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“something about
at batch of songs
on Nebraska
that holds some
sort of magic”

Rggwntsy fving in fuar Is a thame “Gun In Evory Home”

T thares with “Murder Incorporated.” ondy this toe the tale is

wt In the suburbs. Like moments on the original Nebraska
demm tape, Broce sings this indictment of American socloty
with mattor-of-fact detochment. “That was the plan,” he
s ) romambar the hool, "two camn In each Zarago, and
o gun In-overy home! Whon | weote I, | thought It was -
alittle hystedeal. Now of course It seems totally notural”

“t iad & sound that | was very decicated to,” Springstoon
wmmarizes, “some sorl of punkish, rockabilly sougd that's
Hel of niole-y" This streak, which runs through beth Efectric
fedraska and Nebrasks Guttakes, reveals another side of
this profoundly creathe parfod.

“Mest of this stufl” he concludes, 'l protty mysterlous to
me” Given the alchomy of Nebraska's Inceplion, It ssoms
eniirely appropriate thut this expanded look at those
roconding sasslons remalns enlgmatic.

IN THE SPRING OF 2025, Springstecn decided 10 pul

a performance of Mebrasha, pll ten songs In sequonce, on
filim, Just as the album had been created in lsolation, s tea
vuld this reading. Inside an empty Count Basle Thaatre In
Rod Bank, ML “| know that the way to do it was no audience
and no speaking,” ho says. “You just present the record,
phay It through, thon you're done”

Springstoen did reacquaint Rimsolt with the original
vorsions and brought along Charlte Glordano from the

E Straet Band and multi-instrumentafist Lorry Campbiedi
“to play a Fow small parts that would be nice to keep.” But
that was it. "1 didn’t liston to the recond mach,” he says af
s proparation for Gount Basle. | might have llstoned to It
ance Mrough. It just remains what It Is, which s a bupch of
vty goad songs. | think In playing thom again to be fimed,
thelr walght Impressed upon me.

-mmmmm-.mmmm%
Tom Joad, Bevils & Dust, Westarn Stars. | have nnother onp
on Lost Albums. A lot of narrative musio. Bul there's just
wmﬂdumwblmhﬂulpmmbmhm
holds somo sort of maghe” -

-ERIK FLANNIGAN, JUNE 2028









| guess | panlched and

| gave Buer Ehie gun

Well then | wrapped us
arouimd a telephone

pate south on Highway 101
Wil sho just stumbled out onto
tive bank and sat down in o pout

Wil | Kicked cut tha driver-side window

st buehdy whan | gel out

Woll all | had to groot ma was a highway

patrolman's .45

He Jooked at the wreck and then he aald

“Son, you're lucky to b alive”
Well sir, I'll think that ane
ot If your don’t mind

Now fwek ain't much good to
you whin you're the lesin’ kind

DOWNBOUND TRAIN

1 had a jab, | had o glel

! had sdmothing golng
mister in this workd

1 ot Inid off disen at the aute yard
Our love went bad, Umes got hard

Well now | work down at the canwvash -

Where all It wver daes is min
Sometimes dont you feel

lika you're a rider

Oh baby, on 3 downbound train

Sho Just sakd “Joa | gottn g

Wo had it once, wo ain't got It anymore”
She pached hor bags, left me behind
She hought & tickot an the Central Line

" Mights as | slesp, | hear
& whistlo whinin®

| foal har soft kiss in the
misty morning raln
Sometimes don't you feal

like you're & rider

Oh baby, on & downbaund traln

Last night | heard o vaice

¥ou ware crying, crying

You wore 5o alono

You sald your love had never diod

And you ware waltin' for me at home
Well | put on my Jachet,

| ran through the woals

1 ran till | thought my

chest would explode

Thore in tio clearing,

Thore in the moonllght

our wedding house shona

1 rushod through the yard,

1 buurst thraugh the Front doat

And then up the stairs | climbed

The room was dark, our bed was empty
And thon | heard that long whistie whine
b then | dropped to my knees,

huag my hesd and cried

Naw | swdng o sadgehamines
on o rallrond gang
Knocking down them cross ties,
working In the rain
Sometimes don't it feal

Ik yoiu're & rider

Oh baby, on n davnbound traln

CHILD BRIDE

Friday might's pay night,

fys frosh outof work

Talldng about the waekend,

trying to scrub off tha dirt

Some heading home to their families,
some wearing trouble on thelr shirts
Soina driving dowt to Stevell just
loaking to gat hurt

I wark for the eounty sut oo 95

Just holding thal red fag,
walching tho tratfic pass me by

iy baby In my head
A nlght | dreasi V'm with her,
ligghag in my bunkhouse hed

Swen har at the canteon
down at the Leghen Hall

$he com In with bor hrothors,
staniding back up sgalast the wall
Me and bor we'd go walking
duwn by them winding tracks
Wil gn day | looked stralght at
bor and she loaked straight back

Grey clowds stretch across
tae white moon

Sitting In the backyhrd in
myuld eae, we hum out of tune

Wail | saved my munay,
and | pire it all oway

+ Twent to see har daddy,

we didn't havo much to sy
He sald, “Now son, can'l you

ioe she's just a littke girl
e don't kmow nothing “bout
The meanmess in this world"”

Teek off down into Flordda,

and got hor and they ook
Hllbhﬂtﬂﬂ'lﬂ-h

e proseculor kapl his promise
that e made on that day
Well she was sad and

H“‘H'md ﬂ__;:" H”m!ﬂ.

iy put mo stralght awey

Tl thery sald sho was too young,
the was no younger than I've been
e she put her arms around

= il the night chosa in

tsll sametimes | dream

o getting cut of here,

sapding domn wiards them old tracks
Iewore I'd come and got hee hut | kinow
it never going back

Thore's nilghts | con’t
lsep no matter how hard 1 try

S trom my windaw, | watch the
eosnlight fall on the far Hilside
limagine | put on my Jackat,

i dewn Lo this e roadside bar
Fick a stranger and spln around the
fnce floor to 8 Madican guitar

PINK CADILLAC
Now you may think I'm foolish
For tho foalish things § do

You may wonder how | can love you -
When you get on iy nerees ik you do

Wall balry you know you bug me
Aln't no socrot ‘bout that

Well come on aver here and hug me

And baby Il spill the facts
Honuy It aln't yaur mansy
‘ﬂ_lplplnﬁdﬂu

1 love you for your pink Cadiffac
Crushed velvet soals

Low in the back
Ooring down the stroet
Waving to the giris
Feeling out of slght
Spending all my money

On a Saturday night
Hoaey, | just wonder

what it foels llke In the back
wg:uam

How vy bagk n the Bille

Adways samebody tampting you
From dolng samething right

Trto dolng somathing

you Kimow i3 wreng

Thoy tempt you, mistar, with siiver
They Lempt you with goid

They tompt you with the pleasures
That the flesh doos hold

They say Evo tempted Adam
with an apple

Aln't pe way the poor feol went for that
Can you imagine what i
would have happenod i

If she'd just stapped back

Bnd showed him her pink Cadilac
Crushed volvet seats
Sitting Iow In the back

Ovilng down the strest .
Wirving to the girts :
Foeling out of sight
Spanding all my menzy

On o Soturday night

Now honoy | Just wonder what you do
thare in tha back

0f your plnk Cadillac

Eink Cadiline

Kow same folks say that it's too big
Uses too much gas

Soma suy that it's tos old

And It Eoes lna fast

Bul honey, my love is bigier
than a Honda

1t's bigiger than some Subam

Angd that car, she's gat somathing
And there ain't nathing else will do
Amyway, we don't have to drive it
We can just park it out In hack
th.ﬂ-yhm*n-ﬂn

Pink Caditlne, .#w’r

Rink Cadiftac, pink Cadillac
Pink Cadillac, pink Cadillac















So 1 you can take a man'y Nlfe for the
thoughts that's (n hls head

And | do bellpve sir, I'd"be bettoer off o
tead man .
‘Cause | shot that young boy

| shot him Judge, and | ran

DOWNBOUND TRAIN

I s @ o, 1 el gird

I had something gaing
mister in this world

| got lald off dawn at the aulo yard
Our love went bad, imes got hard
Wall now | work down at the ganwsh
Whare all it ever does |5 rain
Sometimes don't you feel

fika you're a rider

Oh baby, on a dawnbourd train

Sho Just sakd “Joo | gotta g

,Vio had It ance,
- wo aln't got It anymere”

Sha pooked hor bags, left me hehind
Sho bought a ticket on

tho Contral Line
Nights as | sleop, | hoar

a whistle whinin'

| fool ber soft kiss in the

iisty moming min
Somatimes don't you feel

ke yoi'rs & rilar

h baby, on a dewnbound train

Lust night | heard your volce
You were crying, crying.
{hst you're so alone

‘l'lunﬁrguimhadm“
And you wero waltin® for me al boms

‘Well | put on miy jackot,

| ran through the woods

| e 4l | thought my

chest would axplode

There In the clearing.
beyond U highway

Theee in the moenllght aur
weidding houss ghone

| rushed through the yard, | burst
through the frant dear

My hoad pounding hard.

up the stairs | climbad

The room was dark, our bed was omply
And then | heard that

long whisthe whine

And then | dropped to my knees,
hung my head and cried

Now | seing a sledgahammes
on a milroad gany
Knueking down tham cross ties,
working In the raln
Sometimes dan't it feed ke
you'ra otider

Oh baby, on a downbound tmin
O baby, an a devnhound train
Oh binky, on A downkound train

OPEN ALL NIGHT

Well, I had the carburetor, baby,
cheannd and checked

With hor line blown out she's
hummin’ fike a turbojet

| prapped her up In the backyard an
conarete blocks

For a-new cliteh plato and

o naw st of shocks

Took her dawn to the canwash,
eheck the plugs and paints
Because I'm goin” out tomight,

V'm gonna rock that jolnt

Early North Jersey Industrial skyling
I'm an al-sat Cobra Jot creepin’
through tha nighttime
Golta find & gos station,

gotta find a payphone

This turnplhn sure Is spooky ab night
wihen you're all alons

| hit the gas because V'm runnlng lat
This: New Jersey in the mormin'

itwe & junar landscape

How, tha hmmtulim.

o tie put ms on the night shift
Takes me two hours to gol back to
whare nty baby lives

Ini the wee wee hours,

your mind gots hazy

Radio relay towers, won't

you load me to my baby
Undarnoath the overpass, a trooper
hits the party Night switch
Goodnlght, good luck, one... tWo,..
powar ahift

| met Wandn when sho was
nmployed betind the counter at
ﬁrnmumm

fried chiclon on the frent

sint, she's sittin” in my lap

We're wipin' our fingers

o Toxaco rogd mop

| rnmamber Wanda up on

fermp Metal Hill

Fith them blg hrown syes that mahe
wur heart stand still

Teah, that's the one!

Toiih, at five a.m. the

il pressure’s sikln” fast
|make a pitstoh, wipe the windshield,
widddy, chock the gau

|gatta call my baby on the telephone
it har hnow that her

iaddy boy's comin’ on home

I gt two more hours, .
st I'm coverin' ground

i shx a.m, on Sunday morning,

'm 3 comin' arsund

#y eyes are goitin' ichy

o the wee wee o

ian's pst & red ball risin'
-mmwﬁu

o jammed up with gospol statins

-BORN IN THE LS.A

Mmplﬂm\sm
Thafirst kiok | teok was
when | hit-the graund

"You end up Ik a dog that's

been beat tae much
il you spand hailf your
I Just covening up

Bom In the L.SA, bam lo the LS.A.
Illﬂlnlhlll.l.l..hﬂﬂhhll._ﬁ.l.

I got |n o fittke hometawn jam

- S0 you put a rifle in my hangds

Send mo ol to a forelgn land
Said, snn, go and kil the yallow man

Bom in the USA,
| was barn in tho U.SA
Bom In the USA.; bamn in the U.SA

You come back home to the refineries

Hiring man says “San Fit was up {o me”

| wont down to sea riy VA, man
He sald “Son, don't yui understand”

‘Born In the U.SA., harn in the US.A
“Born In the U.S.A.,

it sputs callin’ long distance salvation | was botn in the ULS.A

ﬂ_lﬁinllllmﬂlllﬂi

e gy lost proyer

ter: ho, rock'n'roll, detiver me from
] o

| hod a baddy, Mister, at Khe Ssoh
Fighting off them Viat Cong =
Thay're still thare, but he's #ll gone
We had a iittie girl in Salgon

| got a plcture of Him In hor srms

Neow down in the shadow
of the penitentiary

Gut by the gas fires of the refinery
I'm ton years dovwn the rosd
Mowhore to run, nowhere to go

Born in the U.SA.

{'m o long gone daddy In the ULSA
Born in the L.SA. :
i'm a cool rocking daddy In the U.5.A

 Bom in the U.S.A., born In the USA.

REASON TO BELIEVE

Seatt & mon standln’ over 2 dead dogy
Lyin’ by tha highmey in'a ditch

Ho's lookin® down kinda puzzied
Pokin’ that dog with a stick

Got his anr door flung open

He's standin’ out on Highway 31

Likn if he stood thoro long enoigh
That dog'd gat up and run

Struck mo kinda funny

Kinda funny, yes indecd .
How ot the and of wvery hard-gamepd day
Peoplo find samn reasan to beliove —

Now Mary Lou lavad Jehnmy

With a love moan and brue

Sha said “Baby 'l work

for you overy doy i
And bring my mongy home to you" -
One doy he up and feft hor

And ever sinco that e
She walls down at the'and

of that dirt road

Far young Johnmy th come back
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Well, I'm tired of comin’

out on the osin' end

S0, haney kast night | met this guy and
I'm goana do a [ittks faiior for Nim

&wﬂhﬁlmummlhn
But maybe everything that dies
somiday comes back

Put your makesp on,

fix your hair up pretty

fnd imest me tonkght in Atinntic City

MANSION ONTHE HILL
Theee's a place out on the
wilge of town, sir

Risln® above the factaries

and tho fields

Now evar singe | was

n chitd | can remamber

Thal manslon on the hill

In the diy you can ses

the childron playing

On the rond that leads o thase
gotes of hardened steel

Stral gates that completely, surround, sle
The mansion on e hill

At night my daddy'd take me,

and we'd tide

Through the stroats of

a lown o silent and s4ll

Park on @ back toad along

the highway side

Look up ot that mansion on the hill
tn the summer all

U lights would shine

There'd bie musie plagin’, people -
Tnughin® all the tme '
e and my sstor, we'd hide

out In the tall gom flelds

Sit and listen to the

mansion an tho hill

Tonlght, down here ln Lindan Town
| wateh the cars rushin®

iy homo from Lhe mill

There's p beautiful full moan rising
Atove the mansion on the hill

JOHNNY 83

Wel, thoy cloted down the auto
plant in Mahwah late that manth
Ralph went aut lnckin’ for a job
bt he couldn’t tind none

Ho coma hame toe drunk from
minin’ Yanquersy and wine

Ha got a gun, shot a night clork,
now they call ‘im Johony 99

Down In the part of town whers when
you hit 2 red light you don't stop
Johnny's wavin' his gun around and -
threatanin’ to blow lis tap

When an al-duty cop sauck

up on him from behind

Ot In front of the Club Tip Top

they slapped

the cuffs on Johnny 99

Well, the city supplied o public
defender but the judge was

Moan Jehn Brown

He came Ihto the eouirtroom

and stared poor lehnny down

WeH, the evdence is clear, gonnn e
the sontence zon, fil the crimo
Prison for ninety-eight and 2 yeor anqg
we'll call It gven lohnny 99

A fistfight broke aut in the courtroom,
thay had to drog Johnny's gl away
His mamo stood up snd thoutod
“Judge don't take my boy this way®
Well san, you gol any statement
you'll like to make
Baefore the balliff zemes

1o forever take you away

Now Judga, | got debty no
honest man could pay

The bank was holdin’ my mortgage
and they was takin' my house away
Naw | aln't sayin’ thal makes

ma an innacant man

But it wies more 'n' all this thal
put that gun in my hand

Vgl Your Honar, | do bebers

I'd be better off dond

And 1f you can toke o man's Hie
for the thoughts that's in his howd
Thon wan't you sit hack in

that ehalr and think

it over Judge, ane more tmo

And let *em shave off my hair

and put me an that execution line

for the stale

o ain't no good

d Frankie loughln’ and drinkin'

ofhin’' fzols botter than

In' tuems dancin' with Maria

band played “Night
e Johnstown Flosil™

h turns his back an his family,

le Just aln't no good
, Frankle went in the

 Maria for my wife
of them wheat prices kept on droppin’

was Il Wewers gettin' robbod

Frankie came home in 'G8

ll'llm&,'lwlﬂ‘ljﬁl P

Yea we're laughin and drinkin’
Nothin® feels better than blend
on blood

. Tahln' turns dancin’ with Maria

As the band played “Night of
the Johnistown Flood"

1 catelt him whan he's strayin’,
teoch him haw to walk that line
Man turms his bock on his family,
he ain't ne friend of mine

Thunl_[h!mﬁh&luj'ntblr,

will | gok 3 call ‘bout guarker Lo nle
Theore was trauble in a rezdhouze
aut on the Michigan ling

There was a kid Byln' on the Near loekin'
v, bieadinhard from his head
There wps-a gl cqyin’ at 2 tabsio,

it wirs Framh, thoy sald

Woll, | went out and | jumpod

in my car and | hit the lights

1 musta done 110 through

Michlgan county that night

It was out st the crosstonds

down ‘round WHlaw bank

Seen a Buick with Ohlo plates;
behind the whoel was Frank

Well, | ehased him through them
county ronds Hil o sign sald
~Cynadian bardar 5 miles from here”
| pulled over the side of the
higghway and watched

his tnillights disappear

Me and Franbile Iiuﬂli n" ond drinkin'
Kothin' feels battor than
blood en blood

* Yakin' turns danzin’ with Maria

As the hand played “Night af the
Johnstewm Flood" '

I cateh him when he's strain’
Wik ry brothor would

Man tures his back on his family,
woll e just ain't no good

STATE TROOPER

Mew Jorsey Tumpike, rdin’
on a wel night :
‘Nuath the refinery's glow, out where
the great black rvers Now

Lizense, ragistration, | ain't got none
But | got n clear conscionce ‘hoat
thie things that | dene

Mister siale trooper,

please don't siop me

Waybeo you get a kid, maybe
you gat o pretty wite

The anly thing that | got's been
botharin' me my whalo life
Mister stalo lroopar,

pleaso don't stop mo

In the weo wea hoors your
mind gels hary

Radio rela towers lead me Lo my baly
Radig's jammed up with

tatk show stations

I's just tatk, talk, talk ti

you Inse your patisnce






Mistar state trooper,
pleage don't stop me

Hey somsbody out there,
fisten to my Tast prayer
Hi ho siiver-o deliver mo from nowhere

USED CARS

My little sister's in tha front seal
with an jue cream cone

My ma's In tha backsent
sittin’ all olone

As my pa steers har sfow ool of the lot
For & test drive down Michigan Avenue

Now nry ma sho fingers

het wedding bamd

Ard walches the salesman
stare at my ol man's hamls
He's tallin’ us all ‘bout the
broak he'd give us if

ha could but ho just ean't
Weell, I | coutd | swear | know
Just what I'd do

Now mistor, the day the lottery | win
I aln’t ever gonna tido in
no wsed car again

Nesw tha neighbors come

from near-and far

Az we pull up in our brand-new
used car

| wish he'd just hit the gas
and let out a cry

And tell ‘em all they can kiss
OliF AsSEs gond-tye

My dad, ho sweats the sama

job from mornin’ to momn
Ma, | walk hame on the same dirty
streats whare | was born

Ug the block | can hear my

little slster in the

front seat blowin' that ham

The salinds acho all down
Michigam Avanie

Now mister, the doy my
number comes in

| ain't ever gonna ride
in mo used car again

OPEN ALL NIGHT

I had the carburelor cleaned
ond checkod

With her line blown out she's
hummin' ke & turbojet
Proppad het up In the Backyard
on conerete blacks

For a mavw cluteh plate and

n new set of shocks

Took her down to the carwash,
gheck tha plugs and paints
I'm goin” sut tenight, I'm
gonna rock thal jeint

Early North Jersey industelsl shyline
I'm & all-sat Colbra Jet creepin’
through the alghttime
Gotta find a gas station,

Eottn find a payphone

This turnpike sum is spooky

at night when you're all alone
Gatta hit the gas ‘cause

I'm runarin’ late
This New Jarsey in the mormin’
like o lunar landscapa

Tha boss don't dig me sb he pul

- me on fhe night shift

It's an all-night run Lo gat bagk
te whery my baby lves

In the wee woe hours, your

mind gots hazy

Raifo retay towars, won't you
lmad o to mvy baby

Undermeath tho ovarpass troopior
hiis his party lght switch
Boodnight, good luck, ane

twa powershift

| met Wandn when she was employad
Bahind thy counter at the Aoute 60
Bob's Bif Boy

Friad chickon en tha front seat,
she's sittln’ In my lap

We're wipin® our fingers on

o Texpco road map

| remember Wanda up on
Sarap Metal Hill

With thum big brown vyss that
mike your heard stand still
Fivn ALM., ofl prossure’s sinkin' fast

| make a pit stop, wipe the
windshield, chioch the gas

Gotta call my baby an the telophona
Let her kmow that hor dadidy's
camin’ on homa

Sit Ught, ittlo mama, I'm comin' *round
| got 3 mare hours bul

I'm coverin’ ground

FATHER'S HOUSE

st night | dranmed that | was s child
ut whire the pines grow widd and tall
as trying to make it hume

h the farast

d ghostly volces rose from the fislds
ran with my hoart paunding

pwn that broken path

th te devil snappin’ at my heels
broke thraugh the trees and

ure 0 tha aight

p father's house stood

fnining hard and bright

he tranches and brambles tore my
‘Hothes and seratehied my srms

Bt | vt 1 fell _qmilu in his arms

| got drossed and to that
house | did ride
From out on tha mad, | could soo s
windows shining In light

| walhid up the steps and
stood on the poreh

A woman | didn't iecognime came and
apole 1o mo through o chainod Jdoar

1 told her my story and who V'd ceme for
Shir sald "I'm sarry, on, bul no one by
that name fives here anymore”

My father’s house shings
hard and bright

1t stands ke & beacon
calling ma in the night

Calling and caling so cold and olone
Shinlng ‘cross this dark highway wher
our sins fa ymatoned

REASON TO HELIEVE

Seen a man standiog over a demd dog
tyin’ by the highwsy in a ditch

He's lookin' down Kinda puzsied pokin®
that dog with o stick

Got his car door flung opon, he's
standin’ oul on Highway 31

Like if b stood thare lang onowgh that
dog'd gel up and run

Strick me kinda funny, seem kinda
tunmy, sir, to me

Still at the: end of every hard day,
people find some reason lo belleve

MNow Mary Lo lovad Johnmy
with a love maan and troe

#eg= % She sald "Baby 1"l work for

you every doy and

bring my money home W you”

One day he up and loft hor

el gvar sines that -

She walts down ot the omid of that dirt
road for young Johnny o came back
Struck ma kinda funny, funey,
-ru.lnhe'r.l

How at the end of every hard-earnad
day, people find same mason to ballewe

Take a hnhy to the dvir,

Kyle Willlam thoy called him

Wash the baby in the water,

takie away little Kyle's sin

In a whitewash shotgun shachk

an old man passes away

Takn the body to the graveyan!

and wver him they pray

Lord, won't you tell us, tell us

what does it mean /
&t the end of every hard-carmed day,
you can find soma reason to beliove

Congregation gathers down

by the river tide

Preacher stands with his Bille,
groom stands waitin® far his bride
Congregation gona and the sun sels
behind & weepin® willow tree

Groom stands slone and watches
the river mush on so offortlessly
Wanderin' where can Tis baby be:
Sl at the end of evory hard-earned

day, people find some reason (o boliove -
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