Not in Georgia

The concrete orchard that bares the Big Apple
Is so very different than the one that gives peaches back home.

Take a bit out of the fruit there in New York,

And instead of the juicy sweetness of a Georgia peach,

You’ll only taste a bitter burn. 

The hospitality touted in my Dixie-land,

Is such a foreign concept where the Yankees trod.

Eyes don’t meet and ‘honey’ is only what you put in your tea.
My southern drawl falls upon amused ears,

The natives turn my voice into a circus act.
But why can’t they see that they’re clipped, speedy tongue,

Is just as out of place down south?

I’m not so sure about this place I’m in.

Can it really be the greatest city on Earth?

The people don’t treat with the respect that all men earn,

For it seems too difficult for a smile to return.

Georgia seems so much better for a girl like me,

Where skyscrapers and Big apples do not compare,

To the sweet juicy peaches and beautiful green trees. 

