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The Coldest Winter of All Time
They Don't Call It the Shocker for Nothing
I spent the day my book came out doing yard work.
My old man had the week off from work, and that was the day he designated to stop by my house and help me clean up my yard, which was an absolute mess, so I didn't have any choice in the matter.
There wasn't a whole lot I could do myself, because I don't have any yard tools. My old man had a trunk full of chainsaws, weedwackers, garden shears and what have you. I don't have so much as a rake, and my financial situation isn't such that I can just go pick up a rake from Home Depot. I could, but it might come back to haunt me later in the month. I'd be in the weird position of trying to return a used rake, and having worked in “customer service” for years, I don't want to be that guy.
A few months prior, I finished a rough draft of my first book, The Mindset of a Champion, and of course immediately announced it to the Internets, for instant gratification purposes. Now it was just a matter of editing it and formatting it—which ended up being easier said than done, in part because I'm a lazy bastard and in part because I'm not very good at using a computer.
It just so happens that the day before my old man came over to work on the yard, I got The Mindset of a Champion to the point where if I stayed up half the night, performing the world's most half-assed copy edit, it would be ready to upload to the Internets in ebook format, so I could start raking in the big bucks. This was a Wednesday, and I was going out of town that Friday, so it was kinda an all or nothing proposition. Either I got it done that night, or I would have had to wait until sometime next week to start raking in the big bucks. Fuck that noise, Jack!
That weekend, I went up to Chicago for the Pitchfork Music Festival, for maybe the fifth time in eight years or something like that. I took the bus up there, and I slept at the Y (with one eye open). The whole thing cost less than $200. (I couldn't go the year before, because I was let go from my job blogging for rap magazine XXL and then I lost my right eye in a tragic workplace accident. A cardboard box almost killed me.)
The plan was to try to get the book uploaded to the Internets by like 2 AM at the latest, so I could still catch a few hours of sleep before my old man showed up, at the ass crack of dawn. I'm not one of those people who can pull an all nighter and be anything approaching 100% the next day. I'm not even sure what would happen if I tried. I might suffer a breakdown or something. I'm a large brother; I need my rest.
I didn't get done with it until like 4, and of course I couldn't sleep afterward. My mind was racing. Imagine if you lost your job and one of your eyes, and you decided to write a book, because it's not like there's shit else you can do (for more on this, check out The Mindset of a Champion), you spent several weeks working on it, and finally you're done with it. You wouldn't be able to just fall right asleep. Also, I may have been hopped up on caffeine. I drank coffee all day long and into the evening, to the point where I could smell coffee and piss emanating from my pores.
I won't get into what the yard work was like, but suffice it to say the shit sucked balls: I was tired like a mofo from staying up all night crafting literary greatness; I was attacked by a swarm of bees (it's a good thing I'm not allergic like Macaulay Culkin in My Girl—spoiler alert); I had to carry a lot of heavy branches.
My old man cut down this tree in my front yard that looked it may have been a weed that had been allowed to grow unmolested since the 1940s. A dandelion run amok. I can't imagine why someone would plant an actual tree in this location. It wasn't the biggest tree in the world, but there must not be such a thing as a light tree. I had to carry it out to the curb, where it sat for months on end until the city finally sent someone out to pick it up. (If only it had been made of metal, a crackhead would have stolen it and sold it for scrap.) When you're roughly three times the size of an average man, you can pick up pretty much anything, but believe me, you'll feel it the next day.
Again, imagine having to sit on a bus for eight hours the day after you carried a tree somewhere. I was so stiff I could barely get up. Nullus. I could have gotten stuck on Megabus and ended up in Detroit (which is where it goes from Chicago), where I may have been killed!
If the New York Times was at all aware of the fact that I had a book coming out (I didn't email them), they didn't bother covering it. I posted a link to where the book could be purchased, on my blog, a few people posted it on Facebook and Twitter, and that was about the extent of the coverage it received. Thanks a lot, assholes!
Zadie Smith, on the other hand, was treated to a fish sandwich by Jay-Z when she had book to promote. Must be nice. Perhaps you read about it in the New York Times. I wasn't mentioned in the New York Times until months later, when one of the founders of Rap Genius threatened to kill me, and that was after something like 13 years of (admittedly not particularly ambitious) blogging.
Smith accompanied Jay-Z to a restaurant where he likes to go to get a chicken parmesan (which I also enjoy). She asked him questions about a few things, including Occupy Wall Street, and she wrote it up as a commentary on... I don't know, post-race America or some shit? People were still writing books about post-race America as recently as 2012, though they may have been paid to write them back in '08-'09, after the election. Writing a real book is a lengthier process than typing whatever TF you want to into Microsoft Word, spell-checking it and uploading it to Amazon.com. How the hip-hop community writes its books.
You might remember this article from the time when several leading music websites, including Pitchfork and ByronCrawford.com: The Mindset of a Champion, excerpted the part about how Jay-Z doesn't support Occupy Wall Street. Later, Russell Simmons, who had his driver stop by Zuccotti Park throughout the fall of 2011, so he could try to get on TV, and who once brought Kanye West there wearing a $400 shirt, penned an op-ed for his own site, Global Grind, in which he tried to convince Jay-Z to join forces with Occupy, by mostly glossing over the part about how the 99% wants it god damn money back from the 1%.
Elsewhere in this New York Times essay, Jay-Z speaks on how he's said that the hustler is less relevant now that we have a black president. He seemed impressed with himself for having come up with such a profound insight. You wonder if he wrote it on his hand that morning, so he wouldn't forget to say it, so it would be mentioned in the New York Times. (It may sound like I'm mocking Jay-Z, but that's not a bad idea. How many times are you interviewed by the New York Times? Most people's only hope of appearing in the New York Times is in the obit section, if they live in the New York area, assuming the New York Times does obits.)
Jay-Z brings up a good point. Never has it been less important that a rapper commit some sort of crime in order to appear authentic. Why sell drugs so you can rap about it and make a shedload of money, when you could just as easily not sell drugs, rap about it anyway and still make a shedload of money? Most fans of rap music these days can't tell the difference between a violent criminal and a regular black guy who works at a gas station or something, and the ones who can could care less, apparently. How else to explain the success of Rick Ross (who will hereafter be referred to as Rawse).
Not only is Rawse not a real drug dealer, let alone a drug kingpin who knows Manuel Noriega personally, he used to be a cop.
In 2008, Media Take Out turned up pictures of Rawse in a tan polyester cop uniform, at what looked like a police academy graduation (like in The Departed, but a lot less cinematic), looking like an overstuffed laundry bag with teeth. He looked like Chris Farley's luggage in the movie Tommy Boy. Someone who was there that day must have seen where Rawse, who used to be a cop, was pretending to be an epic drug kingpin and decided to send in the pics to Media Take Out.
I guess Media Take Out would be your first choice, if you had newsworthy pics or rumors pertaining to a black celebrity. It must be one of the most popular black sites on the Internets. The African guy who runs it (you always hear rumors about these black gossip blogs being secretly owned by white people and Arabs) was invited to the White House, despite the fact that he runs Media Take Out, one of the most vile sites on the Internets. Before Rap Genius came along, you could probably argue that it was the highest-trafficked hip-hop site on the Internets.
The Smoking Gun eventually turned up actual documents having to do with Rawse's stint as a corrections officer. It probably didn't take anything other than calling down to the station, the prison, or wherever Officer Rawse's documents are stored, and asking to have a copy faxed over. If they aren't in the business of releasing personal information to websites that exist primarily for the purpose of making fun of poor people and drug addicts (not to mention the aggrandizement of law enforcement), you could just pretend that they're necessary for some pending legal matter. Get creative!
Hip-hop magazines and websites are legendarily incapable of doing investigative journalism, either because they're afraid of getting beat up or shot by rappers (a genuine concern in this line of work), or more likely, because they lack both the tools and the talent. So many of the best scoops in hip-hop journalism in the last 10 years or so have come from The Smoking Gun, which doesn't do anything other than file requests for documents from local police departments, government agencies and what have you.
Because so many rappers (probably most, except for Rawse) have been involved in crime at some point in time or another, there's a great opportunity for someone to come along and build a bandulu Smoking Gun that does nothing but catalog rappers' various wrongdoings. Think about how many hilarious hip-hop-related crimes the real Smoking Gun must miss, either because TSG wasn't familiar with the rapper, or maybe they just didn't think the rapper was notable enough to mention, what with all of the other hilarious crime taking place on the reg.
I've already come up with the idea, which you can have for free, if you want it, but I can't help build it, because I don't know enough about computers. I can put together a basic web page using Notepad, which I learned the first week I was in college in 1999, as mentioned in The Mindset of a Champion, but I'm not as adept at gaming search engines to drive fake web traffic, in order to scam advertisers—which is what you have to do to make money in this business. If I were, I'd be richer than a mofo. I wouldn't even be writing this book. I'd be too busy making sweet, passionate love to beautiful women and drinking weird smoothies made up of $35 worth of fruits and vegetables from Whole Paycheck, in my refractory period, as a performance boost.
And then there's the whole getting beat up and shot by rappers to worry about. It's probably best that a hip-hop version of The Smoking Gun be run by white people. These rappers will beat up a black journalist way quicker than they would beat up a white journalist for doing the exact same thing. I see white writers asking rappers all kinds of off the wall shit and getting away with it, probably because the rappers figured they just don't know any better—as if white hop-hop heads don't know way more about black culture than actual black people.
To his credit, Rawse did have some of his weed carriers put a shoe on DJ Vlad for asking people about the fact that Rawse used to be a cop. But I look at it like this: If DJ Vlad were black, it may have been way worse. And he probably wouldn't have won a huge settlement from Rawse. The judge would have taken one look at the plaintiff and been like FOH! DJ Vlad probably showed up to that court room looking madd white. I'm not hating. Shit, I would have done the same thing.
50 Cent was once a real drug dealer. Or maybe he was just a crackhead. At any rate, I think it's safe to say that he has more experience dealing with drugs than Rawse.
kris ex a/k/a Crispix a/k/a gunyogurt (nullus), my colleague at XXL, once wrote a book about 50 Cent. It was one of those silly as-told-to memoirs, put together by MTV, as I recall. There were a few interesting stories in it, but they were lacking the detail necessary to really bring them to life. It read like someone from Interscope went through it with a fine tooth comb and either whitewashed or completely excised anything that wouldn't be appropriate to discuss with a group of sixth graders. They could teach it at the school I went to, instead of The Outsiders—and maybe they should. It might get black kids more interested in reading.
Once, Crispix wrote a list of the top hip-hop blogs for the late, great VIBE magazine. It was obvious he went out of his way to not include my own blog. There were like eight hip-hop blogs on the Internets at the time, and my shit was easily in the top five. Easily. (There's another good VIBE hip-hop blog list story in The Mindset of a Champion.) There was a URL for his blog, which had since been abandoned, at the end of the story. I was able to hijack said URL and redirect it to all sorts of things, "for my own personal amusement." To this day, a good eight years after the fact, it still redirects to a page on my site.
As discussed in Crispix's 50 Cent book, Fiddy was busted for possession of crack in 1994 and sentenced to time in a rehab facility. Not some sort of work camp or Kevin Bacon-style wilderness training for teen drug addicts, mind you, but a place where they send crackheads to dry out. His excuse is that he was dealing with so much crack, as a dealer, that crack started to seep into the skin of his fingers. Which then turned up on a drug test he took after he was busted for possession of crack. That he was selling...
I'm not sure if I believe him. Crack is just a form of cocaine for poor people. I thought cocaine was so easy to piss out of your system, compared to, say, weed, which remains in your hair for months after you smoke it? (If only it were somehow possible to smoke your hair.)
I met a guy in a bar once (no homo) who was working for TSA, the people who work at the airport, going through your luggage checking for bombs and Apple products they can steal. He said his boss told him that if he was going to do drugs, he should do cocaine, because weed is the only thing that turns up on the piss tests they give, and if he tested positive for weed (this guy was a big fan of the Dave Matthews Band—in like 2010, mind you), they'd have to fire him. It costs a company a lot of money to have to fire someone and then hire and train someone else to replace him. Especially if it's just for weed.
The terrorists have truly won.
Fiddy's beef with Rawse was one of the best things he ever did. Really, it was the only good thing he ever did, if you don't count his music, which I don't like, and if you don't give him credit for ending Ja Rule's career, which I don't. It's true that Fiddy and Ja Rule were involved in a beef, and Ja Rule hasn't had a career ever since, but it's obvious in retrospect that Fiddy didn't end Ja Rule's career so much as the end of Ja Rule's career just so happened to coincide with the beginning of Fiddy Cent's career. Ja Rule's career was coming to an end anyway, because his music sucks balls—which, ironically enough, is the same reason Fiddy's career eventually came to an end. Fiddy's career didn't last any long than Ja Rule's career, it just started later. Both of their reigns on the top were short like leprechauns.
Fiddy went on to beef with Kanye West, which didn't work out as well for him. Kanye West didn't beat him up or anything, obvs, but he totally dusted Fiddy in their 9/11/07 first week album sales war. Fiddy declared that his album, which really is called Curtis, would have better first week sales than Kanye's Graduation. It didn't come anywhere near it. Graduation sold damn near a million copies its first week out. If Curtis ever did sell a million copies, it was a while after it came out. I remember going back and checking, week after week, to see if it finally went platinum. I was blogging for XXL, at the time, and I was writing about album sales a lot, because I'm lazy, and it's easy just look up that week's album sales and mock everyone who didn't do well. Eventually, I lost interest.
I wrote about the Rawse-Fiddy beef extensively at the time, and I couldn't for the life of me remember how it began. Not that there could be a reasonable explanation for a beef between two rappers, but there had to be something, right? It couldn't just appear out of the blue. Someone had to scuff someone else's Nikes. I checked the world's most accurate encyclopedia, just now, and it says the beef between Fiddy and Rawse began when Rawse felt that Fiddy looked at him the wrong way at the BET Awards. Which is one of the most hilarious things I've ever heard in my life, in part because it involves the BET Awards, and in part because it involves two grown men beefing because one guy looked at the other guy the wrong way.
But really, I'm pretty sure this was just a matter of Fiddy Cent getting together with Rawse, or the marketing people at Rawse's label, and deciding to stage a beef. This shit was faker than a mofo. (You can tell a rap beef is fake if no one gets shot.) They both stood to benefit. Rawse was right at that point where he was about to become the top rapper in the game, despite being an ex-cop and a fake drug dealer. He just needed that extra bit of non-music-related publicity to push him over the top. Normally, this is the point in a career when a rapper enters into a fake relationship with an R&B singer. At one point, I think they did try to link him with Foxy Brown, after she packed on a few pounds, went deaf and got beat up by some of Rock from Heltah Skeltah's hoo-ers. Can you imagine the smell those two would produce? (Foxy Brown has been known for her b.o. since back in the mid '90s.) Fiddy Cent, on the other hand, was at that point in his career where he could use anything that could possibly get his name in the paper.
Never let it be said that Fiddy didn't make the most of this opportunity. He took this beef to the next level, dragging all kinds of family members into it. You might remember the videos he made with one of Rawse's babies' mothers, Tia. He flew her up to New York and took her out shopping. He bought her a fur coat. Let's just say you could tell it was the only fur coat she ever owned. (No shots.) There's a classic photo of her and Fiddy in what may or may not have been a post-coital embrace, not unlike the way Birdman and Lil Wayne held each other on the cover of the 10th anniversary issue of XXL. Tia and Fiddy had clothes on (she may have even been wearing that coat), but she was looking at him a certain way. In the song "Tia Told Me," which might honestly be the best 50 Cent song evar, Fiddy suggests that they did the nasty. He almost certainly could have. It was just a matter of interest.
If you notice, Fiddy seems to have a certain effect on older women. You can check YouTube and find a number of videos of older female TV talk show hosts seemingly hypnotized by his presence, including Baba Wawa and the black chick who's supposedly Oprah's best friend. Oprah herself claims to keep a copy of "In da Club" on her iPod for when she's working out, and you wonder what she means by working out. It's a known fact that Fiddy has banged Chelsea Handler, and I'm at a loss for why he would, unless she just threw herself at him. She doesn't seem like his type. I'd be lying if I said I didn't pop a semi during the movie Independence Day, but that was a good 10 years before Fiddy allegedly banged Vivica A. Fox, as immortalized in that Game song (you know, the one where he mentions a lot of famous people by name). This chick Tia is not the oldest woman in the world, but she's no spring chicken. She's not the kind of woman you'd seek out for anything other than for strategic purposes, in a beef that began with someone looking at someone else the wrong way at the BET Awards, if you're a man of a certain means.
One of Rawse's kids was loaned out to Fiddy so he could take it to Las Vegas to visit Floyd Mayweather's house—which is probably not a very good place to take kids, the fact that Floyd Mayweather might keep his own kids there from time to time notwithstanding. The one time he had to do a stretch in the pokey, and he petitioned the judge to let him out early on the grounds that prison food was no good for his training, I'm pretty sure was behind a domestic assault. The kid was old enough that he could have been aware that he was being used as a prop in a beef between his estranged father and 50 Cent, but it wasn't clear that he was, from the few pics and videos that emerged. He had that held captive look on his face like Michael Jackson's son Blanket always seems to have, like he wonders where his real family is, but he at least appeared to be well-fed. There's a classic pic of Fiddy and Floyd Mayweather striking a pose over the kid's head. I've coined the term "dry Eiffel Tower" to describe it. No Boutros.
The absolute low point in the beef was when Fiddy dragged DJ Khaled's mother into it. It reached the same level the Nas-Jay-Z beef reached when Jay-Z put out that song about banging Nas' baby's mother in the back seat of a Bentley and leaving a spent rubber on the baby's car seat, thus potentially giving the baby herpes. (Is it any wonder that, a decade later, Nas' daughter is out here instagramming pictures of the huge box of condoms she keeps on her nightstand, as immortalized in the Nas song about how he failed as a father.) The shit wasn't even funny anymore. If any real criminals were involved, someone probably would have ended up getting shot.
In the video, Khaled's mother is seen taking a nap on her desk at work at what looks like the HR department at a K-Mart. Or is she dead? You can't really tell from the video. There's a large cup of coffee on the desk not too far from her head, which makes you wonder how she could be taking a nap if she recently drank some coffee. Did one of Fiddy's weed carriers slip some Rohypnol (better known as the date-rape drug) in her coffee? I wouldn't put it past a weed carrier to be carrying Rohypnol. You can tell it's DJ Khaled's mother, because there's pictures of DJ Khaled and Arab babies, who might be his kids, or her grandkids or something. (I wonder if DJ Khaled primarily bangs Arab chicks.) What's the likelihood that a random woman taking a nap in an office would have a picture of a fat Arab guy on her desk? How many fat Arab guys can you even think of? Though I guess those robes would be convenient for a fat person. You wouldn't have to keep several different pair, in case your weight tends to fluctuate.
Rawse put together a crew of weed carriers consisting of some of the softest rappers in the history of rap music. I don't mean that as a dis, in the sense that I think it's necessary for a rapper to be a real criminal. I don't find hip-hop to be synonymous with crime. I'm just saying.
You might remember Wale from my first book, The Mindset of a Champion. He was signed to Interscope through a deal with Mark Ronson's Allido Records a/k/a Trustfund Records. They forced him to do a song with Lady Gaga, and then Lady Gaga didn't want to appear in the video, because she was too big time to be doing a video with Wale. I don't think anyone expected her to blow up, what with her looks, and her music, which sounds like knockoff versions of old Madonna songs, which themselves sound like knockoff versions of songs by long since forgotten '80s and '90s-era black artists. One year I went up to Lollapalooza, and she was playing the same stage they let street buskers play to receive some sort of tax break from the city of Chicago. I came thisclose to being able to go elbow deep in her vagine, like at a circa 1998 Hole concert. Next thing you know, she was headlining. Wale, on the other hand? No such luck. One of the videos he did put out, for a go-go music song Mark Ronson probably talked him into doing, looked like a god damn Gap commercial. I half expected LL Cool J to pop up and start kicking a rapid-speed freestyle.
Rumors began to spread that Wale was on the DL. An interviewer asked him what's the craziest thing he ever did with a groupie, and he said he took a groupie to Denny's. Not even one of those Denny's with a shower in it, like they have along some of America's rural highways. I used to stop at a gas station/restaurant like that called the 18 Wheeler on my way to and from college. I never took a shower there, but one time I went to take a piss, and a guy was just getting out of the shower. It was disgusting! He had clothes on (probably the same clothes he had on when he got there, and shit his pants in, in the cabin of his big rig), but still.
The corn you eat with your dinner was probably delivered in a truck driven by a guy who takes showers in restaurants. Even if you don't eat corn, you probably eat something with corn in it. No Boutros. I heard like half the shit in the grocery store has corn in it, which is why we're so fat. Which doesn't make sense to me, because corn is healthy and delicious. The Native American Indians ate it for thousands of years and they didn't get fat.
Wale was given a dating and relationships column for a blog called Necole Bitchie, a sort of ghetto Perez Hilton, with pictures of obscure black celebrities looking ashy, or like their wigs could use a brush. Circa 1998 Whitney Houston, as opposed to circa 1986 Whitney Houston. Necole Bitchie pretends to have a problem with me, but she continues to creep my Twitter to this day. She's secretly in love with me, and of course I love her back. I want her for her money. Record labels will sometimes link her with a male artist, if he seems like he might be on the DL. Many of today's top young male R&B stars seem like they might be on the DL. Ne-Yo, for example. Trey Songz. Is Mario still considered one of today's top R&B stars? He was as teh ghey as a three-dollar bill. Trey Songz was rumored to be in a relationship with Necole Bitchie, presumably for the purpose of making it seem like he makes sweet, passionate love to women. It was never suggested that Wale banged Necole Bitchie. I think they just wanted to strengthen his appeal to the hoodrat demographic, especially after a minor controversy in which very few black women (known in the hip-hop community as dark butts) were cast in one of his videos. Wale copped a plea, saying he didn't have anything to do with the casting. He wasn't interested in any of the female models.
My Internets homeboy $habooty went to high school with Wale in DC. He said it's not the kind of high school a credible rapper would attend. I typed the name of the school into the Google, to see for myself, and he was right. It doesn't look like a credible rapper would perform in the same state (er, district) as this school. It looked like the high school I went to, except some of the girls on the main page of the website looked madd cute. (No shots.) In interviews, Wale has described the city he lived in as the murder capital, and the neighborhood he lived in as the projects. Which is not true, because East St. Louis was the murder capital back then. Vanilla Ice pulled a similar move back in the early '90s, trying to claim he was from the hood and that he once got stabbed in the butt. Come to find out, he's from the suburbs and his real name is Rip Van Winkle or some shit. Any stabbing in the butt he received was sexual in nature.
This other kid Rawse signed, Stalley, went to a high school that looked even more white than the school Wale went to. It may not have had any more white kids percentage-wise, but it looked more redneck-y, on some Footloose shit, like he may have been the only kid in the school listening to rap music. That is, if he was listening to rap music at the time. I'm not at all familiar with Stalley's work. I think I may have seen him in one video, where it was all of Rawse's weed carriers rhyming. It was like nine minutes long. I watched the entire thing, because America doesn't want me to work for a living. Other than that, I have no idea what he does. He has a weird beard, like a '80s-era biker, or a Philadelphia Muslim. One or the other. But it could be that he's wildly famous amongst people who were born when you were already an adult, Mac Miller-style. Word on the street is that Mac Miller is somehow secretly making a mint off of these '90s babies. That's why Lord Finesse is trying to sue him for $10 million, for rhyming over "Hip 2 da Game." Mac Miller will borrow a black man's music, but he will not cut a black man a check.
Gunplay is the most dangerous of Rawse's weed carriers, but he's also on drugs. If he were to attack you, you could just toss some crack on the ground and take off in the opposite direction. Unless you're behind a desk, in a corner, in an office that looks like a janitor's closet, in which case you might be screwed.
Never agree to meet Gunplay in an enclosed space.
Right now, you wouldn't have any choice in the matter, since Gunplay is on house arrest awaiting trial, at which point he might be headed to prison. How ironic that a rapper named Gunplay's career could be sidetracked by legal problems before he drops an album. I was so looking forward to a Gunplay album, if only for the media shenanigans leading up to its release. But who knows, maybe the music would be amusing as well. He did this great series of videos in the summer of 2K12, in which he'd get high on all sorts of drugs, some of which I'd never heard of (and I spend all day watching rap videos on the Internets), and kick a completely off the wall freestyle. If he were out in public, he'd do one of those dances crackheads do in between hits, like Samuel L. Jackson in Jungle Fever.
Rawse himself must smoke weed more or less constantly, having been busted for it on a number of occasions. They're the only criminal offenses of his that I'm aware of. If he has been busted for anything other than weed, it must have been subsequent to his stint in law enforcement. You can't have a lengthy rap sheet and still become a cop. They don't just let anyone join the force.
But if anything will do Rawse in, it'll be his lifestyle. He mentions his love of crab meats in every third song he's ever released, and that might be the only aspect of his persona that isn't made up. In an interview in Bon Appetit magazine (no, really) he explains that he sometimes eats lobster bisque for breakfast. He goes to a steakhouse and orders three entrees, and he brings home the lobster bisque to eat for breakfast the next day. Which would thus lead me to believe that he eats the rest of the three entrees, plus whatever comes with them, there at the restaurant. Lobster bisque for breakfast is actually kinda healthy, compared to what he eats for dinner. I'm not gonna lie, I'm kinda jealous. I can't sit here and say that I wouldn't do the same thing (at least once, if not as a matter of routine), if I had the means. Which is why I'm actually kinda glad I can barely afford to put food on my family.
In the same interview, Rawse speaks on the time when he couldn't afford to put food on his own family. Was this before or after his career in law enforcement? I know a lot of restaurants will give cops free food that may or may not be tainted. Rawse used to subsist on a steady diet of ramen noodles and Rice-A-Roni, which he refers to as the San Francisco treat. I've tried to eat nothing but ramen noodles, and I haven't been able to. If I could, I think I'd be able to get ahead financially, despite my income. If I eat ramen noodles any more than two days in a row, my body essentially becomes a ginormous drain with no stopper: you pour water in, and it comes pouring right out the bottom end. I have to pretty much relocate my operations to the bathroom. It's a good thing I work from home. Perhaps, if I were to stir in some Metamucil with the "chicken flavor" packet, that would stiffen me up. Nullus. Which flavor ramen noodles goes with orange? And how much does Metamucil cost anyway? If it's too expensive, it would defeat its own purpose, as Robert De Niro in the movie Raging Bull might put it.
For dessert, Rawse recommends a honey bun with cheese melted on it in the microwave. He calls it "the gift of a lifetime."
Another writer followed Rawse around for a few days, for a profile in GQ, and you got the sense that Rawse doesn't sleep. He just does drugs, eats crab meats and makes sweet, passionate love to women on a 24-hour cycle. He truly does live the dream. At one point, Rawse did disappear for a period of time in the middle of the night, like he may have been sleeping. But the writer asked one of Rawse's weed carriers where he went, and the weed carrier made the international symbol for giving it to a girl from behind. As if I needed that mental picture. Later, Rawse reemerged, and it wasn't clear whether or not he washed his hands. What he'd just done wasn't discussed one way or the other, which I'm sure was awkward.
On an airplane, on the way to one of his shows, Rawse suffered a seizure. I'm not sure if it was from the drugs, or the lack of sleep, or the 24-hour decadent seafood diet... I'm not even sure if it really was a seizure. It could have been a stroke. Rawse doesn't seem like the kind of guy who would have a seizure. When I think seizure, I think of Robert De Niro's sister in the movie Mean Streets. (Was she a piece of ass, or what?) When I think of a stroke (nullus), I think of guys who eat lobster bisque for breakfast and order three entrees for dinner.
Rawse's plane had to be rerouted, in case he dropped dead, or in case it was really a plot by the terrorists. They took him to a hospitable, gave him a bottle of Gatorade (standard operating procedure for drug addicts in emergency rooms) and sent him on his merry way. He got on another plane, on the way to the same show he was headed to when he had the first seizure, and wouldn't you know, he had another seizure. The plane had to make an emergency landing again. Shocka locka boom. What's that? An aftershock.
Rawse was taken to another hospital, where he received a battery of tests for everything from cancer to HIV to diabetes. A doctor supposedly told him he was "totally healthy." But that was Rawse saying that (on BET's 106 & Park), and you know you can't believe anything Rawse says. At any rate, Rawse left the hospital and headed straight to a Wing Stop, with DJ Khaled. He Twitpic'd a picture of the two of them looking like they just polished off $200 worth of lemon pepper wings, and those amazing fries with cinnamon sugar or whatever it is sprinkled on them. Or is that how they always look? Rawse now travels with a medical emergency kit that he makes one of his weed carriers carry. He didn't say which one. TMZ may not have asked, not being a hip-hop publication.
Rawse's life was threatened again, a little over a year later to the day, this time by actual gangbangers trying to extort him. The Gangster Disciples, out of Chicago (but I guess they have some sort of satellite office in North Carolina), were upset that Rawse put out a mixtape with the Jewish Star of David on the cover. It was called the Black Bar Mitzvah, or something along those lines. (I can't make this shit up.) But the Gangster Disciples weren't upset with the absurdity of the idea. I guess the Star of David doubles as their gang symbol. (What kind of gang symbol is that?) And then there's that song where Rawse says he thinks he's Larry Hoover, a famous leader of the Gangster Disciples. The GDs were pissed. You can't just put their logo on your mixtape, and mention their leader in your songs. Just like you can't put the Nike Swooshtika on your album cover and call it Just Do Drugs, or some shit. I can kinda see where the Gangster Disciples were coming from.
But let's keep it real. These dudes were just trying to extort money from Rawse. They saw that he wasn't a real criminal, and that he was taking certain liberties with their intellectual property (if you will), and they figured he would be an easy mark. From what I understand, rappers are sometimes extorted by gangs. It's been rumored that Diddy used to pay the Crips for protection, back in the '90s, and that may have had something to do with the assassination of Biggie Smalls. 2Pac and Eazy-E were extorted by a Jewish gang called the Jewish Defense League. They'd call rappers and threaten to kill them, and then someone from the Jewish Defense League would call and offer them "protection," for a fee. I can't believe they fell for that shit. Well, I guess I can. More recently, it's been rumored that Kanye West has been extorted by gangs in his native Chicago. Maybe the same gang that's trying to extort Rawse, who knows. Supposedly, when his face got all messed up, as immortalized in the video for "Through the Wire," it wasn't from a car wreck. He got the crap kicked out of him, and he used a relatively minor car wreck as a cover. I've known a number of people who have been in car accidents, and they didn't come out looking like they got repeatedly punched in the face.
The Gangster Disciples put out a YouTube video declaring that if Rawse showed up to a concert in North Carolina, they would pop a cap in his ass (from which I'm sure gravy would spill), unless he paid them not to. The day of the concert approached, and the threats made the local news down there in North Carolina. Some would-be Calvin Butts went on the news and said it wasn't safe, and that he wouldn't let his kids attend (duh). A guy from the radio station that just so happened to be promoting the event, on the other hand, said that it was perfectly safe, especially for kids. Is this the same guy who evaluated Rawse's health? A few days before the day of the show, it was announced that the rest of Rawse's tour had been canceled. No official reason was given. He just decided that this tour had gone on long enough. It just so happens that he came to this decision the same day gangbangers threatened to pop a cap in his ass if he didn't. I'm sure he could use the rest anyway. The next day, he went on the radio and assured anyone who still believes he's a real criminal at this point that the cancellation didn't have anything to do with any threats, and that you can tell that he's a real gangster by his coat, his beard and the way that he walks.
Kreayshawn, with “Gucci Gucci,” took advantage of a bright, shining moment in which any ol' BS that got a million views on YouTube was grounds for a lucrative record deal for whoever created it.
The TIs had to discontinue that program when it was revealed that a lot of those YouTube view counts are fake. Some young guy in Russia figured out a way to wildly inflate view counts for videos that clearly no one ever saw. Either he wrote some sort of program that automatically clicks on the same video over and over again, or who knows, maybe there really are rooms full of people over in China watching videos by bum rappers at a rate of, say, $15 for every hundred thousand views, which is then split amongst 100 people. That's not very much money at all. If you're an at all attractive woman, you're much better off hanging out in bars where tourists congregate, trying to do the nasty for money. It's tragic, really. Someone should make a documentary about it.
Once it was discovered that those view counts are some ol' bullshit, YouTube went through and conducted an internal audit, IRS-style. Come to find out, the major record labels were the main offenders. Why, I'm not sure. They don't receive any additional ad revenue from fake views, do they, from those 30-second pre-roll ads, which are retarded, because a music video already is a commercial, so watching a commercial before a video is like watching a commercial during a commercial? Most likely, they were paying to pump up view counts to make it seem as if they'd invested in marketing and promotion for their artists. Some bum rapper they only keep around for tax write-off purposes comes in wanting to know why they didn't bother promoting his most recent opus, Wu Block (to use an example), which, presumably, is why it only sold a few thousand copies its first week out. The TIs then point to the fact that their video has received millions of views on YouTube, and then charge the artist for both the marketing effort that supposedly led to so many views and the $15 it cost to buy the fake views. It's actually kinda brilliant, when you think about it.
“Gucci Gucci,” with its million-plus views on YouTube, touched off a heated bidding war between the few remaining major labels. If even some fraction of the people who watched the video bought the album, they could make back what it cost them to produce it, I'm sure they figured. Kids these days know how to make albums by plugging a shitty microphone into a laptop computer and rapping over beats made using pirated software. Soulja Boy can't even read, and he somehow managed to produce that Superman song that way. Kreayshawn somehow managed to create a fairly slick-looking video without a huge, circa 1997 Hype Williams budget. No speedboat races or fish eye lenses or anything. Fish Eye box wine maybe. No Superhead on set working her abnormally powerful jaw muscles. If they could somehow get that deal Soulja Boy once claimed to have, where he received a quarter every time someone commented on one of his videos on YouTube, they'd be making a fucking mint, a veritable shedload.
Columbia was the lucky winner of this alleged bidding war, signing Kreayshawn for a truly ridonkulous... *Dr. Evil voice* $1 million, the same amout 50 Cent famously received to sign with Shady/Aftermath back when rap music was at, or near, its commercial peak. If it's not the richest deal for a new artist ever in the history of rap music, it must still be the most ridonkulously inflated such deal, adjusted for merit. She did the right thing by going ahead and signing on the dotted line while someone was still willing to offer her $100 (well, to make music), let alone $1 million.
Of course the hip-hop community was none too pleased. The online hip-hop community consists entirely of bum rappers and other bums pursuing a career in hip-hop in some sort of support capacity: male publicists; "models" whose portfolios can be found on MySpace; A&Rs who aren't actually employed by a record label. There are actually more black CEOs in 'Merica than there are white ones. I didn't do a study or anything, but that must be true, right? These people won't make a million dollars in their entire lives, and here comes Kreayshawn signing a million dollar deal with Columbia Records—and she can't even rap! People would have been pissed at her anyway, because she's white, and nobody likes a white rapper, even on the rare occasion when he's just as good as any black rapper, and because she's female, and there's no such thing as a good female rapper. A million dollars spent signing a female rapper is a million dollars that could have been spent signing more male rappers
It only got worse when Kreayshawn had the sheer balls to use the dreaded n-word on Twitter: "People are actin so funny omg lol… I got 200k views… not 200k dollars…WTF YOU WANT FROM A NIGGA?! DMX VOICE.” This was no good. Twitter is where broke, jealous black people with a lot of time on their hands hang out. News of Kreayshawn, who'd already stolen black culture and rode it straight to the bank, using the dreaded n-word on Twitter spread like wildfire throughout the hip-hop Internets. It could be that she'd been dropping n-bombs in her music all along. How can you tell? The suspicion only led to further resentment.
In subsequent interviews Kreayshawn tried to argue that she should be allowed to use the dreaded n-word because everyone in Oakland calls each other the dreaded n-word, and because the dreaded n-word is more of a class thing than a race thing, and it's not like she's rich, the million dollar check she just received from Columbia Records notwithstanding. To wit: "In Oakland, Asian people will call Mexicans that. A Mexican will call a black dude that. A white person will call an Asian that. Everyone calls each other that. I feel like that word is used in the low-income community more than anything. I can see if I was some rich crazy trick and I was just saying this because it's hip-hop."
Say what you will about Kreayshawn, the girl's got balls. Someone check her crotch.
This touched off a series of angry reactions from the black feminist blogosphere and from the wider political correctness blogosphere, not unlike the response to Odd Future a mere matter of months prior. A sort of cottage industry has emerged built around finding problematic emerging artists and writing literally a million stories about them before they even release an album, at which point they're promptly forgotten. Usually, these artists don't have any talent to begin with. If they were that good, it wouldn't matter what they did. Case in point, R. Kelly.
I posted several of these reactions on my own blog, including the following:
The Root, on the real reason people like Kreayshawn:
“To be clear, Kreayshawn's buzz -- which has landed her a deal with Columbia Records -- is more about novelty than the quality of her music. Her weirdness and, yes, her whiteness are what have made her blog fodder and a hot commodity. White America likes to see white people rap, even if they're bad at it. It's part of a misguided notion that white people doing 'black things' are complex and therefore noteworthy.”
The Root, on whether or not Kreayshawn has any talent:
“Let's forget, for a moment, about the fact that Kreayshawn is white; put aside whatever knee-jerk 'culture vulture' reservations you might have about her; and actually listen to her rap. She sucks. Her flow is inept and stilted, and her voice is reminiscent of every telemarketer you've ever wanted to hang up on.”
Clutch Magazine, on the precedent for this sort of thing:
“Elvis Presley was not the originator of rock ‘n’ roll. That would be Chuck Berry. Vanilla Ice’s 'Ice Ice Baby' is said to be the first hip-hop song to top the Billboard charts (others argue it was 'Rapture' by Blondie). Justin Timberlake went from the pop sensation group ‘N Sync to the soulful singing White boy with swag. My point? America has always capitalized off of Black culture. Kreayshawn, the new White girl rapper, is only the latest byproduct.”
Clutch Magazine, on where Kreayshawn found her gimmick:
“I don’t believe for one second her image is authentic. It is one derived of the stereotypical 'sister girl' trope we’ve seen time and time again. Understand, I’m not arguing whether 'sister girl' actually exists. I’m not even arguing that the 'sister girl' is to be shunned. But Kreayshawn’s image, how she carries herself, her lyrics are all derivative of her very limited view of Black culture.”
Crunk Feminist Collective, on how Kreayshawn makes black women feel:
“The White Girl Mob media darling blowing up the interwebs whose potential deal with Sony is making waves makes me angry in a way I haven’t been in a long time. Her appropriative swag is yet another reminder (not that we needed any more this month) of how little black women are valued in our society, even in genres we co-create.”
Crunk Feminist Collective, on what Kreayshawn thinks about black women:
“Kreyashawn is the perfect accoutrement to the tortured misogyny of her friends and co-signers Odd Future. For her, calling women bitches and hoes is funny, a category she is somehow exempt from via her whiteness and sometimes queerness. She’s got swag because she fucks bitches too, though she’s quick to point out she’s 'not a raging lesbian.'”
LOL
NPR Music, on Kreayshawn's many black (albeit male) friends:
“One-liners like that, as well as Kreayshawn's biography as the daughter of a single mother who grew up in racially diverse East Oakland, suggest that she does experience herself as an equal member of a multiracial scene (she also very publicly hangs with black male rappers like Soulja Boy, the Odd Future crew and Lil B, for whom she's directed a couple of videos).”
NPR Music, on other white chicks who copped their swag from black people:
“White women appropriating women of color's style to gain access to masculine power is a common pop strategy. Pink does it in 'Raise Your Glass,' Gwen Stefani did it with 'Hollaback Girl,' Christina Aguilera does it every time she covers 'Lady Marmalade' and those are just recent examples. Here we are circling back to the discussion of Amy Winehouse I mentioned in my post on Adele: Kreayshawn even physically resembles that earlier swag princess.”
Drake, for one, was excited by Kreayshawn's flow. "I honestly get excited when new things happen in hip-hop," he told DJ Green Lantern, "and when I heard ‘Gucci Gucci,' I heard the flows, I was excited before I even knew who she was." No, really. He said that.
The hip-hop community got a taste of Kreayshawn's exciting flow (no Tampax), when she spit a freestyle on the Come Up Show with Cosmic Kev. It sounded like her first, or maybe at best, her third time rapping. If you closed your eyes, it sounded just like Rapping Granny from the Howard Stern Show doing "Fruity Nutcake." But she did diss Rick Ross: "You tryin' to play me like a boss? You faker than Rick Ross." Roffle. I don't know if a female rapper should get much credit for dissing a guy rapper, because it's not like the guy can just beat her up without being ostracized by the community, but I find pretty much any discussion of Rawse hilarious. I'm not even sure what purpose he serves being in this book other than as an opportunity for me to discuss his enthusiastic consumption of crab meats.
In the wake of that freestyle, and the boatloads of bad press leading up to it, it was rumored that Columbia wouldn't be dropping her album that fall. There was entirely too much bad will. Did anyone actually like her music? What if the million-plus people who watched her video on YouTube only clicked on it because someone told them how terrible it is? I'll watch a video that's not any good just to remark about how not good it is. It's one of the main things I enjoy doing. But obviously I'm not going to buy an album just to give it a "hate listen." I wouldn't even want to spend the time it would take to illegally download it. That's an hour that could just as easily be spent raiding some teenage girl's Instagram. No, I'll take some snarky Pitchfork review's word for it.
More bad news: Kreayshawn directed a video for the Red Hot Chili Peppers' "The Adventures of Rain Dance Maggie," but it wasn't good enough, so they scrapped it in favor of a second version of the video, by a real director. Kreayshawn did somehow go to Berkeley film school on scholarship, despite the fact that she never graduated from high school, but she got kicked out for stealing something. Then she directed videos for bum rappers out of Oakland, including walking minstrel show Lil B. That's how she got started rapping herself. Some guy on the set said she should make her own rap videos. He had the same epiphany Morris Day had when that fat guy in the Detroit Tigers cap told him he needed another act for First Avenue. “But I don't know how to rap,” Kreayshawn said. He said that probably wouldn't be an issue. He was probably just trying to hit that. Little did he know.
Speaking to MTV News on whether or not she dissed Rick Ross in that hilarious attempt at a freestyle, she tried to pull a Jedi mind trick. And I quote: "I feel like with anything, you're painting a picture. I've never, ever intentionally dissed anybody my whole career, and I don't do that personally with friends either. I'm not like a person to go against anyone or anything. So hey, no offense to you Rick Ross. There's no Rick Ross offensive things going on in there, even though it sounds like it." I can kinda see where she's coming from. On the one hand, saying someone's faker than Rick Ross sounds like you're saying that Rick Ross is fake, but on the other hand, you have to look at the larger picture that she's trying to paint, in which she's never, ever intentionally dissed anyone. I might have to write that down, fold it up and put it in my wallet, in case I ever run into Bun B.
Later that day video emerged of Kreayshawn on Ustream talking all kinds of shit about Rick Ross. There were no pictures being painted, unless you're talking about disgusting mental pictures of Rawse doing the nasty, incorporating crab meats into the act, Last Tango in Paris-style. I don't know if it was shot the same day, or if it just happened to hit the Internets the same day she told MTV she'd never intentionally dis anyone. "Rick Ross is fake," she said on Ustream. "I bet you $5 Rick Ross can't find his dick." Damn. Then she discussed the logistics of Rawse doing the nasty and what kind of sounds he would make, calling him the dreded n-word in the process. "That nigga stay with his shirt off."
This all led up to a big run-in at the VMAs. In fact, MTV probably prompted her to diss Rawse for MTV News so there'd be some sort of confrontation at the awards show. It was arranged that Rawse and his entourage would walk right through the area where Kreayshawn was being filmed. She was hosting a fake telecast that was only being aired on the Internets, via cell phone streaming video technology.
Rawse and his crew approached. There was a bit of a scuffle as MTV security stepped in to make sure none of Rawse's weed carriers put a shoe on Kreayshawn. You could see Rawse off in the distance, staring at Kreayshawn with a combination of lust and contempt, his eyes barely visible behind the gold-tinted shades he wears indoors to hide his weird-looking eyes. A phalanx of armed security guards arranged themselves between Rawse and Kreayshawn, in case he really did try to put a shoe on her.
Cut to Kreayshawn. “Oh my god! VMA wildness! Nobody likes Kreayshawn, but it’s ok. We all have fun, we all have fun out here. Things are getting a little too serious though. We had some jokes—I’m hella irritated right now. “
It was more publicity than Kreayshawn had received since that time she responded to black people upset that she'd received such a lucrative record deal despite her talent by using the dreaded n-word on Twitter. In order to prolong this moment, she leaked some naked pictures of herself. Several people put them up on their blogs, along with jokes about how they wished they had two extra hands so they could give those titties four thumbs down. Kreayshawn doesn't have such a bad body, but she doesn't have any cans to speak of, and these weren't very flattering pictures. She looked kinda bloated. It may have been that time of the month. That would explain the numerous ridonkulous outbursts in the media.
I should note that I don't know for a fact that she leaked those pics in hopes that Columbia might release her album after all. That's just my theory. She says her phone was hacked into. I know some haX0rs focus on hacking into female celebs' phones looking for nude pics. I thought ScarJo leaked those nude pics of herself, but come to find out she really did get hacked. The guy who did it got more time than he would have gotten if he'd killed someone. The TIs were trying to send out a message: You want to hack into someone's phone, pick some random hot chick from Facebook. We can't have ScarJo out on Front Street like that. It was said that he had the ability to hack into pretty much anyone's phone. That's why he went after ScarJo. Duh. The pics actually turned out to be underwhelming. You definitely couldn't call those cans mediocre, but... I don't know. I was expecting to die or something when I saw them, and my life just went right on like it had been.
Embarrassed that she was naked all over the Internets looking all bloated, Kreayshawn went on Tumblr and pulled a Kid Cudi and/or a Lupe, threatening to retire from rap music before her album even came out. "All I wanted to do is create and have a good time," she wrote. "But, this is quickly forming into something I never would have signed up for from being accused of being racist to getting my pre-teen nudes leaked everywhere. I feel like this shit ain’t my cup of tea. Someone else want my job right about now? Im just gotta sip lean and disappear. THIS GAME IS FAKE AS ALL HELL!" Aww...
That claiming your widely (often self-) circulated nude pics are from when you were in elementary school is a classic attention hoo-er move. I might pull it myself, if nude pics of me ever turn up on the Internets. I'll just say I was eight years old when they were taken. Never mind the thinning hair, the prodigious beer belly, and the eye I lost when I was 30. I wouldn't actually contact the FBI, which might be illegal, if you can't convince them that you were honestly mistaken. I'd take my case directly to Twitter. Or better yet, Tumblr. Obviously Kreayshawn wasn't a pre-teen when those pics were taken. She may have had the body of a preteen. Someone was able to check, possibly using the metadata of the file, I'm not sure, and she was into her 20s when they were taken. If she wasn't telling the truth about keeping elementary school-age nude pics of herself on her phone, for some reason, what's there to say she was telling the truth about not purposely leaking them to generate publicity, to try to get Columbia to release her album?
The end of the year came and went with no Kreayshawn album. It could have been a worse Christmas, I have to say. The rumors must have been true. The Kreayshawn album had been shelved, because someone at Columbia saw that Cosmic Kev freestyle and realized she couldn't rap. Plus, all of the people upset with her for using the dreaded n-word, and for being a white rapper in general. The nerve of some people. In an interview that December she copped a plea, explaining that she was too busy touring to release an album... so that she might actually have something to promote. Likely story.
That winter, Rawse was asked about Kreayshawn in an issue of XXL. If you thought that he'd laugh the question off, because she's a '90s baby female rapper who obviously suffers from some sort of mental illness, and her career wasn't going anywhere anyway, you obviously don't know Rawse. He treated this question the same way he'd treat a question about someone who posed an actual threat to him: he pretended as if he'd do something illegal. “I can’t wait to slap the sh*t out of whoever carries her bags and I hope it’s her n—a," Rawse told XXL. "Dirty b—h. You better know the f–k you talking about. I’ll pay 50K to mess up your whole week.” To date, Rawse has yet to ruin one of Kreayshawn's weeks—unless he was the one who hacked into her phone. How amazing would that be, if a guy rapper had beef with a female rapper, and he retaliated by hacking into her phone and leaking nude pics. Maybe we can somehow get Fiddy Cent to beef with Foxy Brown. It's not like either of them has anything better to do.
By February, Kreayshawn was developing a contingency plan that involved taking whatever was left of her advance and using it to buy drugs, which she'd then sell, so she could rap about how she sells drugs, similar to how Jay-Z kickstarted his career. No Kickstarter. "If the album doesn't have a hit, I don't care," she said in an interview. "I'm mobbin.' I'm mobbin' real hard. If something goes wrong, I'll just take all my money and sell hella drugs. Then make a song about that. Then I'll have another hit."
In March, her Twitter was hacked. I woke up one day, and my timeline was filled with nothing but people retweeting crazy shit Kreayshawn had said, including, "Sometimes I wish slavery was still going on." "I don't need black fans anyway. Y'all don't buy albums." "I just wish black would just go back to eating fried chicken and get out of my mentions." "If black ppl spent more time finding their fathers instead of my location. you wouldn't be so mad." And an apology. "Gm guys, last nite someone hacked my page, i am sorry, i love FRIED CHICKEN! Forgive me." It looked like someone just said that she said a lot of racist shit, and then people retweeted that, and it gradually took on a mind of its own. But who knows. I've heard conflicting reports. Kreayshawn herself made it sound like someone had actually gained access to her account, which would mean that the offensive tweets did originate there, and maybe she deleted them. And that's why the next day all you could see was people retweeting them. The question is, did she type that shit herself, jokingly, not unlike how she joked that Rawse is fake, and she was a preteen in those nude pics, or was else trying to frame her? Once someone develops such a track record of lies, you don't know what to believe.
At least it got her name back in the news. She did a round of press to promote the fact that her Twitter had been hacked, and to let people know that her feelings had been hurt. Again. This time she drew an analogy to when she was out selling ass, apparently. "I am tough," she explained. "I've had pimps pull my arm. I'm hard, but deep down I'm a real person. And when people are tweeting things at me, it hurts. Part of it is being imaged as 'the white rapper girl'. I feel like people just don't like that. There's some sort of novelty about it, like it's not real. But it is." Kreayshawn is the white female rapper equivalent of Roman Craig in The Great Outdoors: you may not think of her as being authentic, but when she gets cut she bleeds.
Over the summer, she dropped an expensive-looking music video that didn't do anything. I don't even recall hearing about it back when it first hit the Internets. You'd think people would have at least posted it just to hate on it, but I guess they'd moved on. Rap blogs that are notorious for posting anything and everything, like Nah Right and 2dopeboyz, aren't into anything that hipstery. I only stumbled upon it a week or so later, embedded in a post on Pr0nhub, of all places, a quasi-legal pr0n tube site (I'm not sure how I got there), about how another Kreayshawn nude pic had hit the Internets. Could it be that Kreayshawn had leaked another nude pic of herself, this time to generate interest in the video Columbia had obviously spent so much money to make? The irony is, it worked. Pr0nhub never would have posted it, if it hadn't come attached to this new nude pic, and therefore I never would have seen it. I wouldn't have gone back and watched it just for the purpose of writing this book. I didn't watch any of that shit again. This is all based on shit I found on my blog from a couple of years ago. I will say that this new nude pic was much more flattering than the old one. Maybe the old one really was hacked, and this one she leaked on purpose, and so she had the opportunity to make sure her body was looking decent. Her stomach was nice and flat. She didn't look as bloated. Her cans hadn't grown any, but sometimes I like a chick who's flat chested, as long as she's not concave, which is disgusting and unacceptable. I'd even go so far as to say that flat chested chicks are superior to chicks with small cans, which are not at all special, by definition, but of course nothing beats a woman who looks like she might fall on her face if she leaned too far forward. This is Winter Pierzina's world; Kreayshawn just lives in it.
If only Kreayshawn had dropped a sex tape in September, when her album came out. I think that would have pushed her right over the top. I would have purchased a copy on GP. I wouldn't have been concerned with whether or not the music was any good. Pitchfork said the music wasn't very good at all. "It would be difficult to argue that Somethin' Bout Kreay is a waste of Kreayshawn's talent," they wrote, "because talent has been something of a non-factor in her story." Damn. They gave the album a 3.0. That's out of 10 total, not 5.
First week sales were a new all-time low for an artist on a major label. Or were they? A post on VladTV said that they were: "After seven days of being available for purchase, Cali rapper Kreayshawn's debut album "Somethin' 'Bout Kreay" sold only 3,900 copies. This has set the new all-time record for the lowest first week sales by an artist signed to a major record label, according to HitsDailyDouble. Soulja Boy previously held the record for his last album which sold just 14,000 copies in its first week on the market." But some young guy from LA Weekly says there was an album by MTV VJ contest winner Jesse Camp that sold even worse than that, back in the late '90s. So who knows. At any rate, it might be a while before Columbia recoups that $1 million.
Undaunted by failure, Kreayshawn took to Twitter with important advice for anyone actually looking to buy a copy of Something 'Bout Kreay. Someone at the label must have told her that it was selling so well that people were having a hard time finding stores that still had it in stock, and that's why it's the worst-selling album since Jesse and the 8th Street Kids. "If your lookin for physical copies of #SBK," she wrote, "they are only @ Hot Topic and most have been sold out since the 2nd day it dropped so CALL AHEAD."
The fact that, as I write this, Tumblr has just been crowned the 9th most popular website on the Internets, ahead of the likes of CNN and the New York Times, and only one notch below Wikipedia, the world's most accurate encyclopedia (and #1 search result for pretty much anything), is a testament to the power of pr0nography.
I'd be willing to bet, based mostly on pulling figures out of my ass (no fishsticks), but also years of personal experience, that a solid 95% of Tumblr's web traffic on any given day is guys in their moms' basements furiously "reblogging" a seemingly endless series of pictures of beautiful—or otherwise remarkable—women in various states of undress.
Sometimes they aren't undressed at all, at least by non-Arab standards. I've spent the past six years now posting (mostly reblogging) pictures of girls with their clothes on. I started reblogging a lot of pictures of hot chicks with their clothes on because I figured I could use them for my blog, ByronCrawford.com: The Mindset of a Champion, in case people want to look at it with their kids, which I encourage (because they might learn something). Eventually, I developed a certain appreciation for it, and now it's gotten to the point where I genuinely prefer it.
Not that I would turn my head, if a picture of a naked woman were to somehow pop up on my computer (pretty much a given, on Tumblr), unless there was something wrong her cans. But I seek out pictures of girls with their clothes on, both as part of the important work that I do that helps pay the mortgage on my house in a shanty town, and "for my own personal amusement." These days, I often find myself, erm, taking advantage of the copious amounts of time I have to myself, with pics and videos of girls taking pictures of themselves in their bathroom mirrors, and dancing to rap music in their (always) filthy bedrooms.
I haven't downloaded any hardcore stuff, of the Reality Kings variety, since the free passwords some young guy sent me, via Formspring, stopped working, years ago. You download so much of that shit, and you don't even end up watching the vast majority of it. If you've got a big enough hard drive, it'd be hard to even find that kind of time. With the state of technology these days, you could probably fit a good year's worth of continuous viewing on a device small enough to carry around in your pocket. Maybe even a phone, if you also wanted to use it to make calls.
They'd have to strap you down to a chair, keep your eyes pried open with some of the tools they used the four times now I've had my right eye operated on (and I'm still blind), and have someone come around and feed you occasionally, Clockwork Orange-style, just to get you through that year. The first few days probably wouldn't be so bad. But then you'd eventually get bored and maybe even sick. But I bet it would eventually get good again, too. Your mind and body tend to work in cycles, in that way. Sometimes I find myself going through a similar cycle. I think I'm done with pr0n, and then six hours later I'm having another look.
It'd almost be worth it, in a sick, Josef Mengele sort of way, to conduct such an experiment, just to see what the guy would be like afterward. I'm not convinced that a man who underwent such an experiment definitely wouldn't emerge a better person as a result. This could be the key to finally liberating Gitmo.
Back in '07, I took the laptop computer I was using at the time up to Chicago, where I spent the weekend for Lollapalooza. From the airport, I received a complimentary ride in a rapist van to the place where I was staying, because that's how I do it when I'm OT: big time (though I didn't tip the guy, because I wasn't sure if it was customary, if you're already getting a room). I stashed my shit in the closet, to make it less tempting to housekeeping, and I started to take off for the show, but then it occurred to me. I've got this fancy room in a motel out by the airport all to myself, and I've got this laptop filled with circa '05-'07 BangBros (back when it was about something). I might as well take advantage.
I started to, but before I got the point where I'd have no choice but to "power through" any interruption, the damn thing just died. The screen went blank, and I couldn't get it to come back on. So fine, I chucked it in the closet and took off. I figured maybe it would be working again when I got back later that night. I realize now that I was going through one of the early stages of the patented five stages of grief, as popularized in the 1970s, namely denial. You know how it is when someone close to you dies, and it takes a while to truly accept the fact that you're never going to see them again? It was the exact same feeling.
It never did come back on. I took it up to Best Buy to have the Geek Squad take a look at it, which I now realize marks me as the biggest sucker in the history of suckerdom, and I guess they couldn't do anything with it. I'm not even sure if they tried. It sat up there for like two weeks. I only ever got it back when I called, and they were like, "Uh yeah, come get it." So I went and got it, and they gave it back to me with no bag. I was like, "Where's the bag?" They were like, "What bag?" I was like, "The bag I brought it in, dumbass." I looked over, and the bag was just sitting there on a cart. The guy handed it to me and said I was supposed to take it with me when I left the computer. How TF was I supposed to know?
Pro Tip: When you pay Best Buy like $60 to try to fix your computer, and they can't, you don't get that $60 back. All they do is try to turn it on, and if they can't get it to turn on, they just toss it in a bin somewhere until you call looking for it.
That weekend, I saw an ad in the paper for what seemed like a decent enough laptop in the $350-$400 range, which is where I try to buy all of my laptops. I had just enough money in the bank.
Back at Best Buy (I know), it took me a while to figure out how to buy one. They had it locked in a cage somewhere, despite it being one of the cheapest laptops you can possibly buy. They probably put my name on a list back when they tricked me out of that $60. They knew I'd need a new computer, and that I had a gripe against Best Buy, because they ripped me off.
I finally get my hands on the thing, and the guy walks me over to a register to ring it up. He didn't want to run the risk of me carrying it to the front of the store. I gave the guy my US Bank Visa and told him to charge it to the game, and damn it if my shit didn't come back declined. I knew I had enough money. I did the math, including tax, down to the penny before I left the house, like the true bum that I am.
Turns out my card had expired. They had sent a new card to the house. I had to go home, find it somewhere beneath a pile of fast food wrappers and soiled undershirts, and activate it. How embarrassing. Especially since having my card declined wasn't such an unlikely scenario. I'm sure the guy could tell, from the way I instantaneously broke out in a sweat, that the card being empty was a distinct possibility.
I only ended up keeping that laptop for about two years, and it was only really good for less than a year. Well, it was never really good.
It didn't die, it just seemed like it was going to, and that it was underpowered for what I needed it to do, which was hardly that difficult—mostly listening to music, watching videos, and surfing the Internets all at once. I wasn't designing characters for the movie Avatar or anything.
Losing a laptop didn't cause a shift in my interests—from videos of strung out hookers taking it in all five holes in the back of a moving panel van, to still images of girls at least partially clothed—so much as it coincided with a shift that had already begun.
Back in '05, I started keeping a separate blog for things that weren't interesting enough to post on my main blog. Essentially, it was a microblog, but before there was a such thing as a microblog. Er, before I heard of one, anyway.
I tried signing up for Google AdSense with my main blog, but I was rejected. I tried twice. The second time on a day when I hadn't written about anything particularly offensive. I hadn't used the dreaded n-word or anything. I thought maybe they wouldn't realize it was the same guy. Maybe they'd have someone else take a look
This was back when it was still thought that you could become extravagantly wealthy via Google AdSense. A few people had more or less accidentally made a lot of money blogging about women's high heel shoes, inkjet printers, asbestos removal and what have you, setting off a gold rush.
Alas, the only way to make any money at all from Google AdSense, let alone a shedload of money, is to rank highly for certain terms that cost a lot of money to buy ads for, mostly expensive consumer products, and certain diseases and injuries, for which ambulance chasers must advertise legal services and class action suits.
Even inkjet printers are a scam, in a sense. In fact, they might be the biggest scam going. They give you the printer for free with a computer, or for $30 or so, then they charge you damn near as much as the printer cost, if not more, to fill it with ink.
I got a fancy all-in-one printer copier scanner for Christmas back in the mid 2000s. My mom probably got it for free, wrapped it up and gave it to me for Christmas, thinking I'd think it cost $1,000, because it does the work of an entire Chinese print shop, in a box the size of a smallish dorm room microwave oven. (Alas, it can't make ramen.)
I can't keep the damn thing filled with ink. I only print something off like once year, usually tickets to some of these concerts I go to during the summer, and when I go to print them off, the damn thing is out of ink. It's not like I used it all up. The shit just dried out from not being used, like an old woman's vagine.
A couple of times, I went to Walmart and copped the cheapest ink I could find that would fit, which still ran me upwards of $30, just to print off a few pages.
These days, I go to a Kinkos, which has since been renamed FedEx Office. You can mail shit there, make copies, use the computer, and probably any number of other things. It seems like a place where homeless people would go to jerk off to Internets pr0n, but homeless people could never afford to use the computers at FedEx Office. Shit, I can barely afford to use the computers at FedEx Office.
If they wanted to stop homeless people from jerking off to Internets pr0n at public libraries, they could charge a fee to use the Internets. They could justify it by explaining that it costs money to keep the terminals clean, so an eight year-old doesn't get a staph infection or some shit from using them. They could even use the money they charge to hire a homeless person (the only person who would do such a job) to stand by and wipe the terminals down after each use, thus putting a dollar in a homeless man's pocket.
I probably pay a good $5 at FedEx Office just to print off a damn page. It's the biggest ripoff in the history of ripoffs. They charge you money for all sorts of thing besides just the sheet of paper you print off, which shouldn't cost any more than about $.20, what it cost back in the 1980s, when they still had copy machines in grocery stores. If you doubled that, for inflation, that's still just $.40. I did the math.
But I don't have a convenient way to transfer whatever I need to print off from my laptop at home to FedEx Office, so what I'll do is, I'll email it to myself, then I'll have to go on the Internets at FedEx Office, open up the attachment I sent to myself, and print it off. In addition to whatever they charge to use the computer and print off a copy, I think they also charge you to use the Internets.
I'd try to look at Internets pr0n while I'm there, just to see if you can, but I feel like it would end up costing me so much that I'd never recover financially, even if my career as an author takes off. I'd somehow end up having to sign over my house to them.
(But seriously, someone should try to fap to completion to Internets pr0n using a computer at FedEx Office, just to see how much it ends up costing. You could pitch it as a feature to Vice magazine and get them to pay for it. Vice has a shedload of money from Intel and Viacom.)
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