
My state is known for its barbecue. For the sauce. The flavor. Staple southern cooking.  
 
I grew up, in back yards on summer after noons 
Cookouts.  
Mac and greens. Biscuits and gravy.  
With plates full of family recipes and front yard football games. Contested catches, while classic 
music bumpin in the background, having to do the dishes afterwards.  
 
Carolina Character.  
If we weren't in the field, we were in the kitchen.  
Cooking and cleaning.  
See my people. Are an eating people.  
 
There is nothing that brings us together like food.  
Cause my state, is always trying to tear us apart.  
Always in a state of disrepair.  
I've seen whole neighborhoods disappear like those old summer days.  
My people. Keep drowning in a wave of rebuilding.  
Like they don't notice the how we made castles from their scraps  
 
How we turned your spite into treasure 
Or do you only like our magic when you can swallow it. After you douse it in sauce. 
 
Black people are known for alchemy. Turning anything into gold. We create healing out of 
everything they tossed aside. So now they leave nothing behind.  
 
That's why my state, is known for starving. For empty fields and emptier stomachs.  
⅕ children go hungry here.  
⅓ if they're black.  
 
Known for stealing. Restaurants like cookouts.  
Trying to sell our experience back to us.  
Like they could ever compare.  
Like it ain’t our sweat that paves the streets.  
Most people on minimum wage gotta slave to eat. 
 
 
And those in control have never tried to fix the flaws in this food chain. More focused on moving 
our neighborhoods out the way in the name of their new progress.  
 
 
 
They don't have to tell us we don't matter.  



That's Carolina Character. 
Treating us like we're only good for the kitchen, or the fields.  
Condemning people to fields, but not the food flowing from it.  
 
Southern hospitality.  
They way they don't have to say they still hate sharing lunch counters with us.  
Actions speak louder than words. 
 
 
 
And these people. Have always been hard to break bread with.  
Ask the native americans.  
Or every nigga picked at picnics, to be strung up,  
Set on fire, and left for the town to see.  
it's a hard sight to swallow. 
Carolina Barbeque 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Constant reminders that the only time they  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Their is magic in this land. We planted it here.  
 
 
My state is known for its barbecue.  
For our sauce. For our dining, Carolinas finest.  
 
 
 
Barbecue.  
 



Cross burnings and picnics.  
 
Cookouts.  
 


