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success that had hip-hop record executives foaming at 
their mouths. What is for sure is that  the current  state 
of hip-hop is a reflection of the “strange fruit” of 
capitalism. Hip-hop is being handled as a business, 
not as a cultural tradition of world interrelation 
through song. There is no compelling reason for the 
consumer or the financial backer, both of which are 
generally Caucasian, to be concerned in the least with 
hip-hop’s integrity. Elderly, white business types, to 
no one’s surprise, have not deemed music with an 
uplifting mantra marketable. Yet, marketing studies 
have proven that  a product launched with the correct 
package and promotion can be forced into 
mainstream relevance and will ultimately be heavily 
consumed. Similar to the way sex and violence have 
become to be treasured as desserts as sweet  as 
America’s own apple pie. Reasoning for this direction 
will not be explored at this time. What  is interesting 
is the shift in the dynamic of the power structure in 
music distribution and consumption. Record 
companies have seemingly met their match in the 
form of Internet  media. The availability of new music 
has been deregulated by an accessibility that  allows 
artists to share music with a mass audience and be the 
chief determiners of their own musical direction. An 
artist  can create his own website, join a file sharing 

website, or promote his work in social networking 

websites. This has made the record companies the 
“middle man” and it is quite possible that we will 
soon be experiencing a musical renaissance. God 
knows we need one.

Success Defined

Ok now my questions to you! How do you quantify 
success? You might rather an individualists’ 
approach, living on an island sipping wine and 
puffing cigars while counting zeroes and monitoring 
your stock options and assets. Or you may fancy a 
holistic approach to success lending itself to the 
centering of achievement around how many others 
besides yourself you are able to help, or even further 
than that, how many you are able to help, help 
themselves. Maybe you are even caught in between, 
the consummate tweener, every group of friends has 
one-- the one who never ruffles any feathers. Surely, 
the increase of capital is not  a negative issue, neither 
is the time in which many black and brown brothers 
and sisters are able to enjoy their relatively new 
successes. The alarm is being triggered by large 
numbers of these brothers and sisters that  lack 
preparation in life management  (financial, emotional, 
spiritual, discipline, self control) because the truth is, 
anyone coming into a life-altering amount of money 
will need to be coached; period! A deeper artistic 
worry is the compromise in the integrity of the music. 
There has undoubtedly been a large sacrifice for the 

maintenance of impressive profit  margins. Hip-Hop’s 
swelling success along with risqué issues does 
prompt  a debate, or at  least a few questions. Do 
artists bear chief responsibility for the degrading 
content of hip-hop music? Are we turning ourselves 
into a spectacle for an audience who has no vested 
interest in us other than our pure entertainment value? 
How many contributors under the umbrella-ella of 
hip-hop of enjoy high levels of success?  Is the 
success sustainable? Is it  worth the corruption of the 
art? Is it  worth the lack of artist  effort/quality? Can 
these financial resources translate into better lives for 
people who are maybe outside the walls of the music 
industry? Are the million dollar contracts, Forbes 
Magazine entries and billion dollars net worth enough 
to warrant  the compromise of an expression that was 
formed to uplift people and denounce unfairness? 
When an artist has survived living in housing projects 
or equally challenging living conditions for the 
majority of their life and then achieves such marginal 
success, who has the right to tell them what  to do 
with their own lives, their own money?

Critique of Love

Always a water cooler topic or cafeteria conversation, 
Hip-Hop undergoes some continuous scrutiny for 
images of warped social reflection, with themes of 
hyper-masculinity at its core. But  one has to wonder 
about the motives of these images. Are the artists 
behind these images? Are the corporations? Maybe it 
is the record label CEOs? Or does it  run deeper? 
Maybe it is the Wild Wild West concept of what  it is 
to be a man, with gun toting cowboys defending their 
families from savage “intruders” circling their 
wagons. Have those images not  been America’s love 
even before the evolution of mass media? Has Hip-
Hop manifested into the cowboy’s shoot-first, talk 
later demeanor as the precursor for America’s suitable 
definition of man4? Hip-hop’s problem may seem like 
an American problem, but it’s quite possibly a world 
problem, with mistreated female profiles and hyper-
masculinity that are suitable for a minstrel show 
centered in the middle of a war zone. The irony in the 
masculinity is in the public’s interpretation.  The 
machismo is propelled to mask deep seeded esteem 
issues, but it  is not  solely or even primarily the 
artists’ fault. There is a systemic dismantling of 
critical thought  coupled with psychologically 
genocidal conditions that  are designed to make hip-
hop dance for the piper or exhaust  itself vying for his 
mercy. Hip-hop is ours, African-descendants and 
Latinos, maybe we should claim it  back as ours. We 
have so many talented muses, but  talent  without 
purpose is a weapon gift-wrapped for evil. 
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