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			Dedication

			
		
    Dedication

To Chairman Fred Hampton —

A Black Panther with a lion's heart,

Who taught us that you don't fight fire with fire, you fight fire with water.

Who stood not just for Black liberation, but for solidarity across all lines —

Poor whites, Brown Berets, Young Lords — the Rainbow Coalition was your dream,

and your dream still lives.

You were more than a man;

you were a movement in motion,

a revolution with rhythm,

a freedom song cut short at dawn by bullets meant to silence truth.

This is for you —

for the struggle you lived and died for,

for the legacy they couldn't kill,

for every voice you lit aflame with courage,

for every child still hungry for justice.

May these pages carry your spirit.

May your words echo louder than the lies.

And may your death never be in vain.

All power to the people.



    



  	
        
            
             

 

 "You can jail a revolutionary, but you can't jail the revolution."

— Fred Hampton

 

 "I am a revolutionary."

— Fred Hampton, age 21, before they silenced him but never stopped him

 

 "Where there is people, there is power."

— Fred Hampton
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by Yellaboy

I grew up in the Mississippi Delta—from the hood to the country. Born white, but wrong neighborhood. Being the only white kid on the street, hell that whole area was known as “Da Hood" or “The Ghetto".

All I ever wanted was to speak the truth. This book ain’t born out of theory.

It was born in the back pews of small churches, friday night spades game on static-filled radios preaching freedom over blues chords,

on the back roads where silence cuts deeper than screams.

Fred Hampton is my hero.

Not just for what at he said—but for how he said it.He didn’t want a better seat at the table.He wanted to flip the whole damn table and build a new one—

with Puerto Ricans, poor whites, and Black Panthers all eating together.

He died from that vision. This book? It lives for it. They call me Yellaboy.

My best friend—before she was murdered—gave me that name. She was a black woman who saw me, really saw me.

That name stuck, because it was true.

I write as Yella Boy, not to pretend, not to posture, but because I’ve always lived in that in-between— where identity is a question

and survival is the only answer.

If this book feels like a sermon, it’s because the streets raised me like a church.

If it feels like a rebellion, it’s because the system was never made for us.

And 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. About choosing truth over comfort.

Liberation over silence. 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.

— Yellaboy

Somewhere between the past and the revolution

introduction: Don’t Get It Twisted

This book ain’t about left or right.

Ain’t about waving red flags or blue ones. It’s about the truth.

And truth doesn't care what side of the aisle you sit on. It’s either real or it’s not. Period.

Fred Hampton was not a communist. He was a leader.

A visionary.

A threat to everything, the powerful fear. Not because he hated white people—

but because he made poor whites, poor Blacks, and poor folks period realize we were all getting screwed by the same damn system.

That’s the part they don’t want you to know. That’s why they killed him.

See, the Rainbow Coalition?

That wasn’t some nice-sounding slogan.

It was real.

Fred sat down with people waving Confederate flags. Not to cosign the flag—

but to reach the person underneath it.

He saw through the hate and found the hurt. He told poor whites:

You’re not the enemy.

You're proof this system uses us all, just in different ways. That kind of truth shakes the ground.

It scares the hell out of people who feed off division. I wrote this book because I’m tired of lies.

Tired of history being edited by cowards in suits.Tired of folks thinking Fred Hampton was just another angry Black man.

He wasn’t angry—he was awake.

And he tried to wake up the rest of us, too.

I’m not here to play historian.

I’m not here to quote Marx or wave a Panther flag for clout. I’m here because Fred made me believe

that people like me—

confused, broken, caught between lines and labels— could be part of something real.

This book is for the folks who feel like they don’t belong. The misfits. The wanderers. The ones raised on contradictions. It’s for the ones who feel the system pressing down

and wonder if they’re the only ones who see it. You’re not crazy.

You’re not alone.

Fred said,

“We’re gonna fight racism not with racism, but with solidarity. We’re not gonna fight capitalism with Black capitalism,

we’re gonna fight it with socialism.”

Now I know words like “socialism” make some folks flinch. But don’t get lost in the labels.

What he meant was simple: Take care of each other. Feed the kids.

Stop letting billionaires decide who lives and who gets locked up. Basic human decency.

That’s what he was about.

So yeah—this book gets political. Because survival is political.

And silence is a luxury too many of us can’t afford.

You don’t have to agree with everything here. Hell, I don’t expect you to.

But I dare you to read it with an open heart.

Because if Fred Hampton could build bridges between Black Panthers and Confederate-flag wearing white boys in the 1960s—

What's our excuse today?

Let’s tell the truth.

Let’s build something better. Let’s pick up where he left off.

This is for Fred.

This is for the people.

This is for anyone brave enough to listen. — Yellaboy
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Chapter 1
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Too Black to Be White, Too White to Be Black

––––––––
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I came into this world under the heavy sky of the South, born white but baptized by fire no child should ever face. At three years old, my life got flipped sideways—literally. A Black man, drunk and out of control, ran me over and over like I was just some broken toy left in the dirt. That moment didn’t just wreck my body; it shattered the map I was supposed to follow. I had to learn how to walk and talk again from scratch, dragging that limp like a second shadow and barely able to use my left arm.

In a Southern town where skin color writes your story before you ever pick up the pen, I was already a mystery folks didn’t know how to read. Kids pointed, laughed, called me names—“crippled,”. They didn’t see the pain behind the crooked steps or the silence in my awkward smile. They looked different. different, down here, always gets punished.

The world wanted me to pick a side. I was expected to be proud of being white. But what do you do when whiteness never gives you a place at the table, when whiteness looks at you like a mistake?

I never felt at home in my skin. I never fit the mold. I was caught in a strange, invisible in-between. Too black to be white. Too white to be black. A misfit in every room. But I wasn’t about either of those lines—I was chasing something higher. I believe God made one race, the human race. That truth kept me sane while the world tried to break me into pieces.

I’ve walked through hellfire more than once. Grew into a man dragging that limp and hiding the shakes in my arm. I stumbled through addiction, tried to drown the ache in bottles that whispered peace and delivered chaos. But God never let go. Even in my darkest hours, He kept a light on for me. Every time I write, every time I speak the truth, it comes from that place—where the pain met the promise and turned into purpose.

I write in the key of Fred Hampton. That’s the frequency of my soul— revolutionary truth with no filter. Fred didn’t die for a color. He died for the people. That’s who I speak for. That’s who I ride for. That’s who I am

––––––––
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I didn’t find belonging in classrooms or church pews. I found it in the crooked streets of the Delta, where blues dripped from front porches and life got lived loud. That’s where I met my best friend, Bobby Joe Curry. That brother took me under his wing when the world was still trying to clip mine. He saw something in me I didn’t see in myself yet—truth, loyalty, and a fire too stubborn to die.

Shay before she was murdered called me Yellaboy—that name rolled off her lips like it was meant for me. Not a joke. Not a jab. A title. A name that carried identity when I didn’t know who the hell I was. Bobby Joe and his

people embraced it. That name wasn’t just for fun—it was for survival. It told people I belonged, even if I didn’t belong anywhere else.

My own family raised me, no doubt. They did the best they could with what they had. But life has a way of throwing curveballs, and when my grandfather went in for open-heart surgery when I was fifteen, I felt the ground shift under me. That Christmas, I didn’t spend it around my tree—I spent it at Bobby Joe’s. His family didn’t hesitate. They welcomed me like I was one of theirs.

And let me tell you—there was no feeling like it. Their warmth, their food, their laughter—it wrapped around me like a blanket when everything else felt cold. That was love. No race attached to it. Just people loving people, because that’s what we’re supposed to do. That’s the gospel that doesn't get preached enough.

They didn’t see a white boy with a limp. They saw a brother. A soul. A young man trying to find his footing. Bobby Joe’s mama made me a plate like I was hers. His pops gave me wisdom like I was blood. Their love didn’t erase my pain, but it gave me something solid to stand on.

That family became my roots when mine were stretched too thin. And Bobby Joe? He became more than just my friend. He was my shield, my proof that love crosses color lines if we let it. He didn’t have to do any of it, but he did. That’s real. That’s revolutionary.

––––––––
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See, I never asked to be in-between. Never asked for this identity that doesn't fit neatly into black or white. But life gave it to me anyway. So I made a decision. I chose to own it. To carry it like a torch. To flip it from burden to badge. That’s what survivors do. We take the ashes and build altars.

The truth is, I’m not trying to be anything other than real. I’m not out here performing for approval. I’m not code-switching to make people comfortable. I’m Yellaboy. I’m the voice that wasn’t supposed to speak. The kid that wasn’t supposed to walk again, let alone rise. But I did. And I ain’t done rising yet.

I’ve been laughed at, ignored, and misunderstood. I’ve been judged by color, ability, and background. But that judgment doesn't mean anything to a man who walks with God and writes with purpose. My limp doesn’t slow me— it reminds me I survived. My arm doesn't work right, but my pen sure as hell does. I might walk crooked, but my message is straight.

I am the product of pain and power, of Southern dirt and divine mercy. I’ve been through addiction and came out clean. I’ve danced with death and woke up breathing. I’ve sat in silence and now I speak with fire. Every word I write is lit in the flame of Fred Hampton—raw, revolutionary, and full of love for the people.

Fred said, "You can kill the revolutionary, but you can’t kill the revolution." That stuck with me. Because in a world that wanted me erased, I chose to write myself into the pages. This ain’t just history. This is a

blueprint. I’m not here to fit in—I’m here to free minds.So when they ask who I am, I tell them: I’m Yellaboy ,but right on time for the revolution.
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Chapter 2: Fred Ain’t No Communist
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The first time I heard the name Fred Hampton, I was sitting in the back of a beat-up classroom where the heater clicked louder than the teacher spoke. They didn’t teach us about him—nah, not like they did Lincoln or King. Fred wasn’t on any posters in the hallway. No quotes painted on the wall. You had to go find him—deep in old books nobody read, tucked in between pages the system wanted forgotten. His name came whispered, like a secret too powerful to speak out loud.

Fred Hampton. Chairman. Organizer. Flame.They called him a communist like it was a curse. Like that word could somehow erase the love in his voice or the food he gave the children. But Fred wasn’t no foreign agent. He wasn’t reading out of some dusty manifesto with stars in his eyes for countries he’d never been to. Nah, Fred was talking about the West Side of Chicago, about babies with empty stomachs, about mamas working two jobs and still falling short. He was talking about us.
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