














Unsigned Hype

I'd never seen her before, and that’s surprising because
Mount Vernon is only four square miles. She didn’t look
at me or anything, but I still think she could like me if
she actually saw me. | was trying everything to make her
notice. I did my best scratching, mixing, and cross fad-
ing, but she wasn’'t moved by anything | did or played.
Then she left before it was over. The next time I'll put on
Jimmy Spicer’s “Adventures of Super Rhymes.” That’s an
old-school song that's thirteen minutes long. That should
be enough time for me to introduce myself and get her
number.
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In school, the week leading up to Unsigned Hype is off
the chains. The whole school has heard about the contest
because everybody and their momma listens to Power
97 (well, everybody except my momma). People have
heard that Fat Mike is going to be in it, but nobody knows
that I made all of his beats. So I take it upon myself to
anonymously leak that bit of information, because Moms
says you should let other people praise you instead of
you praising yourself. And the praise comes quick and
thick.

A girl 1 don’t even know corners me in front of the
“Shhhh!” sign in the library. She sucks her teeth, puts her
hand on her hip, cocks her head to the side, and whispers
loudly, “So you're the one whose music is supposed to
be on Power 97?”

Inod my head, and her face lights up like Times Square.
She covers her mouth and unleashes a scream that cre-
scendos. “That is tight—light—TIGHT!"”
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Booker T. Mattison

Another guy asks me, “Those were your beats | heard
on Fat Mike’s demo?”

When I tell him they were, he removes his Yankees hat
out of respect and covers his heart with it. He gives me a
pound and shakes his head. “I got one word for you, my
dude. Phat-tacular.”

By the end of third period, the word on my beats has
spread around the school like hot butter. And now it's on
like popcorn. Even Mr. Pisarcik congratulates me. As he's
talking, I can't help but stare at his key ring. | feel guilty
for thinking about locking him in the band room.

Then at lunch, Gessie Johnson sits next to me. She’s the
prettiest girl at South Side High School, and she’s only a
sophomore. | feel like Biz Markie in that old-school song
“The Vapors.” People catch the vapors when they start
acting different toward you once you make it. | haven't
even done anything yet, and people are already catching
it. So how are they going to act when I really blow up?
Maybe that's why Gessie Johnson sitting next to me isn't
as big a deal as I thought it would be. Or it could be be-
cause she was the prettiest girl in the whole world—but
that was before I saw that girl at the barbeque.





