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“Darling, I would love to
take you by the hand, take
you to some twilight land?”
sings the county songoit-
er, his voice wistful and
cracked. He struggles
through the verses, faltering
a bit, forgetting, humming
here and there, just pickin’
his guitar and tappin’ his
Joot gently in the comer of
the darkened room. Final-
by, in a mood of wizened
woe, he finishes the last
chorus, “Am I left to bum
and bum etemally? She’s a
mystery to me.”

Now, what makes this

particular moment in the

history of tearful country
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ballads (a man, a guitar
and PAIN!) a bit more
fetching is that the lone-
some critter over there in
the corner, the sad-eyed
young man who done
wrote the song, who is sit-
ting quietly at home in his
modest castle — which is,
in fact, an ancient seaside
watchtower built with sev-
en-foo!-tbick walls of
granite and oxblood
n:wr.'.‘ar to withstand
shelling from hostile na-
vies — happens to be the
same fellow who usually
spends his time fronting
the world’s most popular

rock & roll band.
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And when done croon-
ing “"She’s a Mystery to
Me;” the strange and love-
ly song he’s wniting for Roy
Orbison, he launches into
“When Love Comes to
Town” an uptempo chug-
ger be figures might fit
B.B. King. Barely paus-
ing, he plunges into “Pris-
onerJaf Love” which fea-
tures a handy doo-wop
break in the chorus, and
then assays his beloved bal-
lad “Lucille] bis first-ever
country song, written way,
way back in the spring of
1987. And so here we
have Bono, at home out-

side Dublin, during a
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short break on a long tour. Well, shucks!
We met a few days earlier in Cardiff,
Wales, where U2 gave a spirited outdoor
sing-along for 55,000. (Angst ridden and
angst driven, the band's shows have become —
for its fans — forceful, friendly rituals: sort of
like Up with People, with an edge.) Immed;-
ately theredfter, a police escort whisked the
band members away from the exiting mob
toward the little white jet — the one with
OUT OF OUR TREE TOUR painted
on its fuselage — waiting at the airport to
bring them home. And there, over the course
of two days in late July, first in my hotel
room, with the gulls wheeling and crying
outside the window, and then in his watchtower, with Jobn
Coltrane’s recording “A Love Supreme” snaking up the
spiral staircase, Bono and I talked.

He often spoke in little more than a whisper, his voice
strained from recording B sides of singles until early-momning
hours on nights offstage. What he revealed beneath his well-
defined and carefully controlled suface was an enthusiast in
the grips of reason; a wishful idealist stimulated and confused
by bis own contradictions; and a young man who quite hon-
estly has not found what be’s looking for — and may never.
Chances are if he ever does find it, he’ll know it when he sees
it, stop briefly to enjoy the view, and move on.

Lef's do a radical thing and go back to before the beginning.
Your grandparents.

My grandfather — my dad’s dad — was a comedian at
Saint Francis Xavier Hall, in the center of the city. He
was a morose man. So I think this idea of laughing a

lot and then biting one’s own tongue is something that
runs in the family.

Mygrandmod‘cronmymdmssadewasamﬂy
big laugh. Which disguised the fact that beneath her

dress, she had a big stick with which she reared, I
dlink,eightldds.SheusedmjokeﬂlaIdmconuacep-
tives, which were banned in Ireland, were intercepted at
the post office, and — too late! — another kid was born,
another mouth to feed.

My mother was the oldest of her family and quite
petite. Really a delicate flower, but she took on the re-
sponsibility of bringing up the younger kids.

Both my mother and my father were from the cen-
ter of the city, what they call Dubs. My mother was a
Protestant, and my father was a Catholic, and they
grew up on the same street. Their love affair was illicit
at the time. Ireland was just being born as a country,
and the Protestant-Catholic rivalry — the bigotry — was
at a pitch. But it didn’t mean anything to them. They
faced the flak and got married.

It was a bit of a difficult thing to do.

In a mixed marriage the children had to be
brought up Catholic. The Protestants made up only
about ten percent of the population at that time, and
it was an anathema to them. My mother decided to
bring us up in the Protestant church, and my old
man went along with this. So my old man would drop
us off at one place of worship and go on to another
one. And I really resented that. I was always fighting
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with him. Always fighting. We were too alike.

Was be a disciplinarian?

He attempted to be. He was a very strict man. But I
was one of those kids who was almost impossible to tie
down, from the very beginning. People used to — and
family people still sort of — put up the cross [crosses in-
dex fingers] whenever I come in. They used to call me
the Antichrist [laughs]. How many kids on your block
were mckrmed the Antichrist?

hat’s the first thing you can remember?

I remember having my photograph taken with my
brother and not liking it. I was around three years old.
I think we had two little leopards, like ornaments on
the mantel, and at the end of the session there was only
one leopard left, and I was put away for that.

Do you have anty idyllic childhood memories?

None at all. The little pieces that I can put back to-
gether are, if not violent, then ive. I can remem-
ber my first day in school. I was introduced to this guy,
James Mann, who, at age four, had the ambition of be-
ing a nuclear physicist, and one of the guys bit his ear.
And I took that kid’s head and banged it off the iron
railing, It’s terrible, but that’s the sort of thing I remem-
ber. I remember the trees outside the back of the house
where we lived, and them tearing those trees down to
build an awful I remember real anger.

What of your mom and dad and the way they got on?

To be honest, I don’t remember that much about my
mother. I forget what she looks like. I was fourteen or fif-
teen when she died, but I don’t remember. I wasn't close o
my mother or father. And that’s why, when it all went
wrong — when my mother died — I felt a real resentment,
because I actually had never got a chance . . . to feel that
unconditional love a mother has for a child. There was a
feeling of that house pulled down on top of me, because
after the death of my mother that house was no longer a
home — it was just a house. That’s what “T Will Follow” is
about. It’s a little sketch about that unconditional love a
mother has for a child: “If you walk away, walk away I will
follow;” and “I was on the outside when you said you
needed me/I was looking at myself I was blind I could not
see” It’s a really chronic lyric.

There was not a lot of closeness, physically?

Not really. I have just found out bits and pieces about
my family in the last year or two. Now I want to know.
Before I didn’t. Trying to talk to my old man is like trying
to talk to a brick wall

Even now?

Even now. Do you know, the first time he really spoke
to me was the night of his retirement from the post office.
I went to his send-off party. I used to hear all the names,
Bill O’ Thisand Joseph O"That,and I never knew who they
were, and I didn't really know what he did. Bu at this par-
ty a year and a half ago, I met all these people. And they
were amazing, It was at a pub, and there was a guy with a
fiddle, and they were all singing songs. There was a guy
who had painted on a Hider mustache who introduced
me to his daughter, and I said, “"Who are you?” And she
said, “The Hider youth” It was like a Fellini movie. It
was a world, a world of Irish in Dublin. And afterward, he
showed me the place he worked, where I had never been.
And he showed me the seat that he used to sit in. And al-

ready someone else had moved into that seat. And that
nigh, I gor to talk to my old man for the first time. We
had a glass G{ w}]i,skey, a.nd he bega.ﬂ to teH me a few
things about what it was like growing up.

Ifs been said that artists never get over their childhood,
and perhaps, in some ways, it's because they don’t that they
remain artists.

I think maybe it should be said that a lot of artists nev-
er grow up [laughs]. I think it’s certamly true in rock &
roll. Rock & roll gives people a chance not to grow up —it
puts them in a glass case and protects them from the real
world of where they’re gonna get their next meal. Who is
it — Camus? — whosau:l,"Wea[ﬂ't,mydearﬁlmd,lsnot
exactly acquittal, just reprieve.” But in the end, I don’t
know if being a pop star is any less real than a city
clerk. Is suburbia the real world? Is the real world half the
population of Africa that is starving? I haven’t worked it
out yet. I always wondered, “What am I? Am I Protes-
tant or Catholic? Am I working-class or middle-class?” I
always felt like I was sitting on the fence.

Well, the very fact that you were fifteen when you lost your
mom and yet can’t remember her suggests that there is a lot
that you've blocked out. When you were a teenager, you were
very angry and uptight, and I wonder how much of that is a

I don’t know. As Pve said before, the fact that P'm at-
tracted to people like Gandhi and Martin Luther King is
because I was exactly the opposite of thar: I was the guy
who wouldn’t turn the other cheek.

Lef’s say you scuffled a bit.

[Laughs} “Scuffle” is a beautiful euphemism.

Okay, you beat the crap out of people.

Well, I'd never start a fight, but I'd always finish it

You were a contentious little S.O.B.

It was the way we grew up. Street fights were just the
way. I remember picking up a dustbin {garbage can] in a
mﬁg}mandlmmnberﬂmhngmm*sdﬁ%s
ridiculous. I'm not going to hit someone with this” And
that iron bar down so hard on me. And I just used the lid
to protect myself. I would have been dead, stone dead, if I
hadn’t had that thing. But when you're singing songs, peo-
ple think you are like the songs you sing about. I think we
need to let some air out of that balloon.

The songs may represent you because you need to be like
the songs you sing — not that you are yet those things.

Yes. You want o

And what kind of feeling did you have inside after these vi-
olent episodes?

I never liked it. Never. I would worry sick about hav-
ing to go out on the street, in case aguy I had been m a
mill with would come back for more.

And yet I can remember — not so many years ago
— we were playing in a local bar here, and some guy
threw a glass. And the glass just missed slashing
Edge’s arm. And I knew the guy that threw it. There
was resentment, because Adam and Edge came from
a sort of middle-class background, and people
thought, “Oh, U2, they’re not really punks!” But I knew
wlmredusguthd.Andlmlwedmahlggerl‘xnme
than I did. And it took all my energy to myself
ﬁmndrwmgacard}mu@htsfmmdoord)atn@t
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'm a guy with no midrange. 'm all

bottom and all top,emotionally.’=

Were you curious as a kid, but not in an
academic way?

I was curious, but I never knew what I
wanted to be. One day I'd wake up and
want to be a chess player — the best. I'd
read a book on it, and at twelve I studied
the grandmasters, and I was fascinated.
The next day I’d think, “No, I’ll be a
painter.” Because I'd always painted,
since I was four years old. So I was just
wandering. And I’m still wandering, I
suppose. But see, I want it all and I want
it now [Laughs].

You were the first punk in your class —
baircut, pants, chain, et cetera. Did you really

feel it, or was it just theater?

It was theater. I had gotten interested in Patti Smith
and then the Sex Pistols. And the great thing about the
Ramones was you could play Ramones songs all in three
chords — which was all T had then and, in fact, is about all
I have now [laughs]. Before that, I was interested in Irish
folk music. It was around my family. There was a lot of
smgsmlg,Andmybro&lertaughrmdm&reechords.
He used to play [the Kenny Rogers and the First Edition
classic] “Ruby, Don’t Take Your Love to Town.” I'm
still fascinated by that song,

And my old man was into opera, which, as far as I was
concerned, was just heavy metal. I like those bawdy opera
songs: the king is unfaithful to the queen, then he gets the
pox, they have a son, the son grows up and tums into an
alligator, and in the end they kill the alligator and make
some shoes for the king. But because if’s sung in Italian,
people think it’s very aloof. Not at all

And when the now-famous note went up on the now-fa-
mous bulletin board, asking for members to form a band, did
you think, “Ab, this is it”?

No. At that stage, I was interested in the theater.
When I was younger, I ran away from home one day to
book myself into an acting school. But there was no acting
school. My father used to act at a theater, and I would sit
in the front row. When I was thirteen or fourteen, I set
up a theater company in the school I was in, because there
was none. I don’t know if I would be a good actor. Now,
I'd almost like to write for the stage more than to be on
the stage. So when the note went up, I had to be talked
into it by a friend.

Was being onstage the lure?
YmhAndmoneof&lep]ays,Isang.Iremﬁnberthe
feeling of singing through a ne and hearing it

bounce off the walls. I got a bit of a belt off of that — sort
of an electric shock. But even after we started, Adam was
the only reason we went any further. He'd say, “T think I
know where we can get a gig.” And I'd say, “What's
that?” He’d say, “A place where we can play” I'd say,
“You mean in front of people? But we’re crap” He'd say,
“So are the Sex Pistols” [ Laughs.]

There'd been a precedent for people who couldn’t play.

Yes. You see, the roundabout had just slowed
down enough for us to jump on. Any other time, and
it wouldn’t have worked out. ’Cause before that it
was all the worship of the instrumentalist, and you
had to be able to play. All we had was raw power.
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The acting fell by the wayside. And I got a job as
a petrol-pump attendant so that I could write when
the cars weren’t coming in. But then we had the oil
crisis, and we had these queues for miles, and the
cars just kept coming, so I quit.

Are Edge, Adam and Larry guys you would have chosen
for your friends if you didn’t have the music among you?

No. No. Now I would, but not then.

You claim )tm re socmﬂy mept

P’m very awkward, P'm not a very good pop star. [At
this point, room service knocks. A young g5
six Heinekens, and seeing Bono, he almost drops his tray.
He nervously asks for an autograph and is obliged.]

See, your regal presence totally disarmed this poor guy.
You seem like a perfect pop star.

Well, I don’t feel like a pop star, and I don’t think I
look like one.

What's a pop star supposed to feel like?

Well, I don’t know. But I smagme if you're a pop
star, that you don’t feel like me. If I was a good pop
star, I wouldn’t be telling you about the way I grew up,
because I'd want to keep those things from the public.
I’d want people to believe I just came out of thin air.
Sometimes I wish I were that way. At the moment, ac-
tually, Pm going for bastard lessons.

Where do you begin — Refusing Autographs 1017

Like when the twentieth caller knocks on the door
to my house, I'm just going to tell them, “Fuck off!
Leave me be!” instead of bringing them in for a cup
of tea. Which I do, which is just dumb. I think the
thing I least like about myself is that I'm reasonable.
And being reasonable is a very un-pop-star trait. So
I am taking bastard lessons.

In 1979 you said, "We're determined to achieve a position
where we have atistic freedom and where we can affect people the
and success, and we'll work very bard to get there” So you did,
and now you're bere: pop stars.

It’s true, we did work long and hard to get rid of the
anonyzmtythatwenowrmedmordertohve.zfsanmter—
esting irony. I can remember thinking, back in *77, “Yeah,
we are going to take this all the way” Do other people
think those things? Was it blind faith or just supidity?
And if your dream comes true, is it dangerous to think
that all of your dreams will come oue?

Well, two tragic things can happen: one is to not get what
you want, and the other is to get what you went.

Yeah. But we really haven’t gotten what we want. You
see, we live in a culture where the biggest is often equated
with the best. And now people say we are the biggest
band in the world. So what? That means nothing to me.
No, it must mean something. But our want is to be wor-
thy of the position we've been put in. To be the best — to
make a music that hasn’t been made before. And I don't
know thar we’ll get to that point.

Can you assume it’s even possible to get there, playing to
crowds of 60,000 peaple? Aren’t the limitations imposed on
commumicating to that many people contrary to the notion of ex-
perimentation? In this context you become a “product” no matter
what your intentions.

Weell, live is not the place to experiment U2 has al-
ways been a very different act live than in the studio. Part

of rock & roll is about raw power, and that’s what we are
abour live. In the studio we have experimented, and we
will continue to. I suppose what we’re looking for is a bet-

. ter synthesis of the two.

In the studio you usually build from improvisations, and
yet when you present the material live, it’s very formal,
structured, repetitive.

Yes. U2 live is much more like theater: there is a be-
ginning, a middle and an end. On this last tour, we have
been experimenting with that form more than ever.

I must say, there is a real thrill to being onstage in
front of 50,000 or 60,000 people. The event is much larg-
er than the group and the audience. It’s an amazing thing
to see people united and in agreement, even if only for an
hour and a half.

Does it ever frighten you, seeing that?

No, because I never underestimate the intelligence of
the U2 audience en masse. I actually feel that they know
more about the group than we do.

We were in the audience when the Clash played Dub-
lin. We just got up out of the audience ourselves and
played. So I feel very close to the audience. There’s no
separation in my own mind. And I know if I told them all
to stand on their heads, that they'd tell me where to go.

But you clench your fist in a particular way, and all
60,000 will clench their fists accordingly. Is there not some-
thing within this gesture that ghves you pause?

When a Japanese man bows to another man, and the
other man bows in response, that’s nothing but a sign of
consent. When people respond, or when they sing a song
I’veasked&m1msing,d1zyarejustbehgpanofabig—

ger theatrical event. The idea that they are rather moroni-
caﬂ being lemmings, following Adam, Larry, Edge and
Bonooﬂ:ﬂxeclﬂ’sedgewﬂdwrﬁstsm&mmr does not
pay them enough respect.

But there is a power inberent in your position, and it would
take a certain amount of duplicity or false humility on your
part to suggest that there’s not. And that power . . .

Can be taken advantage of. Maybe.

And you never have intellectual or emotional hesitations
about that kind of power?

That kind? No. There are other kinds of power — the
kinds thar are not seen — that worry me. If you could see
into the dressing rooms and the offices of a lot of bands in
our position, you would see the real abuse of power. Like
making a promoter crawl because you are paying his
wages; like making the road crew wait for four hours be-
cause you are late for a sound check; like the sexual abuse
of people who are turned on by your music. I don’t know
whether I am guilty of all of those. Maybe I am. But that
is the type of power I worry about in rock & roll

On your tour of the States m 1981, you had, for the first
time, people grabbing at you for autographs, and you felt like
a commodity and were quite depressed by the whole “gladia-
tors, dinosaur rock” thing, you called it. And then when the
group first broke through in the States, a few years back, you
said, °T believe in U2 in audiences up to 20,000.” And yet
now you are playing to fifty, sixty, seventy thousand people.

We have to. To do a tour that lasts three years in
length would be the end of us as artists. And to do a short
tour [playing arenas], where we just ignore people and
make them pay scalpers for tickets — I [Cont. on 119]



Baryshnikov

‘Ym a better dancer now —
maybe less sensational —but|
am a smarter dancer.’

[Cont. from 117] sive figure. He’s defi-
nitely a new generation. It was always
unthinkable to have someone so young.
Before, the leaders were all in their sev-
enties, living in paradise behind the
Kremlin walls. But this guy really trav-
els; he sees, talks, functions, takes ac-
tion. The biggest question is, are the
people ready for that kind of change? I
have a suspicion it's going to be tough,
even from a middle-class point of view.

Will you perform in the Soviet Union?

I said I'd come with pleasure, but I'd
like to come with my company. I don’t
think i'll happen in the near future.

Wouldn’t you like to go back while
you're still deancing?

It’s not really necessary. All my films
and tapes are there on the black market
anyway. They’ve seen them all.

The Bolshoi Ballet recently toured
America. Did you see it?

Yes, I saw just one performance of
Giselle, and it was a disaster. I was very
dtsappoml:ed and embarrassed for Rus-
sian ballet. Everything was wrong: terri-
ble sets, dancing, staging, mediocre in-
terpretations, the leading dancers were
talented kids, but kids, no depths. I
thought it was embarrassingly bad. The
Kirov Ballet is in much better shape
from my point of view, although it’s
quite a few steps down.

What’s the biggest misconception
about you?

I really don’t care . . . {laughs} about
people’s misconceptions. I don’t care
anymore what they think about me as a
person. And I'm very happy with that
peace, that I got to the point where I

truly don’t care.

So what got you there?

Probably working for ABT as the
artistic director, where you have every
critic analyzing your efforts all the time.
They can be very patronizing when they
don’t like something; they’re very much
into your policy matters and private life.
My idea is to run the company the way
I know best. I read, and I take criticism
when it comes from people I admire.
Bur if I take it like a knife in the stom-
ach, I wouldn’t have any blood left. I
sometimes make wrong choices, but it’s
my life, and I'd like to be responsible for
my decisions.

Are you a happy person?

Me? Happy? No. No. There are
moments when I'm with my daughter,
when we're playing games, and I for-
get everything and am happy, but in
general, I'm not the happiest person in
the world.

But you've got so much, what keeps you

from contentment?

Possibilities. You create problems
for yourself; you're solving problems.
You think it’s possible; you think it’s
not. Would I do it? Can I do it? No
matter how good you feel, there’s al-
ways the next project. I want to do it
first. Will it be fun? Will it not be
fun? You're too old to do that; you’re
not strong enough to do this. You're
not talented enough to do this, but
that definitely is not your cup of tea.
You don’t have time; you can’t afford
it. It’s endless. Then you get de-
pressed. I wouldn’t know what to do
with myself if I was . . . happy. |

‘All money’s done is remove me

from my friends and family,
which are my lifeblood.’

[Cont. from 48] don’t like it. I've even
said from the stage, “Don’t pay those
prices.” But they do. They will pay
$100 to see U2, and U2 is not worth
$100. So on this tour, we’ve tried to
strike a balance of playing indoors and
Outdoors, 50 t}le ones d’lat rea]ly want to
see us indoors get a chance, and we can
play to other people. I think U2 can ac-
wally do it Peopfe invented the idea of
“stadium acts” — you think of these great

chord-crashing dinosaurs. But Stevie

Wonder is a stadium act, the Beatles
were, Bob Marley was.

Let’s go back to where we started on this,
that is, the sort of public power you are able
to exercise at the moment. You've stated a
number of times that the goal of all U2
songs is to make people think for themselves.

To inspire people to do things for
themselves. To inspire people to think for
themselves. But that’s not why I'm in U2:
I'm in U2 because it inspires me. I'm here
because I couldn’ find work anywhere

else. And the real reasons to be in a rock
& roll band are probably much closer o
ego, and to be onstage and have people
look at you and think you're a great guy.
Those are the real reasons — at least when
you're fifteen and sing into a microphone.
On the way, since that time, we've
thought about what we’re doing — and
we've accepted some of the traditions of
rock & roll and rejected others.

Let me play devil’s advocate: it seems
like standing among an audience of 60,000
people, all singing the same song, can in no
way encourage one to think for oneself.

I disagree. They do think for them-
selves is my point. But the problem is that
in the world we live in, in the West, the
doctrine of personal peace and prosperity
prevails. If you've got a fridge, a car or
two, a vacation once a year, you're okay.
And you'll agree to anything, such as vot-
ing for whoever can preserve this. People
are subject to a lot of influences that at-
tempt to send them to sleep. There is me-
dia. People’s reaction to violence on-
screen: the difference between what is real
on the news and what is surreal on Miami
Vice has become blurred. We are in a
big sleep, where I’m okay, you're
okay. And we don’t ask questions that
have difficult answers.

And if U2 is throwing cold water
over that kind of thinking and people
are waking up — that’s fine. But that’s
not the reason we’re there. We're there
because this is the way we feel about the
world. Now people have to choose: they
go to the supermarket and choose what
brand of cornflakes to buy and what
detergent. They have to make choices.
And U2 is just one choice.

Isn’t there a worry for any serious artist
that he represents just such a choice — that he
is packaged and sold like a detergent, that he
is advertised and marketed in a certain way,
that be is a commodity?

From my point of view, it’s just im-
portant that we’re there, that people
have a choice. We are getting to the
point where the choices are being dic-
tated for us — records are being banned
and choices limited. Rock 8¢ roll in the
Seventies was just completely banal. I
don’t want to put U2 up as the alterna-
tive, but I think it is a good thing that a
song like “With or Without You” was
played on Top Forty radio.

Wihy?

Because I think it is provocative, both
sonically and in what it suggests. When I
was growing up and listening to the radio,
I would hear maybe one song in every
twenty or forty and fifty that I would like,
that I would feel was an alternative to the
music that other people deemed fit to
hear on the radio. That’s why I feel it’s
important that U2 is on the radio, that we
don't leave the radio just to these product-
oriented people. Because there are
groups, just as there are record compa-
nies, who treat music like a tin of beans —

a product to be sold.
And yet U2 is a product. . . .

I don’t think of it that way.

But the record company may, and the
management company must, and the adver
fisers do, and the promoters do, and the radio
programmers do, and the T-shirt and poster
manufacturers do. . . .

And that is why rock & roll is in the
situation it finds itself in in 1987. Be-
cause no longer do fans of music run
the music business. Fans of money run
the music business.

Without being too precious about
U2, let me say 'm learning to accept
T-shirts; what I'm not willing to accept
is bad T-shirts. There are traditions in
rock & roll I am accepting, but what's
important to me is the music. It would
be a trap for me to spend my whole life
fighting a battle about something — my
knuckles would be bleeding from beat-
ing on the walls of the music business —
when really what my fingers should be
wrapped around are the frets of a gui-
tar, trying to write down the way I feel
and make it a song.

In some ways, mtellectually, if's almost a
defeat to be where you are.

Yes. Talk to Miles Davis about it.

Does this thing ever give you the blues?

Yeah. What gives me the blues
more than anything is the glass case that
comes with success in rock & roll. The
one area of control, real control, that we
have is the music, and so everything
must gather around that. And our orga-
nization is set up to protect that. And in
order to do that, you take on some of
the excess baggage of rock & roll — like
a plane — so that you can get home after
a show and see your family and your
friends who you haven’t seen in five
years. And if your motive is to protect
the music, then as far as 'm concerned,
those things are okay.

Let's go back to the glass case.

The glass cage, it could be called.

Now, a lot of it has to do with money,
and because of who you are — what your val-
ues are — you're resistant to even deal with it.

Listen, I felt like a rich man even
when I had no money. I would live off
my girlfriend’s pocket money or the
people on the streec. Money has never
had anything to do with how rich I feel.
But it is almost vile for me to say that
money doesn’t mean anything to me,
because it means a lot to many people.
It means a lot if you don’t have it.

But how do you deal with the fact that
you do have it? You've said in the past, "1
just don’t want to see it,” which sounds kke
the first stage of reacting to anythng that's
traumatic, and that's denial.

Yeah [pauses]. Oh, boy. All money’s
done is remove me from my friends and
family, which are my lifeblood. It has
cut me off. People have said, “You've
changed” But sometimes it’s not you
who has changed but the other people
in their reaction to you. Because they
are worrying about the price of a round
of drinks, and you're not. It’s the butt
end of stardom. And [Cont. on 120}
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‘Rock & roll has always been as
black as a mine — but you could
find a jewel down there that
made it all worthwhile.’

[Cont. from 119] this fits in perfect-
ly with the U2 sourpuss image — you
know, U2 is number one, and they’re
too stupid to enjoy it [laughs].

Well, as W.C. Fields said, “Start off
every day with a smile, and get it over with”
Maybe you're the W.C. Fields of rock.

[Laughs, almost defensively] Well, I do
enjoy being in a number-one band, and
I do enjoy the jet so I can get home
while on tour, and I do enjoy hearing
the record on the radio, so I don’t want
to come across as being down-in-the-
mouth about being number one. I am
on top of the world, it’s just that some-
thing else is on top of me.

Your great couplet from “New Year's
Day” doesi’t only apply on a macro level to
society but on a micro level to the band: "And
s0 we are told this is the golden age/And gold
is the reason for the wars we wage”

Yeah, and I’'m starting to see the val-
ue of being irresponsible. You know,
you read about the excesses of the rock
& roll stars of the Seventies — driving
Rolls-Royces into swimming pools.
Well, that’s better than polishing them,
which is the sort of yuppie pop-star eth-
ic we’ve got in the Eighties [Laughs].

Brian Eno says something interesting
about money. He says that possessions
are a way of converting money into
trouble. You can almost trace the
downfall of some of the great rock &
roll bands by the rise of their consumer-
ism. They were consumed by it. You
can see that when they got fat and set-
tled down, their music wasn’t the same.
And I don’t want that to happen in U2,
*cause it’s the music thar is the center of
our world — and I don’t want that to be
replaced by either, one, material wealth,
or two, the worry about it.

Ifs said that there’s never been a true art-
ist who couldn’t handle failure, but that many
have run aground on the rocks of success.

I suppose I just don’t see U2 as a
success. I just see U2 as a whole list of
failures: the songs we haven’t written
and the concerts we haven’t played. I
don’t know if we will make it through. I
suppose the chances are that we won’t.
But maybe if we know that, we will.

What could stop you? The fact that you
and Edge are the focus musically, and you
are the leader byrically?

It’s true that the two of us are be-
coming more interested in the craft of
songwriting, as opposed to the band’s
overall interest in improvising. But I think
we've gotten it right in the past — there
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are four of us, and we are committed to
that. What would a U2 song be without
Larry playing the drums? “Pride” started
with Larry and Adam. Adam just about
wrote the backing for that.

Do you ever feel limited being in U2?

Well, if you want to be in a band, I
think U2 s the best band to be in. But
sometimes you become restless. You
think, “Wouldn'’t it be interesting to write
a play or a book or to work with Miles
Davis?” Sure. But to be in a band is an
amazing feeling, both in its fraternity and
fun and frolics, as well as its musical
achievement. See, only about ten people
in the world make me really laugh, and
four of them are in the band — including
Paul {[McGuinness}, our manager.

Before “The Joshua Tree, you had an
album in your head you said U2 almost
couldn’t p&:y. Did}ou put a lot on the sﬁe{f
in making “The Joshua Tree’?

We did about thirty songs, so there’s
a lot in gestation. There’s a few records
we still want to make, and maybe some
of these songs will be completed.

Rock & roll, it seems, is caught up in
juvenilia. Relationships are at the level of
sex in the back seat of a Chevrolet.
Now I’m interested in what happens
further down the road — the violence of
love, ownership, obsession, possession,
all these things. And I think rock & roll
is wide-open for a writer who can take it
all down. And take it to the radio.
“With or Without You” is a really
twisted love song, and it’s on the radio.

Let’s go back a few years. During the
“War’ tour, you said that you thought rock
& roll was full of shit, and that you were fed
up with it.

And the question is: Do I sdll think
rock & roll is full of shit? Yes, I do. It
was full of shit then, and it’s stll full of
shit, and it’s always been full of shit. For
me, rock & roll has always been as
black as a mine — but you could find a
jewel down there that made it all worth-
while. At that time, we just didn’t seem
to fit in. I had to ask myself, What is it
about? Elvis Presley shooting at the
television while reading his Bible; Jerry
Lee Lewis believing in God and playing
the devil’s music with his fourteen-year-
old bride at his side; John Lennon at the
peak of his success singing “Help.”
Rock & roll is almost about the confu-
sion. So I see now that there is a place
for my own confusion and my own con-
tradictions — my own desire to do some-
thing relevant with my life, as well as my

own enjoyment of driving down Park
Avenue in a limousine.

I guess I've just accepted the contra-
dictions: being in a privileged position
and writing about those without privi-
lege; being in a positon of having and
writing about those that have not; being
fully employed and writing a song about
unemployment. These are contradic-
tions, and they're awkward at times.

Do you feel lonely?

More and more, over the last years.
I feel cut off. I used to go out the back
of the venues, and there would be some
people hanging around, and we’d chat,
maybe sign some bits of paper and go
back to their places and sleep on the
floor, talk through the night. Or I'd
have people come to my room. One
time I had thirteen people sleeping in
my room, on the floor. Now I go out,
and I don’t know who I can talk to. Pve
got people who want to kill me, people
who want to make love with me, so they
can sell their story to the newspapers,
people who want to hate you or love
you or take a bit of you. So you end up
going back to the hotel and back to
your room, and even if it’s a suite in the
finest hotel, after being onstage in front
of 10,000 or 100,000 people, it’s almost
a prison cell. But, hey, if you can’t stand
the heat in the kitchen, then get out.

But I have fewer friends now than I
did five years ago. I know more people.
I'm a lot of people’s best friend.

Has this made you cynical?

No, I don’t want to be cynical. May-
be lesson number two in How to Be-
come a Bastard will teach me to be cyn-
ical [laughs]. I'm open.

The challenge of your position is, How
do you make it not a prison?

Imagine what it would be like being a
solo performer. At least we've got each
other. We’re a band, a real band. I can al-
ways drag Edge out of bed and talk.

I hardly saw Ali, my wife, for a year.
Nineteen eighty-six was an incredibly
bad year for me. It’s almost impossible
to be married and be in a band on the
road — but Ali is able to make it work.
Then you tell the press that she is her
own person and very smart and not some
dolly girl and that she doesn’t take any
shit from me, and they read into it a mari-
tal breakdown. And I think, “Well, what
sort of women are they married t0?”

Have you thought about having children?

I'm both frightened and excited by it.
I feel just too irresponsible. The kid
would end up being my father. I'm the
sort of guy where the son is sent out to
fetch his dad and bring him home. But I
think Ali would be an amazing mother,
and it might be exciting to see new life.
I’d just be afraid that if it were a boy, it
would turn out like me.

Is Greg Carroll's death the most signifi-
cant thing that's happened to you in the last
few years?

Yes, yes it is. It was a devastating
blow. He was doing me a favor, he was

taking my bike home. {Carroll, a U2 em-
ployee, died in July 1986, at the age of
twenty-six, in a motorcycle accident.}
Greg used to look after Ali. They would
go out dancing together. He was a best
friend. I've already had it once, with my
mother, and now I've had it twice. The
worst part was the fear, and fear is the op-
posite of faith. After that, when the phone
rang, my heart stopped every tme. Now
when I go away I wonder, “Will these
people be here when I get back?” You
start thinking in those terms. We've never
performed “One Tree Hill” {a song
about Carroll’s funeral}, and I can’t. In
fact I haven’t even heard the song, though
I've listened to it a hundred times. T've cut
myself off from it completely. I want to
start singing it SOOmN.

How much of “The Joshua Tree’ was
written after Greg died?

I don’t know.

Because it clearly stands above your other
records in its openness, its willingness to re-
veal and not conceal.

I agree with you. I think so. It’s a
very personal record. Greg’s death
brought us together in a way. That’s
what always happens. It becomes the
family again.

So much of fashionable pop has been
pfefented with Coafness, distance.

It was sad for us in U2 to discover
when we were eighteen that the Sex Pis-
tols were a “good idea” that someone
had thought up. Because when we were
sixteen we had believed in it, we believed
in rock & roll. Often it is a sham. And
it can be entertaining or even enlighten-
ing as that, but that’s not what I like. I
like it to be loose, to laugh at itself.
Turti-frued, yes, but being manipulated
by an artist, no.

There have been times when your work has
not been so revealing. I think one reason some
folks bad problems with “The Unforgettable
Furé' is because some of it seemed not ambigu-
ous but confused, and confusion is imitating,
such as on "Ebis Presley and America”

There is confusion in that. That is
genuinely confused. But we were not at
all confused in making the decision to
put it there. A jazzman could under-
stand that piece. He would just listen to
it. Was it self-indulgent? Yes. But why
not? The Unforgettable Fire was a beauti-
fully out-of-focus record, blurred like an
impressionist painting, very unlike a bill-
board or an advertising slogan. These
days we are being fed a very airbrushed,
advertising-man’s way of seeing the
world. In the cinema, I find myself re-
acting against the perfect cinematogra-
phy and the beautiful art direction — it’s
all too beautiful, too much like an ad.
And all the videos have the same beauty
and the beautiful shadows and .. .

Your videos, too!

Yeah. And if I had made a fim a few
weeks ago, it might look like that. But
something is happening in me that makes
me want to find a messier, less-perfect

beauty. I'd like to see [Cont. on 122]



‘Beforel gota chance to think
about it, | had a large knife in
my hands that | took from the
kitchen. And that sickened me.’

[Cont. from 120] things more raw.

Is it harder to please yourself now? Are
you tougher on the lyrics?

I used to see words as music and my
voice as an instrument. It was the sound
of the words as much as the sense that
interested me. The way they bumped
against each other, not necessarily their
meaning, The idea of a couplet I think I
discovered about two years ago, talking
with Elvis Costello. But my writing at best
is still sort of subconscious. “Running to
Stand Sdll” is pretty much as I wrote it
the first time, as a sort of prose poem.

You take a stance against cliché, and yet
there are clichéd tmages throughout “The Josh-
ua Tree Through the storm we reach the
shore, mountains crumble, rivers nun to the sea.

Yes. I was rooting around for a sense
of the traditional and then trying to twist it
a bit. That's the idea of “I Sall Haven’t
Found What P'm Looking For”

But there are other places where clichés
are used without the sense of wrony they have
in that song, and they just come across as
stock images or metaphors, whereas a few
albums ago, before you had developed as a
byricist, they wouldn’t have been noficed.

Umm. There are two rival instincts
in me as a word writer. One is an inter-
est in writing subconsciously, almost in
a half sleep, which is the way I wrote
“One Tree Hill.” And the other in-
stinct is a desire not to be self-indulgent
and not to use clichés the way rock &
roll music has always used them. The
Beatles were experts at it, every single
song: “Please Please Me,” “The Long
and Winding Road.”

Do you think ifs more important to be
good or to be onginal?

I think it is more important to be
good. But rock & roll is at its most ex-
citing when it's pushing at the parame-
ters a bit. When it stands stll for too
long, it gets stagnant.

Hewe you ever felt dry? Like you were op-
erating in a closed loop of your own devices
and had nothing new to say or a way to say ?

No. When I was at school, I re-
member we were talking about William
Butler Yeats and the different periods in
his life. And the teacher told us about a
period when he felt he had nothing left
to say, and how this often happens to
poets. I said, “Yeah, but why didn’t he
write about the fact that he had nothing
left to say?” And that is what I have al-
ways done — started with what I feel. As
it says in the Bible, know the truth, and
the truth will set you free.
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You’re never frustrated with your own
limitations?

I'm so undisciplined and untidy, and
the everyday doings of my life are such
a mess, that I get frustrated. I write on
the bus, on the backs of cigarette pack-
ets or on the table mats in restaurants
and lose them. I lost a song I wrote with
Bob Dylan, in the early-morning hours
after a gig in L.A., during our last tour.
I’ve got to own up to being a writer and
just write. So now I'm trying to develop
the craft of songwriting, so that what I
do neither dries up nor blows up in my
face. And all of us are committed to
thrashing about in the studio.

Do you think you've gotten past shouting
now — and are finally a singer?

I'm becoming a singer, I think. 'm
not a soul singer yet, but I think I've got
soul. We may not be accomplished mu-
sicians, we are raw, but I think all I want
is that soul. Because, now, as we listen
to Coltrane, if that didn’t have soul, I
wouldn’t listen to it. ’'m not impressed
by the jazzman’s technical ability, but
rather I'm impressed by the way he can
use his skill to tell a story, to create a
mood, to make me believe. That’s the
ability to reveal and not conceal, and
that’s what I want.

You heave been insisting in interviews all
through this tour that you take the music se-
riously, but not yourself. It's almost defensive,
as if in this age if's not cool to take yourself
too seriously. Why the dichotorny?

It’s just that we have this image of
po-faced young men. Severe and seri-
ous. Like the album covers. I mean, are
these guys too stupid to enjoy their suc-
cess? Don’t these guys ever go down to
the pub or take the piss out of each oth-
er? Of course we do. There is a some-
what unbalanced impression of U2, and
that’s where that comment comes from.

If's my suspicion that you do take yourself
rather seriously. What's wrong with that?
This is the age of Lite beer and lite music
and lite politics, so why be defensive about
being heavy?

I have to be careful that people don’t
manipulate our public image into some-
thing we’re not. When we come off-
stage, we're just four guys in the dress-
ing room. I think it’s okay to be serious
as long as you're not boring,

Well, if you don’t live it, it won't come
out of your horn.

Is that a jazz phrase? I understand it.
See, I'm a guy with no midrange. I'm
all bottom and all top, emotionally. I let

people take advantage of me way past
the point others let people go. But when
1 break, I really break. Watch out.

So your “reasonableness” is a defense
against losing it?

Yeah, and I'm sick of it. It leads me
to make a lot of bad decisions. I just
wish I could be a little more testy or
say, “Stop,” to someone who is doing
something I don’t like. I put up with it.
There are some hilarious examples of
this. When I first got married, I put up
with an alcoholic house painter for two
weeks, who painted rooms in the colors
he wanted — but then he painted the
front door siber. I told him, “T don’t like
silver.” He said, “Everybody is going
for the chrome-door look.” At which
point I took him and all his paints and
threw them out of the house.
has come to surround you — that you are some
sort of savior for Irish youth, or some kind of
quasi-political, quasi-religious figure to your
fans in the States? How do you deal with this?

[Long pause] Oh, boy. I don’t have
an answer to that. But I know that I
have to find the answer. On one level,
it’s exciting. Amnesty International dou-
bled its membership because of that
tour. But it’s not so exciting having a
psychopath call you up day after day be-
cause he thinks you're left-wing polit-
cally. Writing a song is one thing, but a
song can’t save anybody’s life.

You're talking about the differences between
art and action. Can you tmagme a time or a
condhtion where you would feel the need to put
down the guitar and pick up a gun?

You mean, is there a point where in-
stead of singing about apartheid you
should be on the street demonstrating?
Should you be tying yourself to the gates
of the South African embassy? I don’t
think an artist has that responsibility; his
responsibility is to his art, ultimately.

Don’t you feel an artist’s responsibility,
above and beyond bis art, is ultimately to bis
fellow human beings?

I need a few comnflakes before I an-
swer that. [Eats out of the box] No great-
er love has a man than he shall lay down
his life for his friends. Who said that?

“You can get much farther with a kind
word and a gun than you can with a kind
word alone” Who said that?

[Laughs} It wasn’t Jesus.

It was Al Capone. Come on, Bono, lef’s
say you were around in the Forties instead of
the Eighties. I¥'s one thing to write songs
about how the Third Reich s in general a
bad idea, and i's another thing to fight it.
What would you have done?

You have to give me a few weeks
before I can answer that.

Is it all war you oppose, or is there any-
thing that you would fight for?

For instance, would I defend my
home and my country? Would I defend
my family with violence? [Pauses ] Two
guys once walked by the door of a
beach house where I was staying. They
were wearing green berets and carrying

rifles. They just came down the drive-
way. They did not look like policemen.
It was just after “Sunday Bloody Sun-
day,” so I didn’t know what was hap-
pening. And before I got a chance to
think about it, I had a large knife in my
hands that I took from the kitchen. And
that sickened me, because I felt like a
hypocrite. But that was natural instinct.
That’s all I can tell you. That’s about as
far as I've gotten on this one. This is a
very interesting question, and I don’t
have an answer for it.

Okay, let's broach the frequently covered
but still murky subject of your relationships to
religion and spiituality.

Well, religion has torn this country
apart. I have no time for it, and I never
felt a part of it. I am a Christian, but at
times I feel very removed from Christian-
ity. The Jesus Christ that I believe in was
the man who tumed over the tables in the
temple and threw the money-changers out
— substitute TV evangelists if you like.
There is a radical side to Christianity that
I am attracted to. And I think without a
commitment to social justice, it is empty.
Are they putting money into AIDS re-
search? Are they investing in hospitals so
the lame can walk? So the blind can see?
Is there a commitment to the poorly fed?
Why are people left on the side of the
road in the United States? Why, in the
West, do we spend so much money on

the arms race instead of wiping
out malaria, which could be eradicated
given ten minutes’ worth of the world’s
arms budget? To me, we are living in the
most un-Christian times. When I see
these racketeers, the snake-oil salesmen
on these right-wing television stations,
asking for not your $20 or your $50 but
your $100 in the name of Jesus Christ, I
Just want to throw up.

And your religious background and edu-
cation in Ireland?

In Ireland we get just enough reli-
gion to inoculate us against it. They
force-feed you religion to the point
where you throw it up. It’s power. It’s
about control: birth control, control
over marriage. This has nothing to do
with liberation.

And what's a Christian to do about liber-
ation? Social action?

Well, I am not sitting here with
flowers in my hair, chanting away. I do
have responsibilities, and actions speak
louder than words. That's why I don’t
feel guilty about the money we’ve made.
I sometimes feel embarrassed, but not
guilty. I am in a situation where the ac-
tions sometimes do not equal the words,
and I would like them to. Charity is a
very private thing.

What about liberation theology, which
promotes social action on behalf of the poor?

I think the danger of liberation the-
ology is that it can become a very mate-
rial ethic, too material. But I am really
inspired by it. I was in the Churchof St.
Mary of the Angels, where liberation
theology has a base, [Cont. on 127]
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[Cont. from 122} in Nicaragua. I did
not like the romanticization of the revo-
lution that I found there. Because I
think there is no glory in dying a bloody
death. I attended a mass, and the priest
asked all those who had lost a loved one
for the revolution, fighting the contras or
whatever, to stand and come forward
and call out the name of your loved one.
And all these people stood, and called
the names one by one, including sons
and daughters. And with each name the
congregation would cry, “Presente!” —
meaning they are present. It was amaz-
ing to see such solidarity. If you are not
committed to the poor, what is religion?
It’s a black hole.

Lef's get more mundane here. Where are
you going next — film, theater, other music,
writing?

The most exciting of all those possi-
bilities is to see where U2 can go. I'd
like to see if I can stretch U2 to take
words that I am hearing. I'm really ex-
cited about being in the band, and in
fact, this is the first time all four of us
have been excited about being in the
band at the same time. The key for us
as a band is to reinvent ourselves.

Despite your mterest in the band, are there
other things you're mterested m pursuing?

The fact is, there are very few
things I am not interested in. I am a
very curious man.

I am writing 2 play with one of my
best friends, Gavin Friday, who is a per-
formance-artist-singer-writer. We're writ-
ing a play called Melt Head. I'm interest-

ed in theater, in Irish theater and

Brechtian theater and Kurt Weill's music.
I've a whole pile of writing I may one

day publish, just bits and pieces. I also

painted during The Joshua Tree. A friend

and I are having a show together in a
Dublin gallery. But instead of paintings, I
am going to show some photos I took the
last week I was in Ethiopia — because I
want to keep the awareness of that alive.

There is also a project I am interested
in writing or co-writing with Edge, which
would be like a play to be filmed As far
as acting, Pve turned down a few roles. I
find it hard to look at myself on the televi-
sion, much less a big screen, and yet, if
the right role tumed up, I'd take it I'm
interested in the menlity of violence; ter-
rorism interests me. Because it’s the ev-
eryday Holocaust of our times. The idea
that wo IRA men were blown up be-
cause they stood too close to the bomb
they had set — because they wanted to see
ﬂ!emmage—!sbeyondm‘ymderstand
ing, and I'm fascinated by it Terrorists
are ordinary men who have the ability to
take the lives of other ordinary men be-
cause of the way they see the world. I am
talking about the ability to knock at the
door of a man’s house in Belfast, and
when he answers the door, to shoot him
ten times in the head in front of his chil-
dren. This is something that I would like
to understand. I think I could play the
part of a terrorist.

Avre you ever at peace with yourself?

’m happy to be unhappy. I'll always
be a bit restless, I suppose. I still haven’t
found what I'm looking for [laughs].
Let’s go for a ride in the car, okay? M

Boy George

‘l was miserable, says George,
‘and | was attracting misery.’

[Cont. from 93 ] Buddhism that if you do
bad things, you have bad karma)” says
George. “T was miserable, and I was at-
tracting misery and pain.”

THE GATE TO GEORGE’S HAMPSTEAD
house is buzzed open. The house lies
at the end of a path that borders an
immaculate Japanese garden, com-
plete with running stream. Bonnie
Lippel opens the door. She is wear-
ing a T-shirt that reads, LEAVE THE
BOY ALONE.

Inside the house — decorated in a
kind of pop-art-meets-old-money style
— Lippel leads the way past a huge
glass case filled with Japanese Kabuki
dolls and a wall full of photo-realist
paintings, gold and platinum records,
religious icons and the occasional
photo of a male body. There is a
framed front page from the Daily Mir-

ror with the headline “WHAT A RaT! 1
WILL DESTROY BOY GEORGE FOR
-Slo,ooo” SAYS ‘PAL’ MARILYN. George
is waiting in the sitting room, which
also serves as his music room. On a
bookshelf rests an immense coffee-ta-
ble volume entitled The Image Makers:
Sixty Years of Hollywood Glamour.

As he lights yet another cigarette,
the late-morning light coming through
huge bay windows that look out on his
rear garden, he is asked how, in light
of his previous lies to the media, he can
now be trusted. For a moment his face
reflects discomfort. Then, in his most
sincere, slightly exasperated, just-
short-of-cracking voice, George says,
“I think I've been as honest as I can
be with you. You’ve been around,
you’ve seen what I'm like. I’m not
playacting. My life is not a floor show
for you.” |

Classified Advertising

Announcements

Free Promotional Albums

COMNCERT TICKETS, STEREOS ETC. INFOR-
mation, Barry Publications, 477 82nd St, Brooklyn,
INY 11209.

DANTE PAVONE, FAMOUS VOICE THERA-
pist and teacher accepts those with vocal problems.
Damaged voices, nodes, polyps, pitch, breathing prob-
lems treated. Auditions, consultations. Professionalism,
stability required. Pop method. (617) 423-7581, after
12PM.

Autos For Sale

IS IT TRUE...JEEPS FOR $44 THROUGH THE
government? Call for facts! 1-312-742-1142 Ext. 4604.

Books & Publications

BACKSTREETS: THE ALL-BRUCE SPRING-
steen magazine. : §12 year; current issue
$3.50 Box 51225-H, Seaule, WA 98115. 206-728-
9037.

T-SHIRTS FROM THE FAR SIDE, BLOOM
County and more! Free Catalog. ComicShirts, 1925
Creekwood Drive, Fr. Collins, CO 80525.

Collector’s ltems

MONKEES, BEATLES, HENDRIX,
Stones. LPs/films/memorabilia!!! $1.00 for
64-page catalog! ’60’s Memories, Box
90817, Honolulu, Hawaii 96835.

SPECIAL JOHN LENNON LIMITED EDI-
don graphics at the Apple Gallery. 1-914-679-6884.
Thursday-Monday 12-5. MC/Visa.

ROCK/TEEN MAGAZINES (1955-1987). 200-
page catalog §2.00. Henkel, 28 Orchard St., Ridgefield
Park, NJ 07660.

Colleges

TERMPAPER ASSISTANCE. 15,278 PAPERS
available! 306-page catalog—rush §$2.00. Research,
11322 Idaho, #206-RE, Los 90025. Or, call
TOLL FREE (800) 351-0222 Exc. 22. In California
(213) 477-8226.

Bumperstickers

"HOW'S MY DRIVING? CALL 1-800-EAT-
SH*T™ (Censored). Only $1.50. Free List. BMC, Box
3041, N. Conway, NH 03860.

Business Opportunities

EARNINGS UNLIMITED! MAIL QUR BUR-
glar alarm advertisements from home! RBM Merchan-
dising, Box 59314, Chicago, IL 60659.

BUMPERSTICKER PRINTER. CHEAP, SIM-
ple, Portable. Free Details. Bumper, Box 22791(SH),
Tampa, FL 33622.

Card of Thanks

THE FAMILY OF BOUDLEAUX BRYANT,
composer and author, gratefully acknowledges and ap-
preciates the many flowers, cards, telephone calls, dona-
tions made to charitable organizations in Boudleauxs
name, and other kind expressions of sympathy expressed
by our many friends during the recent illness and pass-
ing of our loved one. Due to the great volume of condo-
lences received, we will be unable to thank each person-
ally, but each one of you will be held in our hearts
forever. You have made this sadness much easier
bear. DAINE, DEL and FELICE BRYANT.

Clothing

KALSO® EARTH® SHOES, BOOTS, SAN-
dals! Free catalog! Shoeworks, 3930 South Troost,
Tulsa, OK 74105. CALL FREE: (800) 247-9943.

RADICAL CHRISTIAN T-SHIRTS. SAMPLE

$5.00 (SMLXL). Free Catalog. The Two Edged
Sword, Box 613-RO, Eureka, CA 95502.

CORONA BEER T-SHIRTS/TANK TOPS.
White, SM/L/XL. §9.95 + $1.50. Tomal Enterprises,
1976 Garnet Ave., #5747, San Diego, CA 92109. Al-
low 2-4 weeks.

GO INTERNATIONAL! OVER 60 FOREIGIN
University T-Shirts & Swearshirts available. Send for
free color brochure. Room 1615-R, 407 S. Dearborn,
Chicago, IL 60605.

NEW CATALOG: ROCK TYE-DYES CON-
cert Swearshirts. Jerseys. Memorabilia. Rush $1.00 (re-
fundable). LT.S,, 968 Emerald, #109-R10, San Diego,
CA 92109.

"LET’S FACE IT, OLLIE'S AN ASS”. QUALITY
T’s w/caricature. $10.95. Hortonio T’s, Box 452, Mar-
stons Mills, MA 02648.

TERMPAPER ASSISTANCE CATALOG
listing over 17,000 papers available! — Rush $2.00, Re-
search, 407 S. Dearborn, #1605RS, Chicago, IL
60605 or CALL TOLL FREE 1-800-621-5745 Ext.
10.

WHICH COLLEGES MAXIMIZE INCOME?
Choosing wealth. Free information. Choices-D-17, Box
246, South Orange, INJ 07079,

Fads

KUWAITI FLAGS ONLY $6.95! SUITABLE
for your car’s antenna. Check/M.O.: Big Breakfast, Box
2099, Cambridge, MA 02238,

Fan Clubs

BEATLES “HELP” OR "QUADROPHENIA”
on VHS $15.00. BMW T-Shirts, §10.00. Catalog
$2.00. Box 8691, Cols, GA 31908,

LED ZEPPELIN LIVES! REUNION UP-
date/newsletter. Classified, rare information & much
more. Send $2.00 to: ZOSO, 1390 Marker St., Suite
2115, San Francisco, CA 94102.

PEE WEE HERMAN - THE SURFIN’ BIRD.
Tank Tops - §9.95, T-Shirts - $10.00, Swearshirts -
$16.95. SWAGO, Box 6235, Hollywood, FL 33081.

DAVID LETTERMAN FAN CLUB. JUMBO
Club Package just §7: 2120 NE 204th St., Miami, FL
33179.

SPUDS MACKENZIE THE ORIGINAL PARTY
Animal. T-Shirts $9.95. Sweatshirts $16.95, Baseball
Has §7.95, Boxer Shorts §10. M. Bubble T-Shirts -
#9.95. Sweatshirts - §16.95. Lieberbaum, 3930 IN. 56th
Ave., #307, Hollywood, FL 33021.

LATE NIGHT WITH DAVID LETTERMAN
T-Shirs $10.00, Sweatshirts $17.95, Baseball Shirts
$15.00, Baseball Hars $8.00, Boxer shores $10.00,

rstickers $2.00. Specify Swes. Holland, Box
70753, Fr. Lauderdale, FL 33307-0753.

Fireworks

F]REW 'ORKS!-MOST SPECTACULAR SE-
LECTION of Class C Fireworks in America! Low,
wholesale prices plus bonus merchandise and other
specials. Exclusive 44-page color catalog only $1.00
good toward first purchase. Blue Angel Fireworks, Box
26, Dept. RC1210, Columbiana, OH 44408 Void
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