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            "The Pimp uses racism as a tool to keep poor whites from seeing their common cause with poor Blacks and Browns. He wants us fighting over scraps while he feasts on the whole damn pie."

      

    


Author's Note: The Pimp, The Prophet, and The LimpMy name is Yellaboy. Or at least, that’s the name I carry now, a moniker earned on the streets where I learned that some truths can only be spoken in a language the system doesn’t understand. I write under this name because it’s a shield and a megaphone, a way to tell my story and the story of those who can’t, without being silenced by the very forces I aim to expose. This isn't just a book; it's a letter, a conversation across time with Fred Hampton, a man who saw the strings of the puppet master long before I did.What is the Pimp? He's not a man in a fancy suit, not a single evil individual. The Pimp is capitalism. He's the system, the logic, the invisible hand that turns everything—land, labor, bodies, futures, even our very attention—into commodities to be bought, sold, and exploited. He's evolved, grown smarter, more insidious, but his game remains the same.And I know him intimately. I carry his mark every day in the drag of my left leg, a constant, aching reminder of a crash he orchestrated. That accident, the drunk driver, the shattered bone and the ghost hand that still reaches for what was lost—that wasn't just bad luck. That was the Pimp's work, a physical manifestation of how this system breaks us, how it leaves us limping, but expects us to keep running. This limp, this permanent scar, is my receipt, my proof of his brutality. It's what makes me see the world through a particular lens, a lens that Fred Hampton understood decades ago.Some of what you'll read here is memoir, raw and unvarnished. Some is interpreted history, seen through the prism of my own experience and Hampton's insights. Some characters are composites, their stories woven together to protect the living and honor the dead. But the truth, the core of it, is real. It's the truth of a fight that didn't end when Hampton died, a fight that continues now, more urgent than ever. Because the Pimp is still alive, still hustling, and it's time we saw him for what he is.This book is an attempt to pull back the curtain, to expose the Pimp's tricks, and to show how the lessons Fred Hampton taught us are more relevant than ever. It's a call to arms, a plea for clarity, and a roadmap for resistance. It's for those who feel the drag in their own steps, the weight of a system that profits from their pain. It's for the kids who must build what we could not, who must see the strings and cut them. It's for Fred Hampton, who saw it clearly. To my generation, who must see it again. To the kids, who must build what we could not.I'm not here to offer easy answers or quick fixes. The Pimp is too cunning for that. But I am here to offer a perspective, a way of seeing the world that might just help us understand the game we're in. And once we understand the game, we can start to change the rules. This is my story, yes, but it's also a mirror, reflecting the struggles and triumphs of countless others who have felt the Pimp's touch. It's a testament to the enduring power of solidarity, the quiet strength of community, and the unwavering belief that a different world is not only possible but necessary. So, listen close, Chairman. The Pimp is calling, but we ain't answering anymore. We're building something new. And it starts with seeing him for what he is, and knowing that our limp, our scars, are not weaknesses, but badges of honor in a war for our very souls. This is the truth as I know it, as I live it, and as I will fight for it, until the Pimp's reign is nothing but a forgotten nightmare. This is the story of how the Pimp broke me, and how I learned to walk again, not despite the limp, but because of it. It is the story of how I came to understand that my personal pain was a symptom of a much larger disease, a disease that Fred Hampton had already diagnosed. And it is the story of how, armed with that knowledge, I found my voice, my purpose, and my fight. This is for all of us who have been pimped by the system, who have felt the sting of its lash, and who are ready to reclaim our power. This is for the revolution, Chairman. The one you started, and the one we're still fighting.Chapter 1: Who Was the Chairman – And Why I See Him NowChairman, I never met you. You were killed before I was born, a bullet in your head before I even took my first breath. They say you were just 21, a young man with a vision so clear, so potent, it terrified the very foundations of power. I was born into a world still reeling from your absence, a world where the Pimp, though bruised, had already begun to adapt, to shed his overt brutality for a more insidious, invisible grip. But I know you. I know you because I see what you saw, feel what you felt, and carry the marks of the same system that took you down. My own body, this drag in my left leg, is a testament to the Pimp’s enduring power, a constant, aching reminder that the fight you waged is far from over. I know you because the Pimp that killed you—he’s still alive. He evolved. He got smarter. He got invisible. And now, with this limp as my witness, I gotta explain what you already knew: The Pimp is capitalism.This limp, Chairman, it ain’t just a physical ailment. It’s a story etched in bone and muscle, a permanent record of a collision with the Pimp’s machinery. It happened years ago, a drunk driver, a blur of metal and shattered glass, a moment that cleaved my life into a before and an after. They called it an accident, a random act of misfortune. But I know better. I know that the drunk driver was just another pawn, another broken piece in the Pimp’s game. The Pimp thrives on chaos, on desperation, on the systems that allow a man to drown his sorrows in a bottle and then get behind the wheel, oblivious to the lives he’s about to shatter. My limp is a physical manifestation of the Pimp’s work, a constant reminder of how this system breaks us, how it leaves us limping, but expects us to keep running. It’s my receipt, my proof of his brutality, and it’s what makes me see the world through a particular lens, a lens that Fred Hampton understood decades ago.You were born Fred Hampton in 1948, a charismatic, brilliant, strategic young man who became the Illinois Black Panther chairman by age 20. You were a force, Chairman, a supernova burning bright in the dark Chicago nights. You built the Free Breakfast Program, feeding hungry children, not as charity, but as an act of liberation, a direct challenge to the Pimp’s control over basic human needs. You created the Rainbow Coalition—uniting Panthers, Young Lords, and Young Patriots across race, class, and geography. You understood that the Pimp’s greatest trick was division, making us fight each other while he picked our pockets. You spoke of revolution, yes, but you organized around survival, around the tangible needs of your people. You understood, with a clarity that still cuts through the decades, that the enemy wasn't just racism, wasn't just poverty, wasn't just police brutality. The enemy was capitalism. The system itself. The insidious logic that turned everything—land, labor, bodies, futures—into commodities to be bought, sold, and exploited.They killed you not because you were violent or criminal, but because you were effective. Because you were uniting people across the Pimp’s carefully constructed boundaries. Because you showed a different way was possible, a way that threatened the very foundation of their hustle. The raid on December 4, 1969, wasn't an accident; it was an execution. The FBI provided the floor plan, an informant named William O’Neal led them to your door, and Chicago police burst in at 4:45 AM. You were drugged, unconscious, shot twice in the head at point-blank range, your pregnant partner, Deborah Johnson, beside you. They called it a “shootout”—a lie that held for years, a lie designed to obscure the Pimp’s true nature. They wanted to erase you, Chairman, to make your vision disappear, to make us forget that a different world was possible.But Chairman, they killed you, and they tried to kill what you understood. They failed. The Pimp that killed you—he’s still alive, still evolving, still trying to make himself invisible
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