BABY BLUE
       (not quite the way Dylan wrote it,
but he's always changing lyrics in concert)
 

Ah, Emanuela, the world is calling just need to ask, 

But if they give you food, you better eat it fast—

Yonder in the doorway stands your bro'

And always eager for food is Listó;

Look out, but don't worry, they're loving you,

And it's all coming roses, Baby Blue.

 

Don't wait for this crazy world to make sense,

Always gather what you can from coincidence.

That mother also painter whose voice you've always known,

She and that grinning daddy—they'd give you all they own.

The sky too is bowing down to you, 

And it's all coming roses, Baby Blue.

 

Be it here or somewhere else, make yourself at home;

Be a gift to the people, Emanuela, where'er you roam.

The world it keeps moving, but so will you,

And it's all coming roses, Baby Blue.

 

Dance when you find stepping stones, make a pattern true;

Your parents and abuelos, you know, look out for you.

When at that leaving time, finding yourself at the door,

To make your own path, your parents' way nevermore,

Remember when the sky bowed down to you

When it was all coming roses for Baby Blue.

 

                                                                        Jim Winship
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