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Chiron, which he bought last summer, for around $3 million.
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toys—“grown-up Legos” he calls them~—but heisalso fascinated by
he i his own security. (In
intoa California house where Post had recently lived, shouting
his name; according to TMZ, they robbed and pistol-whipped the
occupant) Postis an presence, but his
pi and

‘super fuckin’ hackneyed shit in the movies where the guy gets all this
"he.

“And that always strucka chord with me."

It was getting dark in Utah, and Post, still jet-lagged from his
Japantrip, was starting , assisted by plenty of Bud Light
and Lig g0, ying
firsttime, (“Wow," he said earnestly. *This is good.”) Post talks and
sings about misery so much that it sometimes sounds like shtick.
At Madison Square Garden, he introduced “Goodbyes,” his ultra-
emo collaboration with Young Thug, by saying, “This song is about
sadtimes, and crying and shit, and heartbreak and shit.” But he
insists that for most of his life, he has reckoned with a sadness

in particular. “Mi
1 would cry myself to sleep every fuckin' day." he said. “High school,
ing. I i of that shit, but
It just never goes away. And | don't think that's anybody's fault; it
has to do with something predisposed in you.”

Post totalk plicitly about the
of mental health, even as his own remains awork in progress. “'m
fuckin’ crazy,” he sald. “And it has exacerbated over the past years,
since Stoney.” Like many musicians, he worries that if he found
an effective treatment, his music might suffer. But he knows, too,
the risks of self-medication. A number of his musical peers have
recently died from overdoses: not just Mac Miller but also Lil Peep,
in2017,and Juice WRLD, this past December. “That could have been
ma;” Post said. One of his earliest singles was “Too Young,” about
wantingto survive, and he has tattoos of a number of musicians.
who didn't,includi Cobain, the rapper  and
Lil Peep himself. But when asked whether he was getting help for
his own mental health prablems, Post was vague. “I am, now—I'm
trying?” he said. “It's difficult. Through my songs, | can talk about
whatever | want. But sitting here, face-to-face, it's difficult.”

Five years ago, is intenti
hopstar, lots of people didn't take him seriously. And perhaps
people don't always take him seriously now, when he talks about his
chaotic life and his fitful efforts to find peace. *I wake upand I'm

hesaid. g about
music—for meat least. Something strikes a synapse and then you
want to go and sit down at the fuckin’ computer and make a beat,
and then you make ‘White Iverson,"or you make fuckin® anything.
And that'sall it takes.” He paused. “| dor’t know. I'm not, by far, the.
mostinspirational dude. Butif | can do it, you can doit fuckin' too.”

wanted to that

line wag not ‘Get Money;” by
the rapper Chief Keef. Butstill, he sounded like he meant it. m
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suit $1,400
Casablanca

shirt $595
Tom Ford

tie $156
Richard
Anderson

his own boots.
Stetson

pocket square
Hilditch & Key
his oun watch
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pants $1,050
Balenciaga

belt (price
upon request)
Prada

his oun watch
Patek Philippe

ring (price

upon request)
Jacob & Co.
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