THE LYRICS
1961-2012

by Bob Dylan
Copyright © 2016 by Bob Dylan

First published 2016 by Simon & Schuster, Inc., New York.
This Japanese edition published 2020
by Iwanami Shoten, Publishers, Tokyo
by arrangement with Simon & Schuster, Inc., New York,
through The Wylie Agency (UK), Ltd., London



The Lyrics 1961-1973

m &

ENGRYINA -
Bob Dylan

7“/'._m./||“l~/.._m.7.__}/l_7~/ &
The Freewheelin’ Bob Dylan

TEBRLore
The Times They Are A-Changin’

136

RARE—-PYL-RDNEN-TRTIND
Another Side of Bob Dylan

190

NOAKAD TR Lofo—R DN K=
Bringing It All Back Home

238

iii



WS IvDHY S
Highway 61 Revisited

286

“7D~/HP..Z~/ .“7D~/HP
Blonde on Blonde

328

John Wesley Harding

0

RADINADYRA-KRYIDYN S
Nashville Skyline

PAINF=—LAVL §

Self Portrait

ROSKREEL 2
New Morning

Bl (B¢ —KXNLIh—NK)

The Basement Tapes

AUD—pegde Z
Pat Garrett & Billy the Kid

(=}
o0
o

462



™INND L DHNDK
Planet Waves

526

BN NN <~

The Lyrics 1974-2012

HSE &M\ KLD>—2L.D-R\
KO=LANvNRONDNPNDLENCNTTD LN NN
SANYIR2AHANLYR =A™ AN L ADL - O=TR DN
PN TN PN = P=AN="RARN®R= P ADL. KR\
BVL-RDLARN MY NENIND RN L PINLN RN B -IKN
LDEP— K= IDNNIRNEK <



KES 11O T HCELEN - INTINNIIER L O o0 0 S f2

The Lyrics 1961-2012 " EREZWCERONL-2Q\04=°

SHOUN—2 AN - N — KU BB QI EnE 87
HRQRELLEOPY VRVLORN TSI L [HEEE] QW S’
SR RO N2 IRKTES 2O Lk TN AR R0

| BERNL S eI R QoW 4°



THE LYRICS 1961-1973






Bob Dylan

RT-F15>

—a—-3-V%E3
bbbt 158X

@ IBMINERT B HEAD & Ve

E¥DOW¥, Za1—-3—2v-492

NTPI)/T EIZvIDEBREEDITN-R
ETHVDEETI«)— NA 7ML D
TT7oR=ATIW=Z BADNF—=K TEEIhDE
AV N—FDIEEEEBITIN-R " IAYRTFAIVDIE,
KitzBEATREE T EHERHTRIATVS
BWEHLOME EEDPAE T — =
BOMBTF MREBEHILKLAEDOFE
RFIWRFEDLIMDNTYR  BLLTEIDIERHTh,
BRHUZR ZADSH o

E—-0O--7NV—Z BRBIEOVT 21 L,

KT F45oNDZ1—F-UV X 55,/
F=eF—=N=ed= /93T F90 E5IL

Talking New York /
Song to Woody

additional early lyrics

Hard Times in New York Town /

Talking Bear Mountain Picnic Massacre Blues /

Rambling, Gambling Willie / Standing on the Highway /
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Hero Blues / Tomorrow Is a Long Time /
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B ig City Blues by [$ob Dglen 1961

cv }
;L‘ been thinkin' a out you derlind

You been on my mind

But i cant stgy long in thls here towin
I ain't the settlin' kind

R'ar;.n is cresnin on the rool:

i Bootuawé(ﬁw%*%
Go% to keep movin' on ST
You know 3k got Lo &o €.

Goin' to New York eity

Gonna find my way

Gonna play in the bigzest nightclu
underneath the, lights of ol Broazdway

Heerd lots” & things about that big town
Heard the streets are — gold
Gonne dig me up & hrick teke it to the Lank
gonna roll, Jelly rell
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Talking New York

Ramblin’ outa the wild West

Leavin’ the towns I love the best
Thought I'd seen some ups and downs
"Til I come into New York town
People goin’ down to the ground
Buildings goin’ up to the sky

Wintertime in New York town

The wind blowin’ snow around

Walk around with nowhere to go
Somebody could freeze right to the bone
I froze right to the bone

New York Times said it was the coldest winter in seventeen years
I didn’t feel so cold then
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I swung onto my old guitar

Grabbed hold of a subway car

And after a rocking, reeling, rolling ride
I landed up on the downtown side
Greenwich Village

I walked down there and ended up

In one of them coffee-houses on the block
Got on the stage to sing and play

Man there said, “Come back some other day
You sound like a hillbilly

We want folk singers here”

Well, I got a harmonica job, begun to play
Blowin” my lungs out for a dollar a day

I blowed inside out and upside down

The man there said he loved m’ sound

He was ravin’ about how he loved m’ sound
Dollar a day’s worth
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And after weeks and weeks of hangin’ around
I finally got a job in New York town

In a bigger place, bigger money too

Even joined the union and paid m’ dues

Now, a very great man once said

That some people rob you with a fountain pen

It didn’t take too long to find out

Just what he was talkin’ about

A ot of people don’t have much food on their table
But they got a lot of forks 'n’ knives

And they gotta cut somethin’

So one mornin’ when the sun was warm
I rambled out of New York town
Pulled my cap down over my eyes

And headed out for the western skies
So long, New York

Howdy, East Orange
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Song to Woody

I'm out here a thousand miles from my home
Walkin’a road other men have gone down

I'm seein’ your world of people and things

Your paupers and peasants and princes and kings

Hey, hey, Woody Guthrie, I wrote you a song
‘Bout a funny ol’ world that’s a-comin’ along
Seems sick an’ it’s hungry, it’s tired an’ it’s torn
It looks like it’s a-dyin’ an’ it’s hardly been born

Hey, Woody Guthrie, but I know that you know

All the things that I'm a-sayin’ an’ a-many times more

I'm a-singin’ you the song, but I can’t sing enough

’Cause there’s not many men that done the things that you've done
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Here’s to Cisco an’ Sonny an’ Leadbelly too

An’ to all the good people that traveled with you
Here’s to the hearts and the hands of the men

That come with the dust and are gone with the wind

I'm a-leavin’ tomorrow, but I could leave today
Somewhere down the road someday

The very last thing that I'd want to do

Is to say I've been hittin’ some hard travelin’ too

Hard Times in New York Town

Come you ladies and you gentlemen, a-listen to my song
Sing it to you right, but you might think it's wrong

Just a little glimpse of a story I'll tell

‘Bout an East Coast city that you all know well

It’s hard times in the city

Livin’ down in New York town
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Old New York City is a friendly old town

From Washington Heights to Harlem on down

There’s a-mighty many people all millin’ all around

They'll kick you when you’re up and knock you when you’re down
It’s hard times in the city

Livin’ down in New York town

It’s a mighty long ways from the Golden Gate
To Rockefeller Plaza 'n’ the Empire State
Mister Rockefeller sets up as high as a bird
Old Mister Empire never says a word

It’s hard times from the country

Livin’ down in New York town

Well, it’s up in the mornin’ tryin’ to find a job of work
Stand in one place till your feet begin to hurt

If you got a lot 0’ money you can make yourself merry
If you only got a nickel, it’s the Staten Island Ferry
And it’s hard times in the city
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