Bob Dylan in retro
Back in 1967, I (Lionel) was 17, and I was also one of the VERY FEW Bob Dylan fans in Australia. None of my friends were interested in seeing Bob Dylan’s first appearance at Festival Hall in Melbourne Australia. At this now legendary performance, he and his band of musicians introduced the world to Folk Rock, as it was labeled back then. The audience was mainly older folk who loved folk. I was probably the youngest (and only) teenager in the half-filled auditorium. I had booked early, and had a brilliant seat in the eighth row centre stage; all around me the oldies were wearing fur and glasses. The first half of the performance (predictably) was all Blowin’ in the Wind, Times are a Changing, etc on his solo folk guitar. The “folkies” adored it, and knowingly clapped very politely after each anthem. 

After interval, on entry to the hall, everything had changed, the stage was stacked high with amplifiers and a strange machine later identified as an organ. Onstage were all the members of his Band (The Band), you know, Jamie Robbie Robertson etc. all looking very scruffy. Then Bob Dylan walked onto the stage wearing a hounds tooth check flared suit, his hair teased high into a huge afro style. The audience squirmed nervously, and disapprovingly. The Band’s huge sound roared as the spinning organ let forth with the first of his many FOLK-ROCK songs from his musically devastating latest double album Blonde on Blonde. Well, if you think young English fashion model Jean Shrimpton horrified Melbourne’s establishment with her mini-skirt and no stockings at the Melbourne Cup, you cannot imagine the scene that took place that night after only one song, a veritable stampede of fur-clad elderly snobs rose and ran for the exits. Within minutes of opening, the whole front 6 rows were EMPTY. I of course ran for the front row and secured a seat dead centre stage about two metres from the now dancing twirling wailing Bob Dylan. Everyone ran to fill the rest of the best seats in the house to enjoy at very close range the beginning of the newest music in the world. 
In full homage to Jimmie Hendrix, Dylan played his guitar over and behind his head, dancing and performing like no other folk music artist in history. “Just like a woman”, Just like Tom Thumb’s Blues”,  The Sad eyed lady of the Lowlands, performed outside “The Gates of Eden” in his Brand new Leopard Skin Pill-Box hat. Shrieking “I want you”…”Like a Rolling Stone”, what happened that night is now part of music history, and I was lucky enough to be stuck inside of mobile …with the Memphis blues.. again! 
None of my friend’s regretted missing the show as next day the media criticized Dylan (again) this time for his clothes, hair, and now after a few years of acceptable protest music, his voice and the un-listenable decadent rock music. Bob had sold out they said, I would more describe it as Dylan heralding in The Changing of the Guard. Some events can change your life, and the world, and sometimes a few lucky people with a vision of a future (me ?) are accidentally present as the old-guard moves aside ( albeit it very reluctantly that night) to let the new world through.
The next time I saw Dylan was 1997, outside a small Pennsylvanian USA town, State College on a Stussey Mountain, ski slope on a Sunday afternoon. Everyone had a great view, no seats, you could walk up close to the stage, take photos, have a drink, whatever. He arrived in a big tour bus in convoy, on his around USA Tour just days before his heart-attack. Here are a few snaps I took that day….cheers
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