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Way down in Alabama, close to the Florida line

Where we used to go, and buy that Florida wine

I was brought up in the country, and lived the simple life

Where a man worked the land all day

And came home to his wife

And once a year at Christmas, he’d get a little out of hand

But that was to be expected, after all he’s just a man

Grandaddy worked the land, with a mule and plow

His sons’ have taken over, and they use tractors now

Daddy worked the land, in a truck out on the road

Always headed somewhere, always one more load

With diesel in his blood, and whites in his eyes

He can’t come home to stay

The truck driver never dies

And mama always worried, what would happen to her kids

And I know she often wondered

‘bout some of the things we did

Like the time that I got drunk, and spent the night in jail

I sure learned my lesson, that night was a livin’ hell

And you did more for us, than we could ever ask

When I look back I see now

What a hard, hard task

Way down in Alabama, close to the Florida line

Where the livin’ ain’t real easy

But damn the living’s fine.

