career pressures put on them, leaving omly me and Vin 
Godier still wanting to make music. 
	 Jim Luck volunteered to take the place of singer Ian May, and he 
was terrific from the start, and we then had the nucleus of what would 
become the Whisker Davis Blues Stormers. 
	 But before then, we often got together with our close friends Alfie 
Lucas (a lifetime musical partner) on harmonica, Martin Rawlinson 
on percussion, and Mick More on washboard (all pictured here).
	 This occasion was a musical entertainment evening requested by 
the Farnham Methodist Youth Club, and it went rather well.

Top left and top right:
Jim Cook

Far Left:
Jim Luck and  
Alfie Lucas

Left: 
Vin Godier, 
Martin Rawlinson,
and Mick More
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1965 6th/7th/8th August

It’s 5.30pm, I’m eighteen years old, and with mounting 
excitement I’m leaving work to go to my first out-door 
Festival, to see nearly all of my favourite groups from 
the Ricky Tick club. I have bought four apples which 
I imagine are going to sustain me over the weekend. 
	 I meet up with my friends and we set off on our 
motorbikes, with sleeping bags attached, to ride to 
leafy Richmond. (I think I’m on my £15 Vespa scooter.)
	 I’m going with Eric Coleman, Vin Godier, Martin 
Rawlinson, Alfie Lucas and Mick More. The Festival is 
being held in the Athletic Grounds near Richmond. 
	 As the gates are opened we race to grab the best 
seats we can. We have paid 20 shillings (£1.00p) for the 
weekend and are determined to get our moneys worth!
	 The music is great, up to our expectations, although 
I wasn’t overly impressed with The Who. As we file out 
we have to find somewhere to ‘doss down’ and we find 
a tree to cluster around (pictured below left).
	 The next two days pass in a happy blur, and my 
favourite groups were Georgie Fame and the Blue 
Flames, the Graham Bond Organisation, Spencer 
Davies with Steve Winwood, Jimmy James and the 
Vagabonds (whose two singers came on doing a funky 
dance in bright red shorts), Steam Packet with Long 
John Baldry, Julie Driscoll and Rod Stewart, and The 
Animals with the Festival Big Band.
	 As we make our weary way home after a fantastic 
weekend, I have just one ambition – to go again next 
year. It was magnificent!

Above: I kept all my handbills, tickets, 
plastic medals, progammes of all three 
Festivals that I went to. I recently sold 
them all for several hundred pounds!

Below: My friends waking up
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     Beginning as the National Jazz Festival in 1961, 
this was the precursor of what would become the 
Reading Festival. Founded by Harold Pendleton, 
owner of London’s Marquee club, the festival was held 
at Richmond Athletic Club for the first five years. 

Jazz alone could not satisfy the needs of the new 
generation of teens, who were discovering new sounds 
such as R & B – so gradually more pop and R & B 
artists were added to the bill, such as Georgie Fame, 
Long John Baldry and in 1963 – the as yet relatively 
unknown  Rolling Stones (apparently playing the gig 
for the lowly sum of £30). 

By 1964 the Rolling Stones were top of the bill and 
netting a cool 50% of the night’s takings.  

1965 was the last time that the festival was 
celebrated at Richmond. Having grown from 27,000 
in 1964 to 33,000 people in 1965, the increase of 
the audience made the site too small for further 
events. Also the festival found some troubles with the 
local authorities because of the fans sleeping out in 
Richmond Park. (Wot!?!)

The changing music scene was reflected by the 
inclusion of rock and blues acts, hence the change 

The Yardbirds, 
The Who 
Manfred Mann
Georgie Fame
Graham Bond Organisation
The Animals
Spencer Davis Group 
Jimmy James Vagabonds
Brian Auger’s Trinity
Rod Stewart
Julie Driscoll
Long John Baldry
The Moody Blues 
Mike Cotton Sound 
The T. Bones
Bruce Turner Jump Band, 
Ronnie Jones Blue Jays
Ronnie Scott 
Chris Barber
Ottilie Patterson
Ken Colyer 
Dedicated Men Jug Band

‘

’

of Festival billing, and by the end of the 60s the jazz 
element had virtually disappeared from the event.

The Who played three times at the festival, in 
1965, 1966 and 1969. In their first appearance Pete 
Townshend smashed his guitar and amp and Roger 
Daltrey inadvertently kicked out the front stage 
lights, causing the organisers to deduct the costs of 
replacement from the band’s fee. (There was loud 
booing when they started the destruction. (Ed. Jim)

Apparently John Lennon and George Harrison 
attended the festival and visited the backstage.

A US camera team were there to film a report 
for the TV show Shindig,who filmed all three nights 
and recorded The T Bones, The Who, Graham Bond, 
Georgie Fame, Steampacket, The Moody Blues, The 
Animals and a great jam session that ended the 
festival on the evening of the 7th on Sunday night. The 
Shindig footage is fantastic.

 (…except that incessant screaming was added to 
the film. The audience was hugely enthusiastic, but 
there was no screaming – the audience was too cool 
for that. Brian Epstein was one of the film producers, 
so I wonder if the screaming was lifted from a Beatles 
concert?  (Ed. Jim)

1965 6th/7th/8th August

5th Jazz and Blues Festival  
at Richmond 
A newspaper article…
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The Finale Jam

The Who The Animals, Long John Baldry, Steve Winwood, Julie Driscoll, Rod Stewart Georgie Fame

Long John Baldry

Georgie Fame & The Blue Flames

Long John Baldry, Eric Burdon, Rod Stewart The Who
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From my Programme
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Melody Maker
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Where did 
R&B come 

from?

	  Rhythm and Blues was the accidental 
synthesis of jazz, gospel, blues, ragtime, 
country and pop that became a definable form 
of black music, which in turn would influence 
pretty well all popular music from the 1950s 
to the present.
  	 The end of the 19th century was a period of 
major social upheaval for the black population in America. 
Musicians who had previously been maintained on plantations 
were no longer required, and took to the road begging, as the 
abolition of slavery led to huge numbers 
of itinerant workers. The hardships of 
segregation caused by the ensuing Jim Crow 
laws caused a cultural revolution within 
Afro-American society. New forms of music 
arose: spirituals, ragtime, barrelhouse, jazz, 
black ballad form. Over the years, these 
distinctive sounds would come to merge 
into a recognisably ‘new’ musical style.
	 From its humble rural beginnings in the 
early 1900s as a method of self-expression 
in the southern states, the blues gradually 
became a form of public entertainment, 
initially for workers and drinkers, in lumber 
camps, barbecues and juke joints, picking 
up dance rhythms along the way. The 
blues, originally a slow dance, only evolved 
into the form we know today after the introduction of sound 
recording. The first blues record, Mamie Smith’s Crazy Blues, 
was released in 1921.
	 Between 1910 – 1970 nearly five million African Americans 
left the South, looking for higher wages, better homes and 
political rights. The route they took was determined largely by 
the price of the cheapest rail ticket. Chicago was the favoured 

destination from Mississippi, while those 
from the Eastern Seaboard left for New York. 
Attracted by the expansion of industrial 
production during and after World War II, 
they moved to California from states like 
Louisiana, Texas, Arkansas, and Oklahoma.
    It was the move to the city, which brought the 

increase in popularity for the blues, and it was the technology 
of sound recording, which helped to define its structure. Wider 
dissemination came with the development of radio and the 

jukebox, but also through touring bands 
playing the new network of dance halls and 
ballrooms that were springing up throughout 
the States in the 1930s. 
  It was these ‘territory’ bands that created 
Rhythm and Blues, the first major fusion of 
jazz, blues and boogie-woogie.
  It is very curious that Rhythm and Blues, 
played mostly by oppressed middle-aged black 
musicians, sounded so right to young white 
teenagers in the UK. 
	   The big names in American blues had 
fallen out of favour with their USA audiences 
because the Blues recalled the days of slavery, 
and Black Power had started to move angrily 
forward. Segregation was still rife in the South 
and the horrific Klu Klux Klan was active.The 

Civil Rights movement was beginning to fight for freedom.
   At this time in America many of the Blues giants were 
playing at small venues or working at menial jobs when it was 
realised that their records were starting to sell in Europe, and 
they were recruited to tour. Many of them were amazed to be 
treated with respect and awe by their new audiences in the UK 
and other European countries.

‘ 

’
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Pete Newberry was added to the line-up 
on drums. He later went on to run the 
famous Gin Mill Club in Godalming – 
more of which later.
   Jim Luck was a great singer and 
frontman, despite having a stutter that 
prevented him from making the links 

between songs – that job fell to Whisker.
 	 We would sometimes play an instrumental blues in 
which Whisker would shout out a change of key at the end 
of each twelve bars. That kept us alert!
	 The band was successful from the start. We were the 
group the Stormsville Shakers would regularly use as their 
support, and I was thrilled when their bass player, Kirk 
Riddle, let us use their Marshall amplifers, as pictured in 
the photo below. The improved sound was a revelation.
	 That led to us being the regular support band at the 
Sunday night dances at the Stoke Hotel in Guildford, 
where we supported acts like Jimmy James’ Vagabonds, 
The Nashville Teens and best of all, Alexis Korner.

1966-67 Talking to my good friend Nick 
Davies (we’re both pictured below) 
about the demise of the Grapes of 
Wrath, he casually suggested that his 
younger brother Julian might play 
piano with us, us being Vin Godier, 
Jim Luck and me. I wasn’t sure that 
we wanted to play with some school kid – what would 
he know about the Blues and R&B? As a favour to 
Nick, we went to hear Julian and we were blown away! 
	 Julian had been playing piano since he was seven 
and was something of a child prodigy. He could 
play many styles and I for one, wanted to ride in the 
reflected glory of his talent. We thought he was so 
awesome that we should name the group after him. 
Julian’s father was a bit reluctant about this as Julian 
was about to be accepted to study at the Royal College 
of Music, and he suggested using Julian’s nickname – 
Whisker. I don’t think Julian had started shaving at 
this point, but with the addition of Blues Stormers, it 
sounded like a good band name to us.

The Whisker 
Davies Blues 

Stormers 

Nick Davies, right, with me

Whisker Davies 
Blues Stormers:

Jim Luck
Vin Godier
Whisker Davies
Pete Newberry
Jim Cook

I enjoyed every 
minute of being 
in this group 
which lasted 
for two years. 
Thank you to 
my very good 
mates.
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Lots of laughs when the printers made us the headline group at a dance 
(posters below) that the Stormsville Shakers were promoting. Sort it out!
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Left: bucolic photo, from left,  
Jim Luck with flies–eyes sunglasses
Jim Cook, Vincent Godier, 
Whisker Davies with fake pipe and  
Pete Newberry with real whiskers.
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Above: The Stoke Hotel, Guildford,  
once the hot venue for good music.

The Shakers manager Chris Cassap put 
on regular events on Sunday nights and 
the Whisker Davis Blues Stormers were 
usually the support band. We supported 
Alexis Korner (one of the founders of the 
British Blues boom), and Jimmy James 
& the Vagabonds, whose bass player 
generously let me use his professional 
equipment.

On 2nd February 1967, I saw Pink Floyd, 
complete with light show, play here.

Above: The Wooden Bridge, Guildford, 
where the Rolling Stones played five 
times in 1963.
The Whisker Davis Blues Stormers 
played here several times as support 
band for the Stormsville Shakers, and 
once for the mighty Graham Bond 
Organisation. We were overawed as 
Graham Bond and his whole band 
came out to watch us. There was one 
reason: they had heard Whisker playing 
from the other bar and were intrigued. 
We chatted with them later – magic. 

A year on I saw the Jeff Beck Group with 
Rod Stewart and Ron Wood play here.

Why did they 
print our 
addresses?
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1967 AN HONOUR  
AND AN EMBARRASSMENT!
I had been asked by Ian May, the organiser of this concert, 
to sing and play an acoustic guitar set with Alfie Lucas 
on harmonica, as well as playing bass with The Whisker 
Davies Blues Stormers. Ian asked Alfie and I to play some 
early blues to illustrate the theme of the evening, which was 
to be the history of the Blues. Alright Ian, yep OK.	   
	 A few weeks on and remarkably, Ian had successfully 
booked the Graham Bond Organisation to play.
 	 Everything then moved up several notches! Ian 
advertised the event widely, including placing the 
advert in the Melody Maker (advert opposite page) and 
the concert was fully sold out in advance. 
	 I was now getting apprehensive. A packed house 
who had come to see the mighty Graham Bond 
Organisation roaring out deafening Jazz Blues, were 
going to be subjected to me and Alf tentatively playing 
six acoustic skiffley blues numbers. I’m the singer…  
and I know I can’t really sing!
	 Alfie and I walked onto the stage and began. We got 
off to quite a good start with Alfie playing really well as 
usual. Singing was a bit weedy but not too bad. 
	 Then I noticed Peter Anderton (owner of the popular 
music shop in Guildford) a few feet away from me sit-
ting in the front row. He is, to put it bluntly, struggling to  
contain his mirth. I am getting hotter and hotter. These  
are the wrong songs, in the wrong place, at the wrong 
time, by the wrong singer. It’s a waking nightmare! 
	 I still shudder remembering this scenario nowadays!

               ContinuedOO 

Alfie Lucas, 
harmonica

Jim Cook

BLUES IN 
CONCERT

Tuesday 9th May
The  

Borough Hall 
Godalming
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1967

Continued from previous page

Ian May, the organiser and singer, then also experienced 
an event which haunted him for the rest of his life. He 
had bought a bottle of Polish Vodka for Graham Bond 
and his band, and was asked to join them in a tipple, and 
so to be sociable, he did. It was all very jolly backstage.
	 Soon it was Ian’s turn to take to the stage to perform 
with the All-Star band. He came out like a lion, full of 
bravado, and started roaring out their first song. “You 
ain’t nuthin’ but a…”.  
	 Ian then disappeared from the front of the high stage 
and continued “…a Hound Dog!” lying on the floor at 
the feet of Pete Anderton and the rest of the front row. 
Pete Anderton gave up all pretence of restraint and was 
helplessly roaring with laughter, tears falling down his 
face. I’m glad he enjoyed the entertainment!

Below: Ian May
(Once a Grape of 
Wrath and later the 
singer in ‘Spirit Level’)

Left: The Melody Maker advert, with Alfie and 
me in bigger type than Pink Floyd and Cream!

BLUES IN 
CONCERT

Tuesday 9th May
The  

Borough Hall 
Godalming

The Whisker Davies 
Blues Stormers
Tony Bennett 
(pre-Duster)  
The Georgia Skin 
Men are Top Topham  
(pre-Yardbirds era), 
Duster Bennett and 
one other.
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her to stay here, and as she was being 
treated much better here, she said yes. 
She became a ‘face on the scene’ and 
worked with many of the most famous 
groups. One of her hits was ‘First Cut Is 
The Deepest’ and it was while this was a 
hit that she played this Art School date. 
	 P.P. Arnold’s backing band was The 
Nice, whose keyboardist was Keith 
Emmerson who later formed Emmerson 
Lake & Palmer. He invited us back on 
stage at the finale, for a Freak Out! where 
he wildly rocked out his keyboard.
	 Tony Rivers later became one of 
Cliff Richard’s singers, working with 
him for decades. I think we really 
annoyed his band when we supported 
them again, at the Stoke Hotel, by 
getting ready on the facing stage, and 
starting our set on the last beat of their 
last number, before they could take 
their applause! A bit naughty but Ha!
	 Tony Bennett was not the ‘San 
Francisco” crooner, but Guildford Art 
School’s own favourite musician – an 
extraordinary one-man blues band. As 
his fame grew, so as not to be confused 
with his namesake, he had to change 
his name to Duster Bennett, taken 
from his fantastic renditions of Dust 
My Blues. He became internationally 
admired and features later in my story. 

I was thrilled to play at the Civic Hall 
where I had watched so many of my 
heroes, and also to be part of the Art 
School Ball. I still harboured dreams of 
enjoying a bohemian Art School life.
	 P. P. Arnold was one of Ike and 
Tina Turners’ Ikettes. When she toured 
England with them in 1966 with the 
Rolling Stones, she formed a friendship 
with Mick Jagger who persuaded 

The Art School Ball  
at Guildford Civic Hall, 1967
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So with great excitement (did I live in 
a permanent state of excitement as a 
teenager?) I was going with the same 
gang of friends to the Royal Albert 
Hall where I had secured a box again. 
What would happen? The first half 
was an acoustic performance and it 
was terrific and very well received.
The second opened with the fury and 

energy of a tornado, and the audience let Bob know their 
displeasure. He responded with vitriol and the concert 
has gone down in rock history. 

“Judas!” “Woody Guthrie would be 
turning in his grave!” caused Bob to 
reply “I don’t believe you! You’re a 
liar!” and so it continued. Some of the 
audience cheered Bob, some booed 
and the atmosphere, as well as the 
music, was electric. 
  I was slightly conflicted in that I 
thought his acoustic music was un-
beatable, but I believed Bob should 
follow wherever his creative path took 
him, and this was to be just one more 
of many amazing changes of direction 
that his music would take.

I was surprised at the high emotion 
expressed by Bob’s fans at the change 
in his performances from one-man 
acoustic performances to being 
backed by heavy rock group. I thought 
at first it was made up by newspaper 
writers scratching around to fill their 
columns, but no, people were really 
outraged.
 	 I was just intrigued to see how Bob was changing. 
After all, with each record he had made, he had gone 
down a different path and played a different genre of 
music. The electric band was just 
another chapter, and as someone who 
loved his solo singer-songwriter, I also 
loved wild rock’n’roll. The new music 
was a hybrid of these styles.
	 But that was not how thousands 
of his most dedicated fans felt – 
they felt betrayed, cheated and they 
desperately wanted Bob to turn back 
to his previous style. Around the 
world, audiences let Bob know of 
their disappointment, and in return 
Bob berated those audiences for their 
narrow-mindedness.

Seeing Dylan 
again at the 
Albert Hall, 

one year later 

1966
May 26, 1966	  
Royal Albert  
Hall,
London

My painting based on the  
front cover photo  

of the Tour Programme.
It decorated the inside of my  

ex-funeral vehicle,  
now the Group Van!
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FIRST HALF (Acoustic)

She Belongs to Me

4th Time Around

Visions of Johanna

It’s All Over Now, Baby Blue

Desolation Row

Just Like a Woman

Mr. Tambourine Man

SECOND HALF (Electric)

Tell Me, Momma

I Don’t Believe You

Baby, Let Me Follow You Down

Just Like Tom Thumb’s Blues

Leopard-Skin Pill-Box Hat

One Too Many Mornings

Ballad of a Thin Man

Like a Rolling Stone



   108



109   

MY MELODY MAKER CLIPPINGS

 Because Dylan was now playing 
‘electric’, he was being constantly 
heckled by folkniks or angry fans 
throughout the second, electric half 
of the concert. The Royal Albert Hall  
saw the biggest walkouts of his 
tour, but there was support from 
The Beatles were in the audience, 
shouting down the hecklers. George 
Harrison denounced the angry fans 
as ‘idiots’. The Beatles stopped by 
Dylan’s hotel room after the final 
London show, but Dylan was too 
exhausted to receive them. ’

‘  
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 Concert-goers began to become hostile, yelling 
at Dylan from their seats, shouting phrases like 
‘phoney’ and ‘traitor’ between songs.

 Dylan would often reply to these jeers, such as 
where one man shouted ‘Where’s the poet in you? 
What’s happened to your conscience?’, to which 
Dylan responded, ‘There’s a fellow up there looking 
for the savior, huh? The savior’s backstage, we have 
a picture of him.’ 

During one concert, as the jeers and shouts 
reached a terrible level, Dylan lazily replied, ‘Oh 
come on, these are all protest songs. It’s the same 
stuff as always, can’t you hear?’ ’

‘
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light 500cc motorcycle became his 
main form of transportation for the 
next several years.

During this time, Dylan took that 
bike with him everywhere, tearing 
around the winding back roads of 
the Catskills. In her autobiography, 

Joan Baez recalled ‘He used to hang on that thing 
like a sack of flour. I always had the feeling it was 
driving him, and if we were lucky we’d lean the right 
way and the motorcycle would turn the corner. If not, 

it would be the end of both of us!’
July 29th 1966, was almost the 
end for Dylan when he wrecked 
his treasured Triumph bike on 
Striebel Road on the outskirts of 
Woodstock. 

Two months after I witnessed 
Bob’s chaotic concert at the 
Albert Hall, he was involved in a 
bad motorcycle accident on 29th 
July 1966, after which he quietly 
disappeared from public view for 
several years. The accident and the 
period afterwards was shrouded in secrecy, but the 
following article describes what happened:

BOB DYLAN has always been a motorcycle 
enthusiast since acquiring his first bike – a Harley 
45 – during his teens.
After achieving his early success 
and moving from Greenwich 
Village to Woodstock near New 
York in 1963, he bought a 1964 
Triumph T100. This quick and 

Two months 
later, Dylan 

crashes 

1966
July 29, 1966	  
Motorcycle 
Crash

‘
I saw Bob Dylan 
perform many more 
times including:
Liverpool Docks
Portsmouth Guildhall
London Olympia
London Docklands
Brixton Academy
Glastonbury Festival 
London Palladium 
(thanks Ben!)
but 1965 and 1966  
were the best!


