Songs and poems for The Dylan Affect

An Irish Airman Forsees His Death

I KNOW that I shall meet my fate 

Somewhere among the clouds above; 

Those that I fight I do not hate, 

Those that I guard I do not love; 

My country is Kiltartan Cross, 

My countrymen Kiltartan's poor, 

No likely end could bring them loss 

Or leave them happier than before. 

Nor law, nor duty bade me fight, 

Nor public men, nor cheering crowds, 

A lonely impulse of delight 

Drove to this tummult in the clouds; 

I balanced all, brought all to mind, 

The years to come seemed waste of breath, 

A waste of breath the years behind 

In balance with this life, this death.
Fire and Ice

SOME say the world will end in fire,  

Some say in ice.  

From what I’ve tasted of desire  

I hold with those who favor fire.  

But if it had to perish twice,         5 

I think I know enough of hate  

To know that for destruction ice  

Is also great  

And would suffice.

Flames and Dangling Wire

On a highway over the marshland.

Off to one side, the smoke of different fires in a row,

like ringers spread and dragged to smudge.

It is the always-burning dump.

Behind us, the city

Driven like stakes into the earth.

A waterbird lifts above this swamp

as a turtle moves on the Galapagos shore.

We turn off down a gravel road, approaching the dump. All the air wobbles

in some cheap mirror. 

There is a fog over the hot sun.

Now the distant buildings are stencilled in the smoke.

And we come to a landscape of tin cans,

of cars like skulls,

that is rolling in its sand dune shapes.

Amongst these vast grey plastic sheets of heat,

shadowy figures

who seem engaged in identifying the dead -

they are the attendants, in overalls and goggles.

forking over rubbish on the dampened fires.

A sour smoke

is hauled out everywhere,

thin, like rope. And there are others moving - scavengers.

 As in hell the devils

 might poke about through our souls, after scraps

 of appetite

 with which to stimulate themselves,

so these figures

seem to be wandering despondently with an eternity

where they could find

some peculiar sensation.

Wet gee out and move about also. 

The smell is huge,

blasting the mouth dry:

the tons of rotten newspaper, and great cuds of cloth....

And standing where I see the mirage of the city 

I realize I am in the future. 

This is how it shall be after men have gone. 

It will be made of things that worked.

A labourer hoists an unidentifiable mulch 

on his fork, throws it in the flame:

something flaps 

like the rag held up in 'The Raft of the Medusa'.

We approach another, through the smoke,

and for a moment he seems that demon with the long barge pole.

It is a man, wiping his eyes.

Someone who worked here would have to weep,

and so we speak. The rims beneath his eyes are wet

as an oyster, and red.

Knowing all that he does about us.

how can he avoid a hatred of men?

Going on, I notice an old radio, that spills

its dangling wire-

and I realize that somewhere the voices it received

are still travelling,

skidding away, riddled, around the arc of the universe;

and with them, the horse-laughs, and the Chopin 

which was the sound of the curtains lifting,

one time, to a coast of light.

Freedom Now

They throwed him in jail 

And they kept him there 

Hoping soon he'd die 

That his body and spirit would waste away 

And soon after that his mind 

But every day is born a fool 

One who thinks that he can rule 

One who says tomorrow's mine 

One who wakes one day to find 

The prison doors open the shackles broken 

And chaos in the street 

Everybody sing we're free free free free 

Everybody sing we're free free free free 

Everybody sing we're free free free free 

They throwed him in jail 

And they kept him there 

Hoping his memory'd die 

That the people forget how he once led 

And fought for justice in their lives 

But every day is born a man 

Who hates what he can't understand 

Who thinks the answer is to kill 

Who thinks his actions are god's will 

And he thinks he's free free free free 

Yes he thinks he's free free free free 

He thinks he's free free free free 

Soon must come the day 

When the righteous have their way 

Unjustly tried are free 

And people live in peace I say 

Give the man release 

Go on and set your conscience free 

Right the wrongs you made 

Even a fool can have his day 

Let us all be free free free free 

Let us all be free free free free 

Let us all be free free free free 

Free our bodies free our minds 

Free our hearts 

Freedom for everyone 

And freedom now 

Freedom now 

Freedom now 

Freedom now 

Let us all be free free free free 

Let us all be free free free free 

Let us all be free free free free

On Fame

                I.

FAME, like a wayward girl, will still be coy 

To those who woo her with too slavish knees, 

But makes surrender to some thoughtless boy, 

And dotes the more upon a heart at ease; 

She is a Gipsey,--will not speak to those 

Who have not learnt to be content without her; 

A Jilt, whose ear was never whisper'd close, 

Who thinks they scandal her who talk about her; 

A very Gipsey is she, Nilus-born, 

Sister-in-law to jealous Potiphar; 

Ye love-sick Bards! repay her scorn for scorn; 

Ye Artists lovelorn! madmen that ye are! 

Make your best bow to her and bid adieu, 

Then, if she likes it, she will follow you. 

                II.

"You cannot eat your cake and have it too."--Proverb. 

How fever'd is the man, who cannot look 

Upon his mortal days with temperate blood, 

Who vexes all the leaves of his life's book, 

And robs his fair name of its maidenhood; 

It is as if the rose should pluck herself, 

On the ripe plum finger its misty bloom, 

As if a Naiad, like a meddling elf, 

Should darken her pure grot with muddy gloom: 

But the rose leaves herself upon the briar, 

For winds to kiss and grateful bees to feed, 

And the ripe plum still wears its dim attire, 

    

The undisturbed lake has crystal space; 

    

Why then should man, teasing the world for grace, 

Spoil his salvation for a fierce miscreed

Political World

We live in a political world,

Love don't have any place.

We're living in times where men commit crimes

And crime don't have a face

We live in a political world,

Icicles hanging down,

Wedding bells ring and angels sing,

clouds cover up the ground.

We live in a political world,

Wisdom is thrown into jail,

It rots in a cell, is misguided as hell

Leaving no one to pick up a trail.

We live in a political world

Where mercy walks the plank,

Life is in mirrors, death disappears

Up the steps into the nearest bank.

We live in a political world

Where courage is a thing of the past

Houses are haunted, children are unwanted

The next day could be your last.

We live in a political world.

The one we can see and can feel

But there's no one to check, it's all a stacked deck,

We all know for sure that it's real.

We live in a political world

In the cities of lonesome fear,

Little by little you turn in the middle

But you're never why you're here.

We live in a political world

Under the microscope,

You can travel anywhere and hang yourself there

You always got more than enough rope.

We live in a political world

Turning and a'thrashing about,

As soon as you're awake, you're trained to take

What looks like the easy way out.

We live in a political world

Where peace is not welcome at all,

It's turned away from the door to wander some more

Or put up against the wall.

We live in apolitical world

Everything is hers or his,

Climb into the frame and shout God's name

But you're never sure what it is.

We Don’t Mind

We don't mind 

see we've been doin' it all the time 

but if you want us to you sacrifice 

you will not get it without a price 

we don't mind 

see we've been doin' it all the time 

but if you want us to you sacrifice 

you gotta give something back to life 

You think I'm vulnerable to your pressure tactics 

because I shed a tear, 'cause I shed a tear 

you think I'm vulnerable to your violence 

just 'cause I'm sittin' here 

but my babies came into this world 

without a single fear, say they has no fear 

'cause the seven generations before me 

they all fought to get us here 

(chorus) 

You can't just come in here like that no more 

and snatch up our childhood 

you just can't walk on up 

and replace it yo, with your Hollywood 

but I see now 

how all of the words I say you'll take and misconstrue 

and I'm prepared now 

to suffer the penalties for speakin' the truth 

and I speak the truth when I say 

(chorus) 

People if you hear me now I wantcha to say 

Naa, na-naa, na-naa, nah 

people if you hear me now I wantcha to say 

Naa, na-naa, na-naa, nah

