Saturday 02 March 1968
New York City, Hunter College, New York, USA
2nd show, Attended by Devon Wilson & Faye Pridgeon


1. TAX FREE (Bo Hansson & Janne Carlsson)

[Tape cut at beginning of this instrumental]


2. FOXY LADY  [backing vocal Noel]

You know you’re a cute little heart breaker
Foxy (Foxy) 
And you know you’re a sweet little love maker 
Oh Foxy (Foxy)
I wanna take you home 
I won’t do you no ha-arm
You’ve got to be all mine, all mine
Ooh! Foxy Lady

(Foxy)

I see you, I’m down on the scene
(Foxy)
You make me, wanna get up and scream 
(Oh Foxy)
I’ve made up my mind
I’m tired of talkin’ ‘bout my precious time, yeah
You’ve got to be all mine, all mine
Ooh, Foxy Lady

[Solo]

I’m gonna take you home
I won’t do you no harm
You’ve got to be all mine, all mine
Ooh, Foxy Lady

Here I come, baby, heh
Comin’ to get you

Yeah

Oh Foxy

[tape cut]


3. LIKE A ROLLING STONE (Robert ‘Bob Dylan’ Zimmerman)

Yeah, okay, man
This is a song written by a cat, name of Robert Zimmerman, better known as aah, Davy Crockett’s grandmother and his grandfather and his mother and father’s brother, an’ knew everybody else that wasn’t, and they sometimes go by the name of Bob Dylan, to do a song by him of course, uh ‘Like A Rolling Stone’

Once upon a time you dressed so fine
Threw the bums a dime In your prime, didn’t you?
People call, say, “Beware, doll, you’re bound to fall.”
You thought they were all uh-kiddin’ you

You used to, huh, you used to laugh about
Everybody that was uh-hangin’ out
But now you don’t, you don’t talk so loud
Look at you, but now you don’t, baby 
You don’t seem seem so proud 
To have to be scroungin’ your next mea-l

How does it feel, right now
Yeah, how does it feel, right now
To be on you-our own 
No direction home
Like a rollin’ stone

Goin’ to the finest school, all right, ‘Miss Lonely’, but
You know, you only used to get, juiced in it
Nobody here to taught you how to live on the street
But now you’re just gonna have to get, used to it

You say, you’d never, you’d never compromise
With The ‘Mystery Tramp’
But now you’ve got to, realise
He’s not sellin’ you any alibi’s
As you stare into the vacuum of his eyes
As he says “Hey baby would you-uh, like to, make a deal.”

Hey! how does it feel, right now
Yeah, how does it feel, right now
To be on your own
No direction home
A complete unknown
Like a rollin’ stone

Hey

You never turned around to see the frowns  
On the jugglers and the clowns 
When they all did tricks for you
You never understood that it ain’t no good
You shouldn’t let other people get your…kicks for you
You used to ride in a chrome horse with your diplomat
Who carried on his shoulder a synthetic Siamese cat
Ain’t it hard when you discover that 
He really just wasn’t, baby, where it’s at
Right after he took from you everything he could stea-eal

Look at you
How does it feel

No direction home 
Look at you, like a rollin’ stone
Princes of the steeple and all the pretty people
They’re all, laughin’, drinkin’, thinkin’ that they 
Have got it made 
Exchangin’ all precious gifts and things, whatever
You’d better take your diamond ring 
I think you’d better, you’d better pawn it, babe

You used to be, so amused, at ‘Napoleon’ in rags 
And the sweet talk that he used
Go to him now, he calls you, you can’t refuse
When you ain’t got nothin’-uh, you got-uh nothin’ to lose
You got no secrets to concea-eal

How does it feel
How does it feel, baby
To be on you-our own
No direction home
Like a rollin’ stone

[Tape cut]


4. KILLING FLOOR * (Chester ‘Howlin’ Wolf’ Burnett)

Should have quit you, long time ago-o
Lord, I should have quit you baby, long time ago
I should have quit you 
And gone back down to Mexico

If I’d of followed, yeah, my first mi-ind
If I’d of followed, pretty baby, my first mind
I wouldn’t be cryin’, for you, baby
Cryin’ on the killin’ floor

Hey!

Lord knows, I should have been gone
Lo-ord knows, I should have been gone
Ain’t got no reason to stay, babe [?]
Right on the killin’ floor [?]

[Solo]

Lord knows, I should have been gone
Lo-ord knows, I should have been go-one
You got me tryin’ cryin [?]
Down on the killin’ floor {?]

* Where the animals are slaughtered in the meat processing factories in Chicago involving hard physical   
   labour and unpleasant and messy work.

[Tape cut]



5. RED HOUSE

There’s a red house over yonder, baby
That’s where my baby stay
Yeah
There’s a red house over yonder, baby
That’s where my baby stay
You ain’t been home to see my baby
In about a ninety nine and one half days *

Wait a minute somethin’s wrong, ba’ 
The key won’t un’, key won’t unlock this door
Wait a minute somethin’s wro-ong, baby
The key won’t unlock the door
I got a bad, bad feelin’, right now
My baby don’t live here no more
Have mercy

[Solo]

I might as well go back over yonder, one last time 
Way back over yonder, across the hill
Lord, I might as well go back over yonder, boyfriend
Way back over yonder, across the hill
If my baby don’t love me no more
I know her sister love you

* Three month jail term

[Tape cut]


PURPLE HAZE [not taped]


