My Culture at the Crossroads

A rap devotee watches corporate control and apolitical times encroac
on the music he has loved all his life. BY KEVIN POWELL
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Square and Latin Quarter in New York Citv. and done evervthing
from organizing rap shows to workingas a hip-hop journalistand
managing music producers. This culture has not only rescued the

lives of countless masses who look like me. but ithas S ered
more voung, working-class black and Launo caws than the civil-
rights movement.

Yet something peculiar erupts when vou've been around hip-
hop tor a while. Although vou still love it, vou look at its culwre
from a more critical perspective. particularly if vou have studied
other music genres, traveled widely and reflected intensely. You re-
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ing, the dance clement (or what some call break-dancing), DJing and
MUing. The MC or“rapper” has been singled outto be his ownman
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