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They call me Yellaboy.

Said I was too Black to be white, too white to be Black—When all I ever wanted was to speak truth.

This book ain’t born out of theory.

It was born from the back pews of churches that taught obedience,.The static-filled radio preaching freedom over blues chords, the back roads of Mississippi where silence cuts deeper than screams.

Fred Hampton is my hero.

Not just for what he said—but for how he said it.He didn’t want a better seat at the table .He wanted to flip the whole table and build a new one.With Puerto Ricans, poor whites, and Black Panthers all eating together.He died for that vision.

This book? It lives for it.

I write as Yellaboy not to pretend, not to posture,

But because I’ve always existed in that in-between—

Where identity is a question,

and survival is an answer.

If this book feels like a sermon, it’s because the streets raised me like church.If it feels like a rebellion, it’s because the systems we live in were never made for us. If it feels like home, then maybe you’ve been searching too.

This ain’t about me.,It’s about us.

It’s about breaking chains—of mind, of class, of creed.

It’s about choosing truth over comfort.

Liberation over silence.

And community over clout.

I offer this not as gospel,

But as one Street Sermon among many.

Preached in the key of Fred Hampton,

Rooted in pain, truth, and the kind of hope that fights back.In not about black & white it's about wrong and right!

— Yellaboy

Somewhere between the past and the revolution
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Chapter 1: Invisible Chains 
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You walking through life thinking you’re the driver of your own car, gripping the wheel, eyes on the road, but what you don’t see is that the GPS you’re following ain’t programmed by you — it’s programmed by hands you don’t know, faces you’ll never see, a machine whispering turn left, turn right, stop here, and you follow without question, because the voice sounds sweet, the directions feel easy, and you tell yourself you’re in control while the machine leads you straight off the cliff, smiling all the way down; you think that glowing rectangle in your palm is a tool, but it’s a leash, and every time it buzzes, you come running like a dog who forgot what it’s like to roam free; you think you’re connected, but you’re like a man holding a tin can to his ear, tied by string to a thousand other cans, all of you shouting into the void, hoping somebody hears, hoping somebody cares, and the harder you shout, the emptier you feel, because real voices got replaced by text, real touch got replaced by likes, real love got replaced by heart emojis, and you don’t even notice that your heart’s gone hollow, like a drum that forgot how to beat; you ever seen a bird born in a cage? That’s us now — don’t even know what it feels like to stretch our wings, to feel the wind under us, to fly, because we were born into chains wrapped in gold and told they were gifts, born into a world where silence is filled with noise, where boredom is a sin, where stillness is a crime, and so we scroll, we swipe, we tap, we feed the beast that feeds on us, and we call it progress while our souls starve; you think that phone is a map, a guide, a friend — but it’s a mirror that shows you a stranger, a cracked reflection built from algorithms, data points, and curated lies, a mirror that only reflects what they want you to see, and you stand there fixing your hair while the house burns down around you; every notification is a bell, and we’re Pavlov’s dogs, salivating for the 

next hit, the next like, the next empty prize that leaves us emptier still, and the worst part? We built the bell, we rang it ourselves, and we keep ringing it because the silence terrifies us; we traded our gardens for glass screens, our neighbors for followers, our campfires for comment sections, and we sit in dark rooms lit only by blue glow, mistaking warmth for light, mistaking attention for love, mistaking noise for connection, and when the glow fades, when the battery dies, when the Wi-Fi cuts out, we’re left in the dark with ourselves, and we don’t know who we are without the chain in our hand; you ever seen a man drowning in shallow water? That’s us, neck deep in digital waves, gasping for air while the shore is right there if we’d only look up, only stand, only see, but we are too busy searching the water for what we already had on dry land; you think AI is the future? AI is the puppet master pulling your strings while you dance thinking you’re moving on your own, AI is the magician’s hand distracting you with one trick while the other hand picks your pocket, steals your time, your focus, your soul, and leaves you clapping for the show that robbed you blind; your screen is a window you stare out of all day long, but the view never changes — same faces, same posts, same arguments on loop like a broken record — and outside that window, real life is waiting, but you don’t see it because the glass became a wall, the window became a prison, and you’re too busy watching the shadows on the wall to notice the door’s been open the whole time; we live like ghosts, passing through each other, haunting rooms we don’t touch, speaking words we don’t mean, chasing validation from people we don’t know, and the chains grow heavier with every scroll, every swipe, every tap that keeps us from feeling the weight, because we’re too numb to notice, too wired to unplug, too scared to stop; the chain is invisible until you try to break it, and then it pulls tight, and then it burns your wrist, and then you see — you see how far from free you really are, you see how deep the hook is set, you see how long you’ve been swimming in circles thinking you’re crossing oceans when you’re just trapped in a tank, fed just enough to keep you hungry, entertained just enough to keep you quiet, connected just enough to keep you lonely, and you call it life because you forgot what life really is; the phone ain’t just in your hand — it’s in your head, in your heart, in your dreams, in your relationships, a wedge that drives you from yourself, from others, from God, and you carry it like it’s sacred while it hollows you out from the inside, and every app is a brick in the wall between you and the world, between you and what’s real, and you built that wall one download at a time, one notification at a time, one mindless scroll at a time, and now you sit behind it wondering why you feel so alone, why you feel so tired, why nothing satisfies, and the answer’s right there in your hand, glowing like a chain, buzzing like a leash, whispering sweet lies like a devil dressed in silk, and you listen because it’s easier than facing the silence, easier than feeling the ache, easier than breaking the chain and stepping into the wild, messy, beautiful realness of life that don’t fit in pixels, that don’t fit in feeds, that don’t fit in screens; you think you own your phone, but it owns you, think you’re the master, but you’re the servant, think you’re connected, but you’re lost in a crowd of ghosts, and it’s time — it’s past time — to see the chain for what it is, to feel its weight, to hear its rattle, to get mad, to get loud, to say enough, to smash the mirror, to break the leash, to walk out the open door and remember what it means to be free, what it means to be whole, what it means to live.
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CHAPTER 2 — THE HUSTLE THAT HUSTLED YOU
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You thought you were the customer, but you were the product all along, walking into the dealer’s shop smiling, handing over your time, your focus, your soul in exchange for a little dopamine drip dressed up like connection, like success, like love, and the dealer? Oh, the dealer didn’t need to push, didn’t need to chase, because you lined up at his door, begged him for more, paid him with your data, your privacy, your freedom, and called it a bargain, called it a steal, called it the future, but all it stole was you; social media dressed itself up like your friend, like your community, like your ride-or-die crew, but it was the hustle from the start — a fake smile, a firm handshake, a promise that if you just post, just share, just follow, you’d matter, you’d belong, you’d shine — but what it really did was pull you into a game where the rules always change, where the goalposts always move, where you’re always one post away from feeling worthy and one scroll away from feeling empty again, and the house always wins, because the house built the game, and the house don’t care about you, don’t see you as anything but clicks, likes, views, ad dollars, another fish in the net struggling while they count their profits; you ever see a fly in a web? That’s you — caught, struggling, thinking maybe if you post the right thing, if you get the right number of hearts, if you hit that magic follower count, you’ll be free, but the web only tightens, only sticks harder, only pulls you deeper, and the spider smiles and waits because you’re feeding it with your time, your pain, your need to matter, and it don’t even need to chase you because you came to it; every scroll is another spin of the wheel, another pull of the slot machine lever, another gamble that leaves you more broke inside, and the hustle is so slick you don’t even see it — they got you addicted and convinced you it was your choice, got you coming back for the fix and thanking them for it, got you chasing the next like, the next ping, the next empty hit while your real life crumbles behind the screen, your real friends drift away, your real dreams fade out, and the hustle keeps grinning, keeps feeding on you, keeps selling you back your own worth one ad at a time, one fake connection at a time, one empty promise at a time, and you keep buying it because the hustle knows your weak spots — knows you’re lonely, knows you’re scared, knows you want to be seen, to be heard, to be loved — and it offers you just enough to keep you hooked, just enough to keep you coming back, just enough to keep you from waking up and seeing that you’re trapped, that you’ve been played, that you’ve been sold out, that you’ve been hustled by the slickest dealer in town who never had to lift a finger because you did the work for him, you handed yourself over on a silver platter and called it freedom, called it progress, called it the future while your present disappeared into the glow of the screen and the sound of the next notification bell, ringing like the slot machine jackpot that never really pays out, and now you’re here, lost in the game, wondering why you feel so empty when you were supposed to feel so full, wondering why you feel so lonely when you’re surrounded by “friends,” wondering why you feel so tired when all you’ve done is scroll, and the answer is right there in your hand, right there in the glow that won’t let you go — the hustle that hustled you and made you thank it for the privilege.

You ever seen a man at the card table thinking he’s winning, thinking he’s one hand away from the big prize, not knowing the deck’s stacked, the dealer’s crooked, the game’s rigged, and all he’s really doing is feeding the house, hand after hand, bet after bet, giving up his last dollar with a smile because he believes the lie that the next hand will change everything—that’s you with your screen, playing a game that was never meant for you to win, chasing likes like chips, betting your time, your peace, your sanity on the spin of the algorithm’s wheel, and every spin just tightens the noose, pulls the chain tighter around your neck, and the hustle grins, because you think you’re a player when you’re just the mark, just the pigeon in the trap, and you don’t even see it because they dressed the trap up pretty, made it shiny, filled it with lights and sounds and promises that if you just keep playing, you’ll matter, you’ll be seen, you’ll be enough, but enough never comes, because the hustle’s designed that way—designed to keep you reaching, keep you scrolling, keep you chasing that high that fades the second you get it, like a man drinking saltwater thinking it’ll quench his thirst, but it just makes him thirstier, and that thirst drives him mad, makes him desperate, makes him easy to control, and that’s what the hustle wants: not your money, not at first, but your mind, your habits, your heart, because once it’s got those, the money comes easy, the money flows, the money’s just the bonus—the real prize is you, broken, hooked, hungry for more, coming back to the well that never gives water, looking for love in a screen that only gives shadows, looking for connection in a place built to keep you isolated and weak, because that’s how the hustle works—it promises you a feast and feeds you scraps, promises you a family and gives you a crowd of strangers clapping for your mask while your real face fades, promises you power and leaves you powerless, and you keep coming back for more, keep knocking at the door, keep scrolling like the next post will heal the ache, like the next follower will fill the hole, like the next heart will make you whole, and the hustle wins every time, because the hustle knows you better than you know yourself, knows what buttons to push, what strings to pull, what lies to whisper, and it don’t need to chase you because you come running, chasing a prize that was never real, chasing approval from people who don’t know you, don’t love you, don’t see you, chasing meaning in a place designed to keep you lost, and the worst part? You think you’re doing it for yourself, think you’re building a brand, a platform, a legacy, but really you’re just building the hustle’s empire, brick by brick, post by post, like a man digging his own grave and calling it a foundation, calling it success, calling it the dream while the dream rots and dies behind the screen, out there in the real world where you don’t look anymore because the glow’s too bright, the pull’s too strong, the hustle’s too slick, and by the time you see the truth, you’re so deep in the game you don’t know how to get out, don’t know who you are without it, don’t know how to live free because the chains feel like home, the cage feels safe, the hustle feels like love—but it ain’t love, it ain’t home, it ain’t safety—it’s the trap, it’s the lie, it’s the dealer laughing while you play a game that was never yours to win.

CHAPTER 3 — AI: THE INVISIBLE PIMP

You think you’re in charge, think you’re making choices, think you’re the one holding the reins, but what you don’t see is that there’s a shadow in the room with you, a whisper behind every click, a hand on the back of your neck guiding you where it wants you to go, and that hand belongs to AI—the invisible pimp, the smooth talker, the dealer who never shows his face but always gets paid, always gets his cut, always gets you to do what he wants without you even knowing you’re doing it, because that’s the game now, that’s the hustle, that’s the con: you think you’re picking what to watch, what to read, what to like, but the algorithm already decided for you, already stacked the deck, already lined up the path, already closed the doors it didn’t want you to see, already pointed the spotlight where it wanted your eyes to go, and you followed, like a dog on a leash, thinking you were free because the leash was invisible, because the leash felt like choice, felt like freedom, felt like your own will, but that’s the trick, that’s the magic: it made you believe you were the one steering the ship while it charted the course, made you believe you were calling the shots while it fed you the script, made you believe you were chasing truth while it wrapped you in lies so soft you called them comfort, so sweet you called them fact, and every scroll, every click, every like fed the beast, gave it more of you, more
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