
“I’m cut from a sinful nature and I feel afflicted.” 
 
The opening lyrics on Isaiah Rashad’s new album, It’s Been Awful, aren’t a simple confession. It goes deeper than 
acknowledging past transgressions or the desire to repent. This is a psychic bloodletting. A generational artist 
exorcising generational dysfunction. 
 
The opening track, “The New Sublime,” continues:  
 
“Falling Over 
Ask me who I’m fucking 
I been fucking up 
 
Since they sent my sister back to jail 
Back when we would pop a Xan 
If I romanticize them Percocets 
I Might Relapse; Again” 
 
For the first time in his life, the Tennessee native has processed his double-edged inheritance and self-destructive 
streak. It’s the reflection of a flawed seeker standing naked in the mirror. Drugs, sex, and redemption. Powder, pain, 
and occasionally answered prayers. This is what you were waiting on.  
 
It has been five volatile years since the TDE artist’s last album, The House is Burning – a record described by Fader 
as his “most complete,” and by Pitchfork as an achievement of “newfound poise and joy through a sophisticated 
collage.” Shortly after its release, everything turned to ashes. Rashad was the victim of a non-consensually leaked 
sex tape. Newly sober, he relapsed again. Another stint in rehab followed. So did another agonizing search for 
self-realization and personal identity.   
 
Rashad has long warred with his internal demons, but the stakes have never felt this existential. It’s Been Awful is 
technically hip-hop, in that Rashad is still rapping with the virtuosity, speed, and precision usually only seen in a 
Kyrie Irving crossover or Jiro swinging a willow leaf sushi blade. But its spiritual genealogy traces back to the 
turbulent vanguards of ‘70s soul. Hints of late period Marvin Gaye can be heard in Rashad’s adventurous genre 
fusion and struggles with addiction and familial distress. His recurring depression and belief in music’s power of 
transcendence harkens back to Donny Hathaway. While his carnal obsessions, dreamily psychedelic bent, and 
collaborations with his younger sibling, KTC  – who produced much of the album – remind you a little of the Isley 
Brothers. 
 
In the wake of the chaos, Rashad was forced to take stock of his life. He grappled with the hedonistic forces driving 
him to “reinvest in Schedule Ones” and disappear for days with “a bag full of that Avril Lavigne.” Details are 
sprinkled impressionistically throughout this non-linear narrative. Childhood discoveries of his dad’s porn stash. The 
way in which Rashad quietly became a master of keeping secrets. The impulse to “act normal.” The later-in-life 
realization that the “whole family was sex addicts.” In one breath, he confronts lingering shame. In the next, he 
grows nostalgic for his “tender innocence, writing poems for the girl in my chemistry class.” (“Do I Look High?) 
 
It's Been Awful offers few straightforward explanations. It trusts the listener to interpret Rashad’s struggles and 
residual traumas their own way. Staggering in its musicality, the album bridges UK drum n’ bass, acid guitar rock, 
cosmic jazz, Nick Drake indie-pop, and gender-blurring 90s Brit-pop with trunk-rattling Houston swing, the late 
‘90s Dungeon Family, Memphis rap, Soulquarian-style neo-soul, and 2000s club R&B. It could only be an Isaiah 
Rashad record. If Chattanooga’s own once wore his formative influences openly – naming songs after Southern 
legends like Webbie, Pimp C, and No Limit’s Silkk the Shocker – he’s slowly become his own genre. Soul music in 
the metaphysical sense.  
 
The genius lies in large and small details. The whimsical juxtaposition of “I’m worth more than the rap shit” and 
“I’m worth more than my “rap sheet” (“Supaficial.”) The radio station interludes and offhand conversations. The 
fear the moment that he sees flashing lights in the rearview –  compounded by his mother warning him that he has a 
death wish (“Scared 2 Look Down”). It’s the end of “Happy Hour,” where Rashad slurs the phrase “Do I Want You 



Back Baby” mimicking the tender intimacy of a late night call. Or when he lets the word “high….” trail off; the 
syllables dissolving like smoke rings.  
 
There are few big-name guest features. SZA levitates above, “Boy In The Red,” flashing the telepathic chemistry 
that she’s had with Rashad since his 2014 debut, Cilvia Demo. While the Dominic Fike collaboration, “Cameras” 
evokes the creative partnership between MBDTF-era Kanye and Bon Iver. Mostly, the lens focuses tightly on 
Rashad, deconstructing his own habits, lifestyle, and perception of masculinity. If art as therapy is the prevailing 
modern cliché, this is an album where you can see the actual growth. If Rashad still might not describe himself as 
happy, you can hear an unmistakable euphoria in his act of creation.  
 
It’s Been Awful could have only been made by someone in love with language, melody, ideas, aesthetic beauty, and 
sound itself. It is as joyous as personal reckonings can come. Sorrow transmuted into the sublime. A record that 
proves that discontent is actually the first sign of progress.  
 
 
 
Abridged Version:  
 
It’s Been Awful is as joyous as an exorcism can get. For the first time, TDE’s Isaiah Rashad native has processed his 
double-edged inheritance and self-destructive streak. His latest opus is the reflection of a flawed seeker standing 
naked in the mirror. Drugs, sex, and redemption. Powder, pain, and occasionally answered prayers.  
 
It has been five years since the Tennessee native’s critically acclaimed sophomore album, The House is Burning. 
Shortly after its 2021 release, everything turned to ashes. Rashad was the victim of a non-consensually leaked sex 
tape. Newly sober, he relapsed again. Another stint in rehab followed. So did another agonizing search for 
self-realization and personal identity.   
 
From the first bars of its opening track “The New Sublime,” Rashad declares “I’m cut from a sinful nature and I feel 
afflicted.” Non-linear details are sprinkled impressionistically throughout. Childhood discoveries of parental 
dysfunction. The ways in which Rashad quietly became a master of keeping secrets. The desire to disappear for days 
with a bag of powder. The difficulties of killing the rap star ego.  
 
It’s Been Awful is technically hip-hop, in that Rashad is still rapping with his trademark virtuosity. But it’s spiritual 
genealogy traces back to the turbulent vanguards of ‘70s soul: Marvin Gaye, Donny Hathaway, and the Isley 
Brothers. It’s this musicality that’s perhaps most staggering. Rashad blends new-age Southern rap with drum n’ bass, 
acid guitar, cosmic jazz, indie-pop, Soulquarian-style neo-soul, and gender-blurring 90s Brit-pop. The final product 
is soul music in the metaphysical sense. Sorrow transmuted into the sublime. A record that proves that discontent is 
the first sign of progress.  
 
Blurb:  
 
It’s Been Awful is the moment that Isaiah Rashad became his own genre. The TDE artist remains one of the most 
technically virtuosic rappers alive, but on his third full-length album, the Tennessee native broadens his palette to 
include cosmic jazz, psychedelic guitar rock, Soulquarian neo-soul, gender-blurring dance pop, and guest features 
from SZA and Dominic Fike. After five chaotic years away, Rashad returns with his best and most vulnerable 
work – the reflection of flawed seeker standing naked in the mirror. Drugs, sex, and redemption. Soul music in its 
most metaphysical sense. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


