

(To the tune of Vanilla Ice’s super hit of the early 90’s, “Ice, Ice Baby”)

Antebellum, Antebellum…

All right, stop picking cotton and listen.

Eli’s back with a brand new invention.

Something grabs a hold of the fibers,

Takes out the cotton seed daily and nightly.

“Will it ever stop? Yo’, I don’t think so!

Put it in the gin, and we’ll grow.

To the extreme, we’ll add some cash to our net growth,

Light up The South like a flame to a candle…

Dance and watch the economic boom.

Wealth is poring in and reform is coming soon.

Ready and looking forward to the future.

Anything less than progress is a felony.

Love it or leave it, we got a new name.

And this little saying ain’t just a catch phrase.

GA is the “Empire State of The South.”

And, if you Yanks don’t like it, you can shut yo’ mouth!

Antebellum, in GA, Antebellum…

Antebellum, in GA, Antebellum….

Now that the cotton is flowing,

Like a boat or a float on a river, ya’ll know it!

Quick to build factories and mills for textiles

Gettin’ mad cash, man ya’ll know we go wild!

Find em’, in Macon along The Fall Line.

I go crazy when I hear running water…

Picking up speed, and giving power to plants.

We’re on a roll, it’s time to get loco…

Rolling, in my locomotive, 

With the coal shoveled in, so the engine can go.

Turnpikes on standby, and though the cost was so high…

Did we stop? No we just rolled,

We kept on pursuing our next plan

Within 8 years, we connected the whole state, man.

Our game was hot, yo’ 

So we continued to Alabama in 1853.

By 1860, Atlanta was a major center.

Linking up The South, man, ya’ll know we we’re a winner.

Others jealous, cause we addin’ mo’ cities -

Macon, Rome, Atlanta, Columbus, and Athens.

Yanks just laugh and say they’re small.

Those chumps in The North acting like “a-bols.”

Angry, cause we addin’ more slaves

Gettin’ powerful, they hatin’ on our game.

Anti-slavery rallies, riots, and books,

Making planters give dirty looks.

Plantation to plantation, packing slaves in

Trying to treat ‘em real good, man it ain’t no sin

Paternalism is the way we play

But some planters hit, yell, whip, and slay

Yanks see it as a problem and want to stop its spread,

Make us change, I don’t think so, we’d rather be dead.

Antebellum, in GA, Antebellum…

Antebellum, in GA, Antebellum….

Take heed, ‘cause most whites don’t own slaves.

Less than half choose to play that game

In our state, 2 out of 3 own just a few.

Enough to chop wood, clean up, and cook stew.

Only 1 family has 500 slaves.

I bet they think they have it made.

They’re much better off than the yeomen and poor whites.

The latter steals food, is dirty…just a gross sight!

Shacks looking like whack, workin’ less than any group,

Yeo-men independent, strong…like troops.

In 2010, they’d be the “middle class.”

Keep working hard, on the ladder they’ll pass…

Other up and comings who want the best. 

Tryin’ to do better than all the rest.

And if there is a problem, yo’ we’ll solve it.

No national government needed…we got it.

Antebellum, in GA, Antebellum…

Antebellum, in GA, Antebellum….

Yo’ man – Let’s go read the almanac. Word to the farmers!

Antebellum, we grow, we grow. Antebellum, ya’ll know, ya’ll know…

Antebellum, just leave us alone. Antebellum, we in the zone…
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