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The Times They Are A-Changin’ 

Come gather ’round people 
Wherever you roam 
And admit that the waters 
Around you have grown 
And accept it that soon 
You’ll be drenched to the bone 
If your time to you is worth savin’ 
Then you better start swimmin’ or you’ll sink like a stone 
For the times they are a-changin’ 
 
Come writers and critics 
Who prophesize with your pen 
And keep your eyes wide 
The chance won’t come again 
And don’t speak too soon 
For the wheel’s still in spin 
And there’s no tellin’ who that it’s namin’ 
For the loser now will be later to win 
For the times they are a-changin’ 
 
Come senators, congressmen 
Please heed the call 
Don’t stand in the doorway 
Don’t block up the hall 
For he that gets hurt 
Will be he who has stalled 
There’s a battle outside and it is ragin’ 
It’ll soon shake your windows and rattle your walls 
For the times they are a-changin’ 
 
Come mothers and fathers 
Throughout the land 
And don’t criticize 
What you can’t understand 
Your sons and your daughters 
Are beyond your command 
Your old road is rapidly agin’ 
Please get out of the new one if you can’t lend your hand 
For the times they are a-changin’ 
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The line it is drawn 
The curse it is cast 
The slow one now 
Will later be fast 
As the present now 
Will later be past 
The order is rapidly fadin’ 
And the first one now will later be last 
For the times they are a-changin’  
 
 
Every Grain Of Sand 

In the time of my confession, in the hour of my deepest need 
When the pool of tears beneath my feet flood every newborn seed 
There’s a dyin’ voice within me reaching out somewhere 
Toiling in the danger and in the morals of despair 
 
Don’t have the inclination to look back on any mistake 
Like Cain, I now behold this chain of events that I must break 
In the fury of the moment I can see the Master’s hand 
In every leaf that trembles, in every grain of sand 
 
Oh, the flowers of indulgence and the weeds of yesteryear 
Like criminals, they have choked the breath of conscience and good cheer 
The sun beat down upon the steps of time to light the way 
To ease the pain of idleness and the memory of decay 
 
I gaze into the doorway of temptation’s angry flame 
And every time I pass that way I always hear my name 
Then onward in my journey I come to understand 
That every hair is numbered like every grain of sand 
 
I have gone from rags to riches in the sorrow of the night 
In the violence of a summer’s dream, in the chill of a wintry light 
In the bitter dance of loneliness fading into space 
In the broken mirror of innocence on each forgotten face 
 
I hear the ancient footsteps like the motion of the sea 
Sometimes I turn, there’s someone there, other times it’s only me 
I am hanging in the balance of the reality of man 
Like every sparrow falling, like every grain of sand  
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(eerste couplet Every Grain Of Sand in de vertaling van Ernst Jansz) 

in het uur van mijn belijdenis  
als de zwaarste noodklok slaat  
en wie weet het zaad verdrinken zal  
waar mijn stroom van tranen gaat  
dan trilt een stem na als een snaar  
van diep in mij en ver  
en werkt zich langs het doodsgevaar  
waar wanhoop meester werd 
ik ben geen man die bij een misstap gretig boete doet  
maar het is de keten van het lot  
die ik, als Kaïn, breken moet  
in het brandpunt van het ogenblik  
zie ik de meesterhand  
in ieder blad dat ritselt en in iedere korrel zand 
 
 
 
Tryin’ To Get To Heaven 

The air is getting hotter 
There’s a rumbling in the skies 
I’ve been wading through the high muddy water 
With the heat rising in my eyes 
Every day your memory grows dimmer 
It doesn’t haunt me like it did before 
I’ve been walking through the middle of nowhere 
Trying to get to heaven before they close the door 
 
When I was in Missouri 
They would not let me be 
I had to leave there in a hurry 
I only saw what they let me see 
You broke a heart that loved you 
Now you can seal up the book and not write anymore 
I’ve been walking that lonesome valley 
Trying to get to heaven before they close the door 
 
People on the platforms 
Waiting for the trains 
I can hear their hearts a-beatin’ 
Like pendulums swinging on chains 
I tried to give you everything 
That your heart was longing for 
I’m just going down the road feeling bad 
Trying to get to heaven before they close the door 
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I’m going down the river 
Down to New Orleans 
They tell me everything is gonna be all right 
But I don’t know what “all right” even means 
I was riding in a buggy with Miss Mary-Jane 
Miss Mary-Jane got a house in Baltimore 
I been all around the world, boys 
Now I’m trying to get to heaven before they close the door 
 
Gonna sleep down in the parlor 
And relive my dreams 
I’ll close my eyes and I wonder 
If everything is as hollow as it seems 
Some trains don't pull no gamblers 
No midnight ramblers like they did before 
I been to Sugar Town, I shook the sugar down 
Now I’m trying to get to heaven before they close the door 

 
 


