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Zus Abilene, Abilene, prettiest town I've ever seen, A
#
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Folk's there don't treat you mean, in Abilene, my Abilene.
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%oft brown eyes, chestnut hair, like ,an angel standin! there,

A’) makin' people st8 and stare, in A 1fene, mgf Abi ene 07

G don't know, (%ut ‘It've been told, get your lovint! 1for you g_e:t- too ol

P\ 1gh toned woman aint't07ot no soul, they treat you mean. ‘fﬁé/%n-e 07
¢

Q Saddest thinglﬁ've ever seen, day I caught the 1éwo nin%een,

P\']Watched you wait, andlllost a dream, in A ilene, my AbilZne. /)7
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Ain't no fun, Gowmnin' 'round, One thing Baby,g_that Itve f%und,
Man's own cryint is 4%9 lonely sound, oh Abilene, “my Abil%Zne. 47
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I sit alone most every night, watch those trains mgve out of sight;
THow T xg(ish they wereﬁ%arrying me; back to Abi ne]:l?‘frv Abi ney 7
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(’Cr’-owded city ainft @q?)thin' free,, nothin' in this %rld for me,
mSo I'11 beDReadin? home, to Abilene, gﬁy Abilene. (Chorus:
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