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New York drowned my heart beat

In a syncopated pace

Taught me how to bend my knee

Like a drunk man sayin' grace

Oh she kept those lights of Broadway

just a shinin' in my eye,
Till the Saints of 42nd street

They lost their will to try

But I wasn't born in New York City

In New York I won't die

Fell down on a ferry

goin' Staten Island way

Must have frightened Lady Liberty

‘Cause she almost flew away

But the ghosts on Ellis Island

They all begged that she would stay.

So I guess she changed her mind

Baby keep your torch held high

But I wasn't born in New York City

In New York I won't die
Oh can you give me shelter

Oh can you shape this storm

Oh can you Hold me close and

Give me hope to carry on, carry on

I came here as a pauper

But no rag could I find

To build myself a fortress

so I built one in my mind

But when my lips kissed concrete

A certain benediction did I find

When you find your feet of clay

Learned to drink red wine and grace

But I wasn't born in New York City

In New York I won't die
Oh can you give me shelter

Oh can you shape this storm

Oh can you Hold me close and

Give me hope to carry on, carry on
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