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Prologue: The Indictment

Chairman, they say a man is an island. They say we’re all born alone, die alone. But that ain’t the truth. The truth is, some of us are born into a world that builds walls around us from the jump, brick by brick, lie by lie, until the only thing we can see is the inside of our own skull. And when you try to reach out, when you try to connect, all you hit is cold, hard concrete. That ain’t my fault, Chairman. That’s the Pimp’s fault.

I spent my life trying to figure it out. Was it me? Was I broken? Was there some secret handshake I missed, some code I couldn’t crack? I looked in the mirror, saw the scars, the weariness, the drag in my leg – the Pimp’s brand, a constant reminder of his work. And for a long time, I blamed myself. I thought if I just tried harder, if I just spoke softer, if I just played the game right, maybe, just maybe, someone would see me. Someone would care.

But the world don’t care, Chairman. Not the Pimp’s world. He built it that way. He built it to isolate, to atomize, to make every man a competitor, every woman a commodity, every child a future debt. He built it so that when you’re drowning, the only hand reaching out is another one trying to pull you down, or sell you a life raft you can’t afford. He built it so that your pain is privatized, your struggle individualized, your loneliness monetized.

I ain’t getting better, Chairman. There ain’t no therapy for a world that’s sick to its core. There ain’t no pill for a system that thrives on disconnection. I ain’t looking for absolution. I ain’t looking for a cure. I’m just getting it on record. This ain’t my confession; this is my indictment. This is the truth of a man who saw the Pimp’s hand in every broken promise, every empty gaze, every silent scream. And he’s writing it all down, not for healing, but for history. Not for forgiveness, but for the unforgivable truth. This is the testament of a soul that refused to be silenced, even when the world refused to listen. This is the gospel of the disconnected, etched in blood and ink, a final, unyielding accusation against the Pimp and his cold, uncaring world. This is the real hood gospel, Chairman, and it starts with the understanding that the fault ain't in our stars, but in the system that made us strangers in our own skin.
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Chapter 1: The Mirror – The Pimp’s First Lesson
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“You can jail a revolutionary, but you can’t jail the revolution. You can run a liberator, but you can’t run liberation out of town.”—Fred Hampton

The mirror in the bathroom of the efficiency apartment on 11th Street is cracked right down the middle, a jagged fault line splitting my face into two irreconcilable halves. One eye looks tired, the other looks dead. The silver backing is flaking off the edges, leaving dark, empty spaces where a reflection ought to be. I stand there every morning, water dripping from my chin, staring at the geography of my own ruin. The scar above the eyebrow. The slight, permanent twist to the jaw. And below the frame, out of sight but never out of mind, the drag in the left leg. The limp. The receipt.

This is the Pimp’s first lesson, Chairman. He teaches you to look at yourself and see only the damage he’s done.

They tell you in those rooms, those circles of folding chairs under fluorescent lights, that the first step is admitting you have a problem. They tell you the disease is inside you, a personal pathology, a moral failing, a chemical imbalance. They want you to stand up and say, “I am broken, and it is my fault.” They want you to seek recovery, to find redemption, to climb the twelve steps back to a society that pushed you down the stairs in the first place.

I ain’t recovering, Chairman. I ain’t seeking redemption. Because the disease ain’t in my blood; it’s in the concrete. It’s in the ledger. It’s in the cold, calculated mechanics of a world that converts human suffering into quarterly dividends.

Here’s how the trap works. The Pimp—and let’s be clear, the Pimp is capitalism, the Pimp is the landlord, the Pimp is the algorithm denying your loan—he doesn’t just extract your labor. He extracts your capacity to connect. He isolates you. He atomizes you. He turns you into a stone-cold statue, reified labor, unable to recognize yourself in the product of your own suffering. You look in the mirror and you don’t see a man; you see a commodity that’s lost its market value.

The limp ain’t a metaphor. It’s a physical manifestation of structural violence. It’s the result of a crash orchestrated by a system that prioritizes speed over safety, profit over people. The drunk driver who hit me wasn’t just a man making a bad choice; he was a symptom of a culture that numbs its pain with cheap liquor sold on every corner of the hood, a culture that provides no safety net, no public transit, no way out but the bottom of a bottle. The Pimp poured the drink, handed him the keys, and built the road we crashed on.

And when the dust settled, the Pimp sent the bill.

The hospital didn’t see a broken man; they saw a billing code. The insurance company didn’t see a life interrupted; they saw a liability to be minimized. The physical therapy was cut short because the coverage ran out, leaving me with a permanent drag, a constant, aching reminder of my place in the hierarchy. The Pimp broke my leg, and then he charged me for the crutches.

Same function, cleaner violence. No brass knuckles, just automated denial. No broken ribs, just broken credit.

They want me to recover from that? They want me to make peace with the ledger?

I remember my mother, Chairman. She worked three jobs, her hands calloused, her back bent, her spirit slowly ground down by the relentless friction of survival. She was a master of the hustle, navigating the DSS lines, the welfare offices, the hospital billing departments with a quiet, desperate dignity. She thought if she just worked hard enough, if she just played by the rules, she could buy our way out. But the Pimp’s rules are designed to keep you playing, never winning. Her labor was use-value converted to exchange, her life force siphoned off to build wealth she would never see. She died tired, Chairman. She died disconnected, believing to the end that her exhaustion was a personal failure, not a structural requirement.

I look in that cracked mirror and I see her eyes. I see the same exhaustion, the same isolation. But I refuse the guilt.

The psychoanalysts will tell you it’s about the ego, the id, the unresolved childhood trauma. They’ll tell you my inability to connect is a defense mechanism, a fear of intimacy. But what do they know about the intimacy of the eviction notice? What do they know about the psychological toll of being a surplus population, a reserve army of labor, waiting for the Pimp to call your number? My disconnection isn’t a pathology; it’s a rational response to an irrational world. It’s a survival strategy in a system that weaponizes vulnerability.

When you reach out a hand in the Pimp’s world, you don’t find another hand; you find a transaction. You find a contract. You find a debt.

So I keep my hands in my pockets. I keep my head down. I walk with my limp, feeling the drag of history, the weight of the ledger, with every step. I am the Underground Man, but I ain’t hiding from myself; I’m hiding from the market. I am the stone-cold statue, observing the machinery of my own petrification.

This ain’t a story of healing, Chairman. This is the gathering of evidence. Every ache in my leg, every cracked reflection, every unanswered phone call is a data point in the indictment. I am documenting the crime scene. I am recording the exact dimensions of the cage.

The Pimp wants us isolated. He wants us believing that our pain is unique, that our failure is individual. He wants us staring into cracked mirrors, hating the broken reflection, instead of turning around and smashing the system that threw the rock.

But I see the strings. I feel the pimp hand on my neck. And I’m writing it down. Not to get better. But to get even. To lay it all out, bare and bleeding, so that when the time comes, no one can say they didn’t know. No one can say the disease was in our heads, when the symptoms are written on our bodies and the cure is locked in their vaults.

The mirror is cracked, Chairman. But the vision is clear. The indictment begins now begins.
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Chapter 2: The Digital Track – The Pimp’s New Ledger
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“We don’t think you can fight capitalism without fighting racism. And we don’t think you can fight racism without fighting capitalism.”—Fred Hampton

The track is invisible now, Chairman. No more bloodhounds baying at your heels, no more overseers on horseback. The Pimp got smart. He traded the whip for the algorithm, the chains for the credit score, the plantation for the digital panopticon. But the function, Chairman, the function remains the same: control, extraction, and the relentless enforcement of his will. This ain’t a new game; it’s just a cleaner violence.

I remember Goldmouth, Chairman. He had a leather notebook, worn smooth at the edges, filled with his own intricate system of debits and credits. He knew who owed what, when, and why. He knew the stories behind the numbers, the desperate hustles, the broken promises. He was the analog Pimp, his ledger a testament to the brutal intimacy of street economics. But even Goldmouth, with all his meticulous accounting, couldn’t hold a candle to the Pimp’s new ledger: the digital track.

Here’s how the trap works. You apply for an apartment, a job, a loan. They don’t look at your face, Chairman. They don’t look at your hands, calloused from honest labor. They look at your score. Your credit score. A number, cold and impartial, generated by algorithms that sift through your entire life, every transaction, every late payment, every medical bill you couldn’t pay because the Pimp’s body brokers left you bleeding on the sidewalk. This number, Chairman, is your digital track. It’s the Pimp’s new brand, etched not on your skin, but on your very existence.

This ain’t personal, they say. It’s just data. It’s just the system. But what they don’t tell you is that the system is rigged. The algorithms are trained on a world built by the Pimp, a world where poverty is criminalized, where a missed payment means a lower score, which means higher interest rates, which means more missed payments. It’s a feedback loop, Chairman, a digital noose tightening around your neck, slowly, silently, efficiently.

No brass knuckles, just automated denial. No broken ribs, just broken credit. The violence is cleaner, but the outcome is the same: exclusion. You can’t get the apartment, can’t get the job, can’t get the loan. You’re trapped, Chairman, in a digital hole dug by the Pimp, a hole where your past mistakes are amplified, your future opportunities erased. And the worst part? You can’t even see the hand that’s doing the digging.

My mother, Chairman, she understood this in her bones, even before the digital track became ubiquitous. She knew the power of a bad record, a black mark. She knew how a single mistake could follow you, haunt you, close doors you didn’t even know existed. She fought against it with every fiber of her being, meticulously paying bills, arguing with collection agencies, trying to keep her digital track clean, knowing that her survival, our survival, depended on it. But the Pimp’s track is designed to be sticky, Chairman. It’s designed to pull you back, to keep you in his orbit.

Theoretical fiction, they say. But there ain’t nothing theoretical about being denied a job because an algorithm flagged your address as “high risk.” There ain’t nothing theoretical about being unable to rent a decent apartment because your credit score is too low, a score that reflects not your character, but the Pimp’s relentless extraction. This is lived experience, Chairman. This is the theory embodied, suffered, failed. This is how the Pimp breaks a person, not with a fist, but with a number.

Lyrical Marxism, they say. The prose is compressed, rhythmic, built for breath and performance. But the content, Chairman, is unflinching class analysis. Solitude as alienation. Connection as use-value converted to exchange. The stone-cold statue as reified labor, unable to recognize itself in the product of its own suffering. And the digital track, Chairman, is the Pimp’s ultimate tool for enforcing that solitude, for atomizing us, for making us believe that our struggle is individual, our failure personal.

But I see the strings, Chairman. I see the Pimp’s hand in every line of code, every data point, every algorithmic decision. I see how he uses these invisible systems to make invisible what he does to us. He wants us to fight each other, to blame ourselves, to chase after false solutions in his digital maze. He wants us to believe that if we just work harder, if we just play by his rules, we can escape the track. But the track, Chairman, is designed to keep you running in circles.
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