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Bob Dylan, Mavis Staples, Red Rocks, Morrison, June 19, 2016. 

by Tim Van Schmidt 

On the way to Red Rocks on Sunday, we stopped off for picnic food and as we checked out, I casually 

told the clerk that we were on our way to see Bob Dylan.  

The woman looked at me quizzically and asked, "How does that work? Did they put a covering over 

him?" I said, "Red Rocks is an outdoor place but there is a covering over the performers." Then she said, 

"I know that, but isn't Bob Dylan dead?" 

I assured her that Bob Dylan was still alive- that he just recently turned 75 and just released a new 

album. 

But as we drove down to Red Rocks, we listened to Dylan's latest album, "Fallen Angels." It's his second 

collection of crooner classics- songs popularized by Frank Sinatra- and a pair of tickets to the show 

included a copy of the CD.  

Hearing Dylan's craggy, raspy voice treat these jazzy, intimate tunes with questionable authority made 

me wonder if maybe the clerk at the grocery store just might have something on Dylan's living, 

breathing status. 

However, after seeing Dylan's show in Morrison, I think I get it. Bob Dylan isn't just a great songwriter 

and icon of the folk and rock eras, he is also a bandleader who is constantly on tour.  

A good bandleader knows that you constantly have to refresh your approach or the presentation goes 

stale. It's hard to imagine Dylan writing songs like this and that may be the point. If this music works for 

him- gets him up to the mike with the intent to deliver- then it should go into the set list, even at the 

expense of his own material. 

And that's how it was at Red Rocks. There was precious little of Dylan's own classic work- in fact, only a 

handful of songs including "Tangled Up In Blue" and "Blowin' in the Wind"- but plenty of music. In two 

sets, Dylan and band traded up-tempo pieces back and forth with lower tempo stuff all night, with the 

crooner stuff filling in the lower key stuff. 

The key to enjoying the concert, other than to ease into the syrupy sound of the band, was to give in to 

Dylan's delivery. Whether plowing through some of his own lyrics or testing the waters with someone 

else's, Dylan has a unique vocal twist that wrings a little extra something out of the words. 

His own stuff tends to be aloof and acerbic, but the Sinatra crooner material has lyrics that are cool and 

romantic, offering a mature artist a new challenge to perform them with some kind of authenticity. 



At Red Rocks, by the time Dylan got to "Melancholy Mood," I was right there with him. Of course, it 

helped to have the picture perfect Red Rocks evening at hand, little lightning storms scooting across the 

city below while a near-full moon played with the clouds that lazed around in the sky above. 

I actually didn't mind one bit that I didn't get to hear my favorite Dylan songs. Let's face it, he has 

nothing to prove and the constant tug of his old material has got to be a heavy burden. Besides, I've kind 

of heard it all too and Dylan's new material at least was something different. I wondered what the rest 

of the sold-out crowd thought, who seemed to keep cool while letting Dylan do his thing. 

No, Dylan isn't dead. In fact, there were times when he and his band caught some fire and rocked. They 

also delved into some deep folk grooves, skipped around some jazz and seared some blues. In between, 

the master songwriter of an era crooned. 

It wasn't an awesome night with a music legend. It was just another night on the road with Dylan and his 

band, who have a fistful of brand new charts. Not a bad night at all, really. 


