



[image: ]












[image: ]













Copyright © 2012 by John D. Luerssen

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form, without written permission, except by a newspaper or magazine reviewer who wishes to quote brief passages in connection with a review.

Published in 2012 by Backbeat Books

An Imprint of Hal Leonard Corporation

7777 West Bluemound Road

Milwaukee, WI 53213

Trade Book Division Editorial Offices

33 Plymouth St., Montclair, NJ 07042

The FAQ series was conceived by Robert Rodriguez and developed with Stuart Shea.

Book design by Snow Creative Services

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Luerssen, John D.

Bruce Springsteen FAQ: all that’s left to know about The Boss / John D. Luerssen.

p. cm.

Includes bibliographical references.

1. Springsteen, Bruce. 2. Rock musicians--United States--Biography. I. Title.

ML420.S77L87 2012

782.42166092—dc23

[B]

2012026374











Contents

Foreword: Yorn in the U.S.A.

Acknowledgments

Introduction: Baby, I‘m a Rocker

1: I Was Born Blue and Weathered: Springsteen‘s Childhood

2: I Hear the Lead Singer Shoutin‘ Out, Girl: 1965–1968

3: I Wanna Be Where the Bands Are: 1968–1970

4: Cut Loose Like a Deuce: 1971–1972

5: The Record Company, Rosie, Just Offered Me a Big Advance: Signing to Columbia Records

6: Just Like a Supernova: Greetings from Asbury Park, N.J.

7: The Aurora Is Risin‘ Behind Us: The Wild, the Innocent, and the E Street Shuffle

8: I Wanna Be a Slave to the Beat: Artists Springsteen Opened For

9: Out on a Midnight Run: After The Wild, the Innocent, and the E Street Shuffle

10: Will You Walk with Me out on the Wire? Meeting Jon Landau

11: Monday When the Foreman Calls Time: The Boss

12: And the Band Played: The E Street Band

13: Pulling out of Here to Win: Born to Run

14: Runaway American Dream: Springsteen Versus Appel

15: I Got the Radio on and I‘m Just Killing Time: 1976–1977

16: We Drove Eight Hundred Miles Without Seeing a Cop: Bruce Stories

17: Tonight I‘ll Be on That Hill ‘Cause I Can‘t Stop: Darkness on the Edge of Town

18: You‘ve Got to Live It Every Day: Springsteen‘s 1978 Tour

19: We‘re Runnin‘ Now, but Darlin‘ Will We Stand in Time? The River

20: Ten Years Burning Down This Road: Springsteen Tours 1980–1989

21: Maybe Everything That Dies Someday Comes Back: Nebraska

22: I‘m Ready to Grow Young Again: Born in the U.S.A.

23: What I Got I Have Earned: Live/1975–85

24: All the Kids Are Dancin‘: Springsteen‘s Other Concert Albums

25: Spare Parts and Broken Hearts Keep the World Turnin‘ Around: Tunnel of Love

26: Cuddle Up: Springsteen‘s Girlfriends and Wives

27: Waitin‘ for That Shout from the Crowd: A Dozen Indispensable New Jersey Springsteen Shows

28: In the Dumps with the Mumps as the Adolescent Pumps His Way into His Hat: Debacles, Dangers, Controversies, and Embarrassments

29: When It Comes to Luck, You Make Your Own: Human Touch and Lucky Town

30: Saw My Reflection in a Window: Springsteen‘s “Best Of” Compilations

31: The Highway Is Alive Tonight: The Ghost of Tom Joad

32: You Ain‘t Lived till You‘ve Had Your Tires Rotated: Springsteen‘s ‘90s Tours

33: Somebody Shake My Brains: Tracks

34: Rockaway the Nights: Roll Call at the Rock Hall

35: I Close My Eyes and Feel So Many Friends Around Me: The Reunion Tour

36: There‘s Spirits Above and Behind Me: The Rising

37: You Can‘t Forsake the Ties That Bind: Benefit Shows, Charities, and Causes

38: I Feel a Dirty Wind Blowing: Devils and Dust

39: Brothers and Sisters Don‘t You Cry, There‘ll Be Good Times By and By: The Seeger Sessions

40: Is There Anybody Alive Out There? Magic

41: Sunrise Come, I Climb the Ladder: Working on a Dream

42: Your Loving Grace Surrounds Me: On the Road from The Rising to the Wrecking Ball

43: Cool Rocking Daddy: Family Life

44: Till My TV Lay in Pieces There at My Feet: The Best of the Boss on Television

45: I Believe in the Promised Land: Politics

46: Lookin‘ for That Million-Dollar Sound: The Promise

47: Tell Me Friend, Can You Ask for Anything More? Significant Honors and Awards

48: Wherever This Flag Is Flown: Wrecking Ball

Selected Bibliography











Foreword

Yorn in the U.S.A.

I first discovered Bruce Springsteen when I was ten or eleven years old, around the time that Born in the U.S.A. was big. I appreciated what he was doing from a distance, but I kind of rejected it. I was into the Smiths and the Cure, bands that my older brothers introduced me to when they came home from college. For me, side two of Born in the U.S.A. was the better half. I loved the energy and emotion of songs like “Bobby Jean” and the crumbling drums of “No Surrender,” which was, for a long time, my favorite Bruce song ever.

When I was in college, I had this awakening about Springsteen after someone told me to smoke a joint and listen to The Wild, the Innocent, and the E Street Shuffle. Songs like “New York City Serenade” and “Wild Billy’s Circus Story” and “Sandy” were just brilliant lyrically and so natural in their presentation. It opened a door and I walked through it, and I’ve been a proud fan ever since.

It’s hard to pick a favorite album, but Darkness on the Edge of Town is up there for me. When people talk about Darkness as the real deal, they’re on the money. Springsteen plays and sings like his life depended on it. And it probably did on some level. “Racing in the Street” and “Candy’s Room” may be fiction in part, but they feel so genuine and sound so desperate and so heartfelt, there’s no denying the brilliance of that record.

In April 2007, I had the opportunity to play my version of “Dancing in the Dark” and play drums behind Bruce on “Rosalita” when he appeared at a tribute show in Carnegie Hall. But as much fun as that was, it was a little hectic because bands like The Hold Steady, Steve Earle, and Patti Smith also played, so there wasn’t much of an opportunity to interact. Thankfully, that wasn’t my first encounter with him.

I first met Bruce Springsteen right before my debut album, musicforthemorningafter, was released. I went with my brother and Ed Burns to see him at the Staples Center in Los Angeles. And Ed had known Bruce and Patti because they both had songs in his movie, No Looking Back, as did I. Anyway, the whole time before the show we were partying, drinking beers, and Ed was like, “Bruce is gonna play ‘Candy’s Room,’ I just know it. He told me he would.” And we were kind of like, “Yeah, whatever.”

Moving along, we really enjoyed ourselves at the show, which was probably the first time I saw Springsteen and really appreciated what he could do in a live setting. He was so powerful. Anyway, afterward the three of us are backstage in this small room and in walks Bruce. And he just looks at Eddie and smiles. We’re looking at him and he goes, “I owe you a ‘Candy’s Room.’” It was a thrill to meet him and shake his hand. I couldn’t help but feel nervous—I was awestruck to be in the presence of one of my heroes.

If I had to describe Bruce Springsteen—whom I admire although he probably has not had a direct influence on my songwriting—I’d say he’s a beacon of musical hope. His dedication to his craft, his perseverance, his willingness to take chances, and his ability to not only still be relevant during his forty-year career, but sell out stadiums around the world at the same time, are fucking amazing. At the same time, I can’t think of a time where he was ever corny. Well, maybe a track or two on The River or the production on “Born in the U.S.A.” But even that he corrected in my opinion with the box set Tracks, when he revealed a raw, stripped-down version of that song.

For the bonus disc of musicforthemorningafter I did a Smiths cover of the song “Panic” and two Bruce tunes. I remember Don Ienner at Columbia telling me that Springsteen’s daughter liked my version of “Dancing in the Dark” better than her dad’s. That seemed cool. But Don also told me that Bruce favored my rendition of “New York City Serenade.” Who knows, though? That might have been fuckin’ bullshit.

When Bruce’s website asked me to do another song for its “Hangin’ on E Street” series, a lot of people were surprised I picked a more recent song, “Your Own Worst Enemy.” But I love that song. Bruce only played that song live maybe once or something, but it’s one that deserves to be revisited. When Magic, the album that it appeared on, came out, it really was magical to me. I loved that song. It really spoke to me.

When I signed to Columbia Records, the career-long home of the Boss, I couldn’t help but be stoked. Growing up, that red Columbia label spinning on the turntable signified something special. It meant something, which is why I kind of insisted on my first few albums that the CD pay tribute to those red paper labels that could be found on Born to Run and Darkness on the Edge of Town.

When people ask if I would ever record with Bruce, all I can say is I wouldn’t say no. But it’s not something I’m actively seeking out. And honestly, I’m happy just to have heard and enjoyed his music. Sharing the stage with him at Carnegie Hall or shaking his hand—those things are just icing on the cake.

Pete Yorn

as told to the author

September 21, 2010

Pete Yorn is an acclaimed singer/songwriter who released his debut album, musicforthemorningafter, in 2001. The Montville, New Jersey–bred, Los Angeles–based rocker has covered “New York City Serenade,” “Dancing in the Dark,” “Atlantic City,” and “Your Own Worst Enemy.”
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Introduction

Baby, I’m a Rocker

In December 1980, Bruce Springsteen was already a household name. The dueling Boss covers of Time and Newsweek in October 1975 made damn sure of it. The success of 1978’s Darkness on the Edge of Town and his new album, The River, cemented that notion. As a twelve-year-old suburban New Jersey kid who was breaking away from 77 WABC and the Top 40 format as a whole, that Christmas I received my very own “wish.”

From my parents, David and Pinky Luerssen, I received my very first stereo. A Realistic console courtesy of the enterprising minds at Radio Shack, it was a bare-bones model with two small speakers, an FM receiver, and a turntable. It may have lacked frills, but it gave me hours and hours of rock-’n’-roll thrills.

A newspaper route delivering the Suburban News in my Westfield neighborhood the previous summer was my first opportunity to build up a record collection. Save for Supertramp’s Breakfast in America and Billy Joel’s The Stranger, which I already owned, I had little to listen to outside of New York’s FM rock stations, WPLJ, and WNEW. After I spent my first paychecks on Joel’s catalog, including his latest, Glass Houses, I looked for something else to check out.

My friend and Grant School classmate Nick Helander had turned me on to some cool sounds via his older brother, Alex. After we’d play touch football at their house on Tremont Avenue, some of us would hang out and listen to music. It was here that I heard records like Candy-O by the Cars, the Clash’s London Calling, Duke by Genesis, and Outlandos D’Amour by the Police in their entirety for the first time. In early autumn of ’80, I was also introduced to a couple of albums by a guy from our home state named Bruce Springsteen.

I can remember the first time I heard “The Promised Land” sitting on Nick’s bedroom floor as local radio anticipated release of The River. Then, as Christmas approached, my grandmother asked what I wanted as a gift.

When I told her I wanted a pair of Bruce Springsteen albums, she gave me a funny look. I gave her specific instructions, telling her that Springsteen’s new record—a double album—retailed for $12.99 at our hometown record store, the Music Staff. Born to Run was merely $6.99, I explained.

At sixty-nine, she seemed worried she might buy the wrong albums and insisted that I join her on a journey to the store on Elm Street. After paying the clerk, we left with the products in a lime green paper bag, and she went back to her apartment on The Boulevard where she’d wrap the records.

Fast-forward to Christmas Day. On my new stereo, I spent hours in my attic bedroom enjoying the chiming hooks of “Two Hearts” and “The Ties That Bind.” But when I put on the song cycle that started with “Thunder Road” and ended in “Jungleland,” I was floored as I carefully studied the lyrics.

Into 1981 and the years that followed, my mother would always yell up to me to “turn it down,” flicking the light switch in the hallway to the third floor on and off in an effort to get my attention. Eventually, my parents sprung for a pair of General Electric headphones.

Anyway, it was the combination of these great gifts that first got me rockin’ to Bruce. Three decades on, I owe a debt of gratitude to the late Emily Luerssen for the vinyl, which I still have and treasure. Of course, I no longer have the Realistic stereo, but I have to thank my mom and dad for the equipment, not to mention the electric typewriter from Christmas 1984 that I wrote my first record review on, and a million other things.

Thanks for listening.

John D. Luerssen

June 2012
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I Was Born Blue and Weathered

Springsteen’s Childhood

Bruce Springsteen Is Born

Bruce Frederick Springsteen was born at Monmouth Memorial Hospital in Long Branch, New Jersey, at 10:50 p.m. on September 23, 1949. He was delivered by Dr. Frank Niemtzow, according to his birth certificate.

The first child and only son of Douglas and Adele Springsteen, Bruce was raised in Freehold, New Jersey. At first, young Bruce and his parents lived with his fraternal grandparents, Fred and Alice Springsteen, at their home at 87 Randolph Street, while Doug saved up a down payment for a home of his own.

Bruce’s Ancestry

Although his father’s surname was distinctly Dutch—which earned Doug the nickname “Dutch”—Bruce’s ancestry was predominantly Irish and Italian. Fred Springsteen was 50 percent Dutch and 50 percent Irish (O’Hagen lineage), while Alice, whose maiden name was McNicholl, was 100 percent Irish. Meanwhile, Bruce’s maternal grandparents, the Zirillis, were born in Italy and were 100 percent Italian.

Doug Meets Adele

Douglas Springsteen was a World War II veteran who returned home to Freehold, where he met Adele Zirilli. They were quickly married and moved into an apartment briefly before settling in with his mom and dad. Doug—or “Dutch” as he was also known—was a nimble pool player and a proud man of service.

Dutch went on to have a number of jobs, including factory worker, prison guard, and ultimately, bus driver. The latter was ideal for Bruce’s dad, who loved driving and passed his appreciation for being behind the wheel on to his son. Motoring and traveling America’s highways and local avenues would, of course, become prominent lyrical touches in Bruce’s songs in later years.

In addition to being a homemaker and mother, Adele had a strong work ethic. She long held a job for Lawyer’s Title, a land title company in Freehold. But most importantly, she was the Springsteen family’s rock when times were tough. Because of her commitment to the family, Springsteen compared her to Superwoman in a 1975 interview.

Ginny

On December 8, 1950, Virginia Springsteen was born. Fourteen months younger than Bruce, she was two years behind him in school because she missed the State of New Jersey’s October 1 cutoff requirement.

Ginny would go on to play an important role in her brother’s pursuit of rock ’n’ roll when a boy named George Theiss—who had a crush on her—came calling in 1965. Theiss was a member of a local band called the Castiles, and he hit it off with Bruce. They started talking music, and soon after, he joined Theiss’s group.

Through the years Ginny would elect to keep her personal life quiet, but her famous brother took creative inspiration from the struggles in his sister’s life. The character Mary, on the title track to 1980’s The River album, is based largely on Virginia.

Ginny, like Mary, became pregnant as a teen and married before she was a legal adult. As with the song’s character, she later fell on hard times when her union carpenter husband lost his well-paying job.

Bruce would reference his sister again in the unreleased autobiographical song “In Freehold,” where he revealed Ginny “had her first little baby at seventeen.” In his performance of the tune he explained that although folks in the town in the late 1960s looked down on her teenage pregnancy, he had nothing but love for his younger sister.

At the end of the song, Springsteen sings with a sense of relief at how they both “survived” Freehold.

Fred’s Chair

Life on Randolph Street—where Springsteen lived for his first five years—was comforting as he remembered it. “My grandfather had this big stuffed chair next to a kerosene stove,” he recalled. “And I’d come running home from school and sit [there] and I remember how safe I felt.”

Springsteen would later admit that one of his earliest childhood memories was of his grandfather filling the spout in the rear of the stove. In the kitchen, a coal stove was used for food preparation, which he would shoot with his water gun when it was in use and watch the steam come off of it.

The stark, underdecorated room was centered around a picture taken in the 1920s of Doug’s sister. Fred and Alice’s daughter died tragically at the age of five in a bicycle accident near the gas station around the corner.

39½ Institute Street

In October 1954, shortly after Bruce’s fifth birthday, the Springsteens bought a two-family duplex on Institute Street in Freehold, where they would live until 1962. On the lyric sheet for his 1984 classic Born in the U.S.A., a photograph shows him leaning against a tree in the front yard.

But 39½ Institute Street was hardly a prestigious address. It was a half a mile east of his grandparents’ house in a poverty-stricken area of Freehold called “Texas.” Junked cars and appliances littered nearby yards in the rundown neighborhood where Doug and Adele reluctantly settled.

In “Texas” it wasn’t uncommon for immigrants and Appalachian-reared laborers to live together in illegal boarding houses alongside the families of Nestle plant employees like Doug. Freight trains rumbling nearby were a soundtrack of the Springsteens’ lives.

In 1974, he described living with a bathroom that had a big gaping hole in the wall that looked out at a neighboring convent. To avoid embarrassment, he told the area kids that an airplane had crashed into his house during the war.

In a 1978 feature in the Aquarian, Springsteen drove writer Mike Greenblatt down Institute Street. “I lived here all through grammar school,” he said, pointing out the house, which had long since been painted. “There’s a Nestle’s factory near here. Man, when it rained we smelled that stuff all day long.”

Always Broke

Money was mostly scarce, and smiles were often absent from Doug’s face as he struggled to find work. Dutch bounced from jobs in the Karagheushian rug factory, where his dad also worked, to the nearby Nestle plant. He also worked at a local mental hospital and as a gardener. At some point, while working in a plastics factory, Doug lost part of his hearing.

Despite this financial strife, Adele was the inspirational, hopeful parent Bruce, Ginny, and Pam—who was born in 1962—needed. Speaking of his love and appreciation of Adele to Time in 2002, Bruce said, “When I was growing up, we didn’t have very much, but I saw by my mom’s example that a step into the next day was very important. Hey, some good things might happen!”

It was the outlook a youngster needed to break away from the tensions his father brought into the Springsteens’ home. Bitter about his bosses, unhappy about his inability to find his calling, and disappointed with how his life had turned out, Doug would sit in their dark kitchen and find comfort in a six-pack of beer and cigarettes.

As Bruce listened to his father complain routinely about his overseers at work, he vowed to avoid landing in the kind of position where he could be looked down upon. Or as he once told concert promoter John Scher, “I’d say to myself, ‘When I grow up, I’m gonna be the fuckin’ boss!’”

Daddy’s Buick

In spite of struggles to make ends meet, Doug and Adele had wheels. But the family car, an old Buick, was downright unreliable. In a 1995 interview with CBS Television’s 60 Minutes, Bruce and his mom joked about having to push it backwards out of parking spots because the transmission’s reverse function was shot.

Affluence eluded the Springsteen family in the 1950s. Or as Bruce would say in the interview, “We weren’t used to luck.”

St. Rose of Lima Struggles

Bruce Springsteen began his education in September 1955 at Freehold’s St. Rose of Lima School. Like his father before him (Doug had graduated from the Catholic grammar school in 1939), Bruce attended the secular school at 51 Lincoln Place from first to eighth grades.

During his years at St. Rose of Lima, he was stubborn and at first somewhat naïve. He was an outsider who struggled academically and found himself cast off by his peers and the nuns. In the third grade, Springsteen claims he was stuffed in a garbage can and pushed under a desk by a nun after misbehaving. She told him that was where he belonged; mouthing off meant corporal punishment.

“I was probably one of the smartest kids in my class at the time,” he told 60 Minutes reporter Scott Pelley in 2007, “except you would’ve never known it. Because where my intelligence lay was not, wasn’t able to be tapped within that particular system.”

Later, Springsteen was serving as an altar boy at St. Rose of Lima Parish when he was knocked down by a priest during Mass. The priest became enraged because Bruce—whose mother had pressured him to serve Mass—wasn’t sure what he should do.

Part of his problem was his standoffish and self-reliant nature, which was mistakenly perceived by others as conceit. One nun, in fifth or sixth grade, disapproved of Springsteen’s supposed haughtiness and sent him back down to first grade for discipline. As punishment, and at the nun’s insistence, a first-grader named Jimmy came over and slapped Springsteen in the face.

Based on these rotten physical chastisements, it’s little surprise Springsteen grew to loathe school and became completely disgruntled over time about the hypocrisy of life at St. Rose of Lima. Its mission—shaped in conjunction with the Sisters of St. Francis of Philadelphia—of shaping the intellectual, spiritual, emotional, and physical growth of every child was, as Springsteen would later describe, “utter crap.”

White Trash

According to author Christopher Sandford in his unauthorized 1999 bio Point Blank, Springsteen’s upbringing rendered him “white trash” by a classmate. Dirt-poor and dorky, he was ragged on for being “a very weird kid.”

If his britches didn’t help his image, his appreciation of rock music—what other schoolmates still called “nigger music” in the late 1950s—alienated him. Todd Grice, who knew him from Freehold, described young Springsteen—who got much of his culture from 1950s and 1960s television—to Sandford as “aloof and geeky,” adding, “He always carried such a weight.”

Although people thought he was peculiar because he walked around with a pained look on his face, Springsteen would eventually defend his outlook. “I was thinking of things,” he told Born to Run author Dave Marsh of his years at St. Rose of Lima. “I was always on the outside looking in.”

Elvis Presley

On January 6, 1957, Bruce Springsteen—merely seven years old—was allowed to stay up late enough to watch the last of three landmark Elvis Presley performances on The Ed Sullivan Show. The broadcast presented Presley from the waist up only, a result of the public’s outrage over the future King’s swiveling hips and legs.

If the show was the young Springsteen’s first introduction to rock ’n’ roll, it was also a signature moment in his life. From then on, he became an enormous fan of and identified with the Tupelo, Mississippi–bred superstar. Like the man the media had begun to call “Elvis the Pelvis,” Springsteen was also from meager means.

There he sat in front of the television with his mouth agape. He looked over to his mom as Presley sang a medley of “Hound Dog,” “Love Me Tender,” and “Heartbreak Hotel,” and told her, “I wanna be just … like … that.” In fact, from that moment on, he couldn’t imagine anyone not wanting to be like Presley.

First Guitar

Springsteen’s newfound hero inspired him and instantly fed his interest in music. After repeatedly telling his parents that he wanted a guitar like Elvis’s, they acquiesced and rented him an acoustic guitar.

Springsteen liked pretending to be Elvis by posing with the guitar in front of his mirror. But at such a young age he lacked the attention required to actually play the instrument.

Although Adele made him take lessons, her son’s hands were too small, and he soon lost interest. “Guitar lessons at the time were like a coma, buzzing on the 3-string,” he told Dave Marsh in the 1970s. “I knew that wasn’t the way Elvis did it.”

“I took a lesson or two, but they were horrible,” he said in 2011 of his experiences as a nine-year-old working with his tutor at Deal’s music in Freehold. “I needed instant gratification—I wanted to rock now,” Springsteen told Steve Van Zandt in an interview for his syndicated Underground Garage radio show. “Not later, not after I learned the scales, these notes. I need to make a horrific noise right now!”

So his parents brought the guitar back. Although he grew to be enthralled with music, listening intently and thinking about how he might put his dream into action, it would be several more years before he would rediscover and master the guitar.

Chubby and Anita

In June 1962, Adele Springsteen took Bruce, then twelve, and Ginny, eleven, to their very first concerts in Atlantic City. The matinee show at the Steel Pier starred rock-’n’-roll pioneer Chubby Checker, who was known for songs like “The Twist”—which topped the Billboard Hot 100 in September 1960 and again in January 1962—and “Let’s Twist Again” (1961).

Later in the day, the Springsteen family—sans Doug—attended a more subdued show by Anita Bryant, probably against Bruce’s will. Bryant—a former beauty queen and future gay rights opponent—had four tepid Top 40 hits in the U.S. in the late 1950s and early 1960s, including the 1960 Top 5 smash “Paper Roses.”

Pamela

On September 7, 1962, Pamela Springsteen was born to Doug and Adele. But because of the thirteen-year age difference, Bruce and his baby sister lived a life apart past her sixth birthday. As a budding local musical hero, he stayed in New Jersey when his parents moved to San Mateo, California, in early 1969.

Just after her thirteenth birthday, her brother became an international star. As a teenager, Pam was outgoing and attractive—far different from her adolescent brother. It was something he spoke about to the NME in 1975.

“My youngest sister, she’s sixteen and she’s very pretty and very popular,” he said. “There’s no way that she’s gonna sit in her room for every waking hour. I didn’t have that problem.”

Pamela Springsteen went on to become an actress in the 1980s, appearing in the landmark teen movie Fast Times at Ridgemont High and the NBC sitcom Family Ties before starring as the killer in cult classic horror movies like Sleepaway Camp 2: Unhappy Campers and Sleepaway Camp 3: Teenage Wasteland. At one time she had been engaged to actor Sean Penn.

Pam ultimately married David Ricketts, one half of the duo David and David, who were known for the 1986 hit “Welcome to the Boomtown.” By the 1990s, Pamela had divorced Ricketts and became a revered photographer. She shot album covers and publicity stills for the likes of Alan Jackson, Tears for Fears, and Ice Cube. In 1995, she contributed black-and-white photographs to a television commercial and subsequent music video for Springsteen’s song “The Ghost of Tom Joad.”

In recent years, Pamela has shot everyone from Keith Richards to Trent Reznor and her older brother. In 2002, a forty-one-piece photo exhibit of her work debuted at the Weisnan Art Museum at the University of Minnesota in Minneapolis, before it traveled to other museums in the U.S.

Radio-Loving Misfit

Despite attempts to fit in with his baseball- and football-loving peers, Bruce Springsteen marched to a different drum, and by the seventh and eighth grade, he sought refuge in his radio.

Springsteen was an ardent student of rock and soul music. He followed his love of Elvis with an appreciation of Eddie Cochran, whose 1958 singles “Summertime Blues” and “C’mon Everybody” had captured his attention at the age of nine. But by the time of Cochran’s unexpected death in April 1960, Springsteen had schooled himself in all the current rock and soul hits, including Lloyd Price’s “Stagger Lee,” Roy Orbison’s “Only the Lonely” or Elvis smashes like “Are You Lonesome Tonight?” and “It’s Now or Never.”

Tuned into New York’s AM dial on his transistor radio when not checking out Dick Clark’s national broadcast of American Bandstand, Springsteen devoured upbeat, soulful early 1960s Top 40 hits like Little Eva’s “The Loco-Motion,” Dion’s “The Wanderer,” and the Isley Brothers’ “Twist and Shout.”

He would continue to find exhilaration on the radio into the mid-1960s, with the likes of the Crystals and the Ronettes, while he maintained his hatred of formal education. This was especially true by his final year at St. Rose of Lima.

He was embracing the philosophy he would later sing about most famously on 1984’s “No Surrender”—“We learned more from a three-minute record, baby, than we ever learned in school.”

“It was like TNT coming out of those speakers,” Springsteen explained to Kit Rachlis in the Boston Phoenix in December 1980. “It came and grabbed you by the heart and lifted you up. “Under the Boardwalk,” “Saturday Night at the Movies”—those things made me feel real. Those songs said that life was worth living …. The radio—rock ’n’ roll—went where no other things were allowed to go.”

As an early record buyer, he was drawn to novelty songs like Sheb Wooley’s “Purple People Eater” and Lonnie Donegan’s “Does Your Chewing Gum Lose Its Flavor on the Bedpost Overnight?” He was also huge fan of the Four Seasons, splurging on every single of theirs that came out in 1962 and ’63. He was also drawn to a 1963 single by the Orlons called “South Street”—it wasn’t coincidental that he lived on a road with the same name. “It gave some magical cachet to my address,” he laughed to Van Zandt, remembering that underrated Cameo/Parkway act.

While music had become a diversion for some, it was much more than that to an adolescent Springsteen. It gave him a sense of purpose. “It was never just a hobby—it was a reason to live,” he told the Los Angeles Times.

$18 Guitar

By the time he was thirteen, Springsteen had again set his sights on a real guitar, and sometime in eighth grade he managed to buy one secondhand at Freehold’s Western Auto Appliance Store on Main for $18. After several years of listening to records, he was ready to try to play and turned to his cousin Frankie (Frank Bruno Jr.) for some guidance.

Frankie, who had become adept on both accordion and guitar, taught Springsteen his very first song, “Greensleeves.”

“He taught me my first chords,” Springsteen would remember four decades later. “He was super cool. I was 13 and I went to my aunt Edie’s house where Frank played accordion in the living room. It was like Ted Mack Amateur Hour.”

Well before Beatlemania had even hit the U.S., Springsteen was already on his way musically. The guitar, which Frankie had to tune for him, offered him a way to get his feelings out. The secondhand acoustic also gave Springsteen—who admittedly had low self-esteem at the time—an identity.

“It was real and it stood for something,” he told Dave Marsh. Instead of dreaming of an escape from his reality, he now had the means.

“The first day I can remember looking in a mirror and being able to stand what I was seeing was the day I had a guitar in my hand,” Springsteen added. He already knew rock ’n’ roll was more than an obsession; it was the only thing that motivated him. Rock music would be his salvation.

68 South Street

In November 1962, ten months after Bruce welcomed his second sister, the Springsteen family sold their home at 39½ Institute Street and moved to a larger two-family duplex at 68 South Street in Freehold, which it rented from John W. Duckett. But it wasn’t much of a step up, with its insufficient heat and poor lighting. Instead of living adjacent to railroad tracks, as they had on Institute, the South Street property was next to a highly active Sinclair gas station owned by a man named Ducky Slattery.

In the humid New Jersey summers of his early teenage years, Springsteen would drag his mattress out of his window and sleep on the roof, where he would observe the activity at the gas station, which was open until one in the morning. It was here that he would first formulate his dreams and visions of chrome machines as he observed motorists pulling in and out of Ducky’s place all summer long.

Meanwhile, a small Raytheon television was the living room’s focal point. Stucco walls, a photo of Doug Springsteen’s deceased sister, and the omnipresent cigarette smoke were mainstays of home, where arguing between father and son soon became a regular ritual.

Conflict with Doug

Although Bruce had become obsessed with music by the time he was thirteen, his father had substantial reservations about his son’s focus. During the 1962–63 school year, Doug—and to a lesser extent Adele—had become increasingly unhappy with his boy’s rock-’n’-roll fixation.

The disconnect between Doug Springsteen’s real-life struggles and Bruce’s growing rock-’n’-roll aspirations began to cause a tremendous strain at 68 South Street. Thankfully, the distraction his baby sister Pam brought to the family kept things from blowing up for a time. Despite Adele’s attempts to keep the peace, the coming years were tense as Bruce lived under his dad’s roof.

So Long, St. Rose

Springsteen’s devotion to rock ’n’ roll resulted in him drawing Christ crucified on an electric guitar for an art project in his final days of Catholic school. The nuns “went mental” in spring 1963 when they saw his rendering.

His final year at the school was a tough one, marred by a fight between him and two members of the school’s football team who knocked out his front tooth. As he would later admit in the aforementioned “In Freehold,” his place of origin “was a bit of a red neck town” where you could get your ass kicked for being different.

But for the free-thinking teenage Springsteen, that sort of conduct in a school of worship affirmed his belief at the time that organized religion was hypocritical bullshit. As he retreated to his room to find solace in his guitar, his parents came to the agreement that the strict confines of St. Rose of Lima didn’t benefit their son. When he asked to attend public high school, they agreed.

Springsteen’s religious outlook continued to be bleak as a teen and young adult. “I quit that stuff when I was in eighth grade,” he told a journalist of his atheistic perspective around the time of his first album. “By the time you’re older than thirteen it’s too ludicrous to go along with any more,” he said elsewhere. Eight years in the company of nuns had not only scarred him, it put him on what he called a “bible-burning trip.”

Surf’s Up

In the summer of 1963, Springsteen—like many American teens—discovered the surf music craze. He was instantly hooked on Dick Dale’s “Miserlou,” the Chantays’ classic “Pipeline,” the Beach Boys’ enduring “Surfin’ USA,” Jan and Dean’s memorable “Surf City,” and the Surfaris’ brilliant “Wipe Out.”

In October, the Kingsmen’s landmark, mumbled “Louie Louie” was released and immediately captured Springsteen’s attention. He, like millions of other kids across the country, became infatuated with the song’s memorable groove and supposedly dirty lyrics, which had caused it to be banned in more conservative radio markets. In liberal New York City, the stations he favored were all too happy to play the #2 smash.

Freehold Regional

Springsteen began ninth grade in early September 1963—two weeks shy of his fourteenth birthday—at Freehold Regional High School. Although he was now free from the shackles of Catholic school, he was an obvious loner. His peers sneered and jeered at him, but if it bothered him, he never showed it. It wasn’t that he struggled to fit in at FRHS, because he didn’t really care to assimilate.

In addition to being a shit student, or perhaps because of it, he didn’t mesh too well with the faculty. Springsteen saw no value in memorizing Shakespeare, and there was little room in his life for it. He had rock-’n’-roll dreams. He was only going through the motions at Freehold Regional, so that he could get home to his guitar.

When asked about his high school days by the Los Angeles Times, Springsteen said, “I didn’t even make it to class clown … It was like I didn’t exist. It was the wall, then me.”

“I Want to Hold Your Hand”

Upon hearing the Beatles’ first single, “My world changed,” Springsteen told his E Street bandmate and lifelong friend Steven Van Zandt in an interview for his 2011 syndicated radio show, Little Steven’s Underground Garage.

“The sound of it stopped your day,” he explained, adding, “nothing in the world to that point was quite like it.” He went on to describe running down the street to the bowling alley, because his house didn’t have a phone at the time. There he used the pay phone to call his girlfriend to talk about the tune.

The Fab Four on The Ed Sullivan Show

Like the seventy-three million estimated Americans who watched the Beatles’ debut performance on CBS Television’s The Ed Sullivan Show on Sunday, February 9, 1964, Bruce Springsteen was instantly affected by the Fab Four. As John, Paul, George, and Ringo delivered five songs (“All My Loving,” “Till There Was You,” “She Loves You,” “I Saw Her Standing There,” and “I Want to Hold Your Hand”), Springsteen began to realize that he needed to take his guitar playing to the next level. He needed to join a band.

A subsequent appearance on February 16 was well studied by Springsteen. The Liverpool sensations’ performances of hits like “She Loves You,” “This Boy,” “All My Loving,” “I Saw Her Standing There,” and “I Want to Hold Your Hand” continued to inspire and excite the Freehold native. Of course, Bruce tuned in to Sullivan again the following Sunday to see an explosive version of “Twist and Shout,” plus “Please, Please Me,” and—yet again—“I Want to Hold Your Hand.”

Throughout 1964, the Beatles remained in the forefront of Springsteen’s mind. In mid-August, he caught the Beatles’ movie debut, A Hard Day’s Night. Then on October 7, the fifteen-year-old was glued to the TV at 68 South Street when the Beatles premiered the song “I’m a Loser” on the just-launched music show Shindig.

England’s Newest Hitmakers

As much as Springsteen loved the radio in 1964, rock ’n’ roll came alive on the television. Just beyond the Beatles were the Rolling Stones, who he first caught on the U.S. show Hollywood Palace in June 1964 and again witnessed on The Ed Sullivan Show that October.

Elsewhere, the Animals’ debut appearance of “The House of the Rising Sun” on Sullivan on October 18 was significant. Springsteen, who would go on to use the band’s other major hit, “It’s My Life,” as his mantra, was equally excited by the Kinks, who tore things up when they played “You Really Got Me” on The Red Skelton Show on November 24.

First Kiss

When Springsteen was fifteen, he experienced his first kiss with a younger girl named Maria Espinosa Ayala. With his long hair and leather jacket, Maria was drawn to the quiet outsider. “I thought he was cute” she would later say.

In 1996, Springsteen—who made his move during a dance at the Freehold YMCA canteen—asked the crowd at a school benefit for his alma mater St. Rose of Lima, “Maria Espinosa, baby, where are you tonight?” She wasn’t in the audience that night, but he proudly recalled in song, “I walked home with a limp but I felt just fine.”

Espinosa later spoke to the Asbury Park Press about their romantic moment. “I can’t believe he remembers my name,” she told a reporter. “I was flattered when I found out. [The kiss] must have lasted about a minute. It was good. I dreamed about it afterward.”

Although she called him a “hippie” and a “loner,” Espinosa—who was a member of one of the first Puerto Rican families in Freehold—was fond of Springsteen for his willingness to accept her. “He was not prejudiced,” she explained, at a time when intolerance seemed rampant.

Bruce’s Christmas Wish Comes True

On Christmas Day 1964, Bruce Springsteen was given what would become the most important gift in his life. His mother, Adele—recognizing how hard he worked to learn the guitar on his acoustic—took a $60 loan and bought him a Kent electric guitar and amplifier package.

Springsteen wrote of the experience in the 1986 Tunnel of Love leftover “The Wish,” and later described the song his most openly autobiographical. As the song explains, he first saw the “barely tuneable” Japanese-made guitar in a Freehold music store window, never imagining it would be under the tree on Christmas morning.

Later in the song, Springsteen would sing fondly of his mother and her generosity, which he also spoke about elsewhere. “It was a very defining moment,” he said, “standing in front of the music store with someone who’s going to do everything she can to give you what you needed that day, and having the faith that you were going to make sense of it.”

“I just know that when I started to play, it was like a gift,” he told the Los Angeles Times in October 1980. “I started to feel alive. It was like some
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