"Highway 61 Revisited"- Bob Dylan

Oh God said to Abraham, "Kill me a son"

Abe says, "Man, you must be puttin' me on"

God say, "No." Abe say, "What ?"

God say, "You can do what you want Abe, but

The next time you see me comin' you better run"

Well Abe says, "Where do you want this killin' done ?"
God says. "Out on Highway 61".
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The Story of Isaac- Leonard Cohen

You who stand above them now
Your hatchets blunt and bloody
You were not there before
When | lay upon a mountain
And my father’s hand was trembling
With the beauty of the word.
And if you call me brother now
Forgive me if | inquire

Just according to whose plan
When it all comes down to dust
| will kill you if I must

| will help you if | can.
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Forever Young- Bob Dylan

May God bless and keep you always,
May your wishes all come true,

May you always do for others

And let others do for you.

May you build a ladder to the stars
And climb on every rung,

May you stay forever young,

Forever young, forever young,

May you stay forever young.

May you grow up to be righteous,
May you grow up to be true,

May you always know the truth
And see the lights surrounding you.
May you always be courageous,
Stand upright and be strong,

May you stay forever young,
Forever young, forever young,

May you stay forever young.
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If It Be Your Will- Leonard Cohen
If it be your will

That | speak no more
And my voice be still _ )
As it was before Let the rivers fill

| will speak no more Let the hills rejoice
| shall abide until Let your mercy spill
| am spoken for On all these burning hearts in hell

If it be your will If it be your will
If it be your will To make us well

That a voice be true

If it be your will
If there is a choice

From this broken hill And draw us near
| will sing to you And bind us tight
From this broken hill All'your children here

In their rags of light
In our rags of light
All dressed to Kkill
And end this night
If it be your will

All your praises they shall ring
If it be your will

To let me sing

From this broken hill

All your praises they shall ring
If it be your will

To let me sing

You Are Part of the Story



Blowin'in the Wind — Bob Dylan

How many roads must a man walk down

Before you call him a man

How many seas must a white dove sail

Before she sleeps in the sand

Yes, 'n' how many times must the cannon balls fly
Before they're forever banned

The answer, my friend, is blowin' in the wind

The answer is blowin' in the wind

Yes, 'n" how many years can a mountain exist
Before it's washed to the sea

Yes, 'n" how many years can some people exist
Before they're allowed to be free

Yes, 'n' how many times can a man turn his head
And pretend that he just doesn't see

The answer, my friend, is blowin' in the wind

The answer is blowin' in the wind

Yes, 'n'...
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The Neighborhood Bully — Bob Dylan

Well, the neighborhood bully, he’s just one man
His enemies say he’s on their land

They got him outhnumbered about a million to one
He got no place to escape to, no place to run
He’s the neighborhood bully

The neighborhood bully just lives to survive

He’s criticized and condemned for being alive

He’s not supposed to fight back, he’s supposed to have thick skin
He’s supposed to lay down and die when his door is kicked in
He’s the neighborhood bully

The neighborhood bully been driven out of every land
He’s wandered the earth an exiled man

Seen his family scattered, his people hounded and torn
He’s always on trial for just being born

He’s the neighborhood bully

Well, he knocked out a lynch mob, he was criticized

Old women condemned him, said he should apologize. Then he destroyed
a bomb factory, nobody was glad

The bombs were meant for him. He was supposed to feel bad

He’s the neighborhood bully

Continued =
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Neighborhood Bully — continued

Well, the chances are against it and the odds are slim
That he’ll live by the rules that the world makes for him
'Cause there’s a noose at his neck and a gun at his back
And a license to kill him is given out to every maniac
He’s the neighborhood bully

He got no allies to really speak of

What he gets he must pay for, he don’t get it out of love
He buys obsolete weapons and he won’t be denied

But no one sends flesh and blood to fight by his side
He’s the neighborhood bully

Well, he’s surrounded by pacifists who all want peace
They pray for it nightly that the bloodshed must cease

Now, they wouldn’t hurt a fly. To hurt one they would weep

They lay and they wait for this bully to fall asleep
He’s the neighborhood bully

Every empire that’s enslaved him is gone

Egypt and Rome, even the great Babylon

He’s made a garden of paradise in the desert sand
In bed with nobody, under no one’s command
He’s the neighborhood bully
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Now his holiest books have been trampled upon

No contract he signed was worth what it was written on

He took the crumbs of the world and he turned it into wealth
Took sickness and disease and he turned it into health

He’s the neighborhood bully

What's anybody indebted to him for?

Nothin’, they say. He just likes to cause war
Pride and prejudice and superstition indeed
They wait for this bully like a dog waits to feed
He’s the neighborhood bully

What has he done to wear so many scars?

Does he change the course of rivers? Does he pollute the moon and stars?
Neighborhood bully, standing on the hill

Running out the clock, time standing still

Neighborhood bully

You Are Part of the Story



