
DYLAN SHOUTED WITH PAIN IN HIS VOICE ESSAY

He has brown, dishevelled hair, swept back like it's not seen a comb in a.

She was still in shock to realise her loss. He began to take the earphones off during an instrumental passage,
but then his voice came on, and he grinned and replaced them. Now, when I hear the voices of my favorite
clients through the paper-thin wall separating my bedroom and the dining table, I join them. I laid down on the
balcony of a hotel in the middle of Old San Juan, Puerto Rico, staring down the long, straight street that led to
the pier. Recovering for the chorus, he sings the next verse by yelping the first two words of each line then
dropping into a rumbling bass for the others. He met with derision all along: Mainstream news reporters found
both his lyrics and attitude unfathomable. My mind went blank. I saw in front of me a group of Puerto Rican
boys about my age, all wearing soccer jerseys and standing in a circle passing a small, flat soccer ball amongst
them. We met in his decorous sitting room, in Cambridge, Massachusetts. His mother thought joining the
army was the best thing he could do. In the past year, as his renown has increased, Dylan has become more
elusive. She is flaunting and boasting and wants everyone to know that her son is a soldier and that he is going
away to fight in the war. But Mr. He has a curious, sub-rosa place in pop culture, seeming to be everywhere
and nowhere at once. No answer. It was silly. And he did: most of him anyway. I shook. If they have anything
to say about morals, I want to know what it is they do. Never entirely free, but close enough to count. It could
be either because he was in action or was incapable for holding correspondence. We live with a callous on the
heart. O see the poles are kissing as they cross.


