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Mama from the Crescent City, daddy rolled the dice
Left a daughter in the Delta to pay a different price
This Mississippi mud caked on my soul, it ain't nothin' nice
Learned to build a fortress outta cheap beer and bad advice

They talk about a silver spoon, mine was rust and grit
Used it to dig my way outta this bottomless pit
Saw the good ol' boys in Jackson with their generational script
While my mama prayed for mercy with a busted lip

This ain't no diamond tiara, no inherited throne
This that backroad, barefoot, standin' on my own
This that concrete crackin' from a seed that was sown
In the dirt they left you in, left to die all alone
I ain't no pageant queen, ain't a belle of the ball
I'm the hickory switch that'll make the proudest man fall
So let 'em stare when I walk, let 'em whisper and call
I wear it heavy, you see, I earned it through it all
This ain't diamonds, baby... this that red clay crown.

They preach a gospel of forgiveness from a cherry wood pew
Then turn a blind eye to the hell they put you through
Judge your choices from a place they never knew
Same breath they bless the plate, they put a curse on you

Saw the blue lights flashin', another brother on the ground
The silence of the crickets was the only righteous sound
They want us quiet, smilin', never standin' our ground
But the daughters of the Delta, we don't know how to bow down.

This ain't no diamond tiara, no inherited throne
This that backroad, barefoot, standin' on my own
This that concrete crackin' from a seed that was sown
In the dirt they left you in, left to die all alone
I ain't no pageant queen, ain't a belle of the ball
I'm the hickory switch that'll make the proudest man fall
So let 'em stare when I walk, let 'em whisper and call
I wear it heavy, you see, I earned it through it all
This ain't diamonds, baby... this that red clay crown.

This clay, it stained my fingers, it got underneath my nails
It's the grit in my voice from tellin' all these tales
They thought it was a prison, they thought it was a grave
But it's the anchor that I needed, and the foundation that they gave
So let 'em keep their gold, I'll keep the dirt and dust
'Cause in this kingdom of the broken, it's in the struggle that you trust.
Yeah... this that red clay crown.
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Sixteen years old, packin' a bag in the pale moonlight
The only stars I knew were the holes punched in the drywall at night
They had that Vegas poison, my mama's NOLA soul
A hurricane of parties that was out of their control

The smell of pine needles can't cover up the sick
The opioid lullaby, the rattle in the script
They were lookin' for a feelin' in a chemical lie
And I was lookin' for a reason just to stay alive.

There's a poison in the pines, a sickness in the clay
It gets passed down through the bloodline, come what may
They tell you run from it, they tell you just to pray
But the ghost of that house follows you every day
They had their own demons, yeah, I know the song they sing
But my anxiety's the only heirloom they'd ever bring
And I'm fightin' like hell just to break the damn chain
Tryna wash away the poison in the pourin' rain.

Mama told me "Be strong," but her hands would always shake
There's a limit to the burden that a single back can take
She'd put on that party smile for every friend she'd make
Hidin' all the cracks for goodness sake

But I saw the truth in the quiet after the storm
A house ain't a home when it's never safe or warm
Learned to be my own savior, my own shield from the harm
The day I walked away was the day that I was born.

There's a poison in the pines, a sickness in the clay
It gets passed down through the bloodline, come what may
They tell you run from it, they tell you just to pray
But the ghost of that house follows you every day
They had their own demons, yeah, I know the song they sing
But my anxiety's the only heirloom they'd ever bring
And I'm fightin' like hell just to break the damn chain
Tryna wash away the poison in the pourin' rain.

And some nights I still wake up, heart poundin' in my ears
Feel the phantom echo of all those wasted years
They tell you to be tough, girl, don't you dare show your tears
But strength ain't about the absence, it's about facin' all your fears
It's just a faded memory... a photograph that's gray...
But the poison in the pines... never really goes away.
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Y'all want a Southern belle, all sugar-sweet and demure
Something fragile and pretty, something easy to secure
Well, I'm the wrong kinda flower from the wrong side of the track
Got thorns in my accent and a spine they couldn't crack

They drew their lines in the dirt, told me where I belong
Wrote the rules in their favor, sang the same old hateful song
Told me, "Girl, know your place," I said, "Okay, I will"
My place is at the head of the table, send your king the bill.

They thought the heat would make me wilt, the pressure make me break
They don't know this Delta dirt is all that it can take
To turn a pretty petal to a sharpened, jagged blade
From all the promises they broke and all the debts they never paid
I'm sweet like honeysuckle on a humid summer night
But mess with me or mine, and you'll see my damn true might
Don't get it twisted, darlin', this ain't luck, it's real
They wanted a magnolia, but they got magnolia steel.

This ain't for the men who think their opinion is the law
Or the pearl-clutchin' ladies who point out every flaw
This for the girls in the backwoods with fire in their eyes
Who are sick of being fed a plate of patriarchal lies

This for the woman at the counter workin' two damn jobs
Puttin' up with disrespect from all the angry mobs
We are the granddaughters of the witches they couldn't burn
Took their fire, made it ours, guess they'll ever gonna learn?

They thought the heat would make me wilt, the pressure make me break
They don't know this Delta dirt is all that it can take
To turn a pretty petal to a sharpened, jagged blade
From all the promises they broke and all the debts they never paid
I'm sweet like honeysuckle on a humid summer night
But mess with me or mine, and you'll see my damn true might
Don't get it twisted, darlin', this ain't luck, it's real
They wanted a magnolia, but they got magnolia steel.

For the daughters of the Delta, for the ones who fight alone
From the backwoods of Petal to the streets of Mobile stone
Down in New Orleans, they know a queen when they see one
This is for us, our season has begun.

So let 'em call us angry, let 'em call us loud and crass
Every time we rise, we're steppin' on the broken glass.
Magnolia Steel. Unbreakable. For real.
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Pastors in their thousand-dollar shoes talkin' 'bout the meek
While the collection plate gets heavy and the floorboards creak
With the weight of all the secrets that this town was built to keep
They pray for peace on Sunday then they sow their hate all week

Got a cross on their neck and a flag on their truck
Preachin' from the capitol steps in Jackson, wishin' us bad luck
If you're anyone whose skin ain't pale, whose truth they can't tuck
Into a neat little box, so they can run amok.

It's that Sunday morning static, can you hear the sound?
The hum of all the hypocrisy buried in this ground
They sing "Amazing Grace" so loud they hope the truth is drowned
But I hear the whispers of the bodies that they ain't never found
It's a frequency of fury, a signal of the pain
Beneath the steeple shadows, standin' in the acid rain
They're broadcasting salvation, but it's all just in vain
'Cause the realest prayer I know is just the screamin' of a name.

Sheriff's car is parked outside the diner every single day
Knows just who to bother, knows just who to look away
From the pharmacist that's dealin' to the kids who've lost their way
But he'll pull you over quick if your taillight's gone astray.

They picket signs for lovers, but not for the corporate greed
That poisoned all the water, planted a corrupted seed
They tell a woman what to do with a body that might bleed
But turn the page when it's a child that's hungry and in need.

It's that Sunday morning static, can you hear the sound?
The hum of all the hypocrisy buried in this ground
They sing "Amazing Grace" so loud they hope the truth is drowned
But I hear the whispers of the bodies that they ain't never found
It's a frequency of fury, a signal of the pain
Beneath the steeple shadows, standin' in the acid rain
They're broadcasting salvation, but it's all just in vain
'Cause the realest prayer I know is just the screamin' of a name.

They love the sinner, hate the sin, that's the motto they repeat
But the sin is just existin' on their side of the street
The sin is bein' different, the sin is bein' free
The biggest sin of all is bein' anything like me.

And their heaven sounds like hell, so I ain't even tryin' to go
Just listen close, beneath the hymns, and watch the static grow.
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