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​HOW DESPERATE ARE YOU FOR JESUS?

​Straight out of darkness
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​DEDICATION
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To Joseph Brown — My dad. The sea took you, but it didn’t take your son. I carry you now.  

––––––––
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To my wife, Veruscha Rukaya Gail Brown — you said yes to ministry, to midnight calls, to loving a man with scars. You are the proof that God restores broken men and builds homes from ashes.  

––––––––
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To my daughters, Berayah and Abigail — you will never sit on the laps I sat on. You will never smoke to stop the pain. You are the reason I stay free. Daddy broke the chain.  

To my late brother, Zenick Jeremy Brown — prison had you, but Heaven knows your name.

––––––––
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To my late sister, Joshlyn Josephine Brown — I never got to meet you, but I’ll tell the other girls they’re not alone.

––––––––
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To the Church Mother who ironed a dead man’s shirt and prayed over it — you midwifed my rebirth.  

––––––––
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And to the man who told a 13-year-old addict he’d preach the Gospel — your words didn’t die. They’re walking.

––––––––
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And to every 7-year-old in Jeffrey’s Bay with a bottle-head in their hand: This is your rope. Grab it.

​DESCRIPTION

He was 7 when he first smoked mandrax.  

13 when he walked into church high and left baptized.  

14 when he preached his first sermon: “How Desperate Are U For Jesus?”  

––––––––
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Bishop Bradley Brown, 34, should be dead. Raised in the streets of Jeffrey’s Bay, with a dad Joseph Brown lost at sea and siblings Zenick Jeremy Brown and Joshlyn Josephine Brown gone too soon, he was on track to be another statistic.

––––––––
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Instead, he became a husband to Veruscha Rukaya Gail Brown, a father to Berayah and Abigail, and a Bishop.  

In a dead man’s shirt, prayed over by a widow, Bradley met Jesus at a youth camp altar in Port Elizabeth. The void that mandrax couldn’t fill was finally gone. He still fell. But he never fell the same.  

Now he runs Resurgence Harbour — a ministry in the same streets he smoked in — rescuing kids who think church people are crazy and love is a lie.  

This is not a book about religion. This is a book about rescue.  

If you’ve ever thought you were too far gone...  

If you’ve ever buried someone with no grave to visit...  

If you’re desperate for one more chance...  

This is your invitation to the altar.  

“Lord Jesus, I don’t know You, but come into my heart.”  

That prayer saved him. It can save you too.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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​CAPTAIN OF THE SEAS

I was born in a small coastal town called Jeffreys Bay, in the Eastern Cape of South Africa.

My father was a captain of the seas.

I was four years old the day the storm took him.

They said it came out of nowhere. One minute the boats were out, the next the sky turned black and the ocean stood up. When it was over, every man came home... except my dad.

His body was never recovered. He was the only one that didn’t come out of the seas that day.

For years now, his body is still missing. Still not found.

That means for years, we’ve never had a ceremony. Never had a grave to visit. Never got to say goodbye.

I was too small to remember him. I don’t have his voice in my head or his stories in my heart.

All I remember is that he smelled like the sea.

I didn’t understand death at four. I just knew Dad went to work on the water and the water kept him.

My mom didn’t understand how to live with that kind of hole in the house. She couldn’t raise Her children with the sea still asking questions.

We were four children born to our mother and father. One sister died before I was born. So there were three of us left trying to figure out how to live after the storm.

[We’ll tell my brother’s story in Chapter 3. His prison came from the same storm that took our dad.]

That’s where my story really starts. Not with drugs. With a dad I couldn’t bury and a rage I didn’t have words for at four years old.

I didn’t know it then, but resentment was building the walls of my first prison.

And at seven, I would find the key I thought would unlock it: a bottle-head pipe on my stepfather’s lap.

Truth for today: Unburied pain doesn’t disappear. It waits for you to numb it or name it.  

If this is you: Tonight, write down the name of the person you lost. Say: “God, I never buried this. Help me.”
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​CHAPTER TWO
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​THE BOTTLE-HEAD ON his lap

I was seven years old.

Our house had an outside room we called the sack. It was in bad shape. One room, walls leaning, but it smelled like smoke and sweat all the time. That’s where the men went.

My stepfather would sit there with his friends. He’d pull me onto his lap. In front of me, the bottle-head pipe would bubble. The white smoke would roll out. They’d laugh, they’d nod, they’d go quiet.

To me, Mandrax smelled like something to experiment with. It didn’t smell like danger. It smelled like what the men did when they wanted the world to stop shouting.

So I watched. And I waited.

When they were done, when they stumbled back into the house, I made sure I went back to the sack.

The first time I stole the bottle-head pipe, my hands were shaking. I was excited and scared at the same time. Excited because I was finally in on the secret. Scared because even at seven, some part of me knew this was wrong.

I stole the pipe. Then I stole their drugs.

No one knew. Or maybe they knew and didn’t care. Our house was full of guys that used drugs and alcohol, guys that came from prison. It became normal.

They modeled it right in front of me. So I followed.

I was too young to know I was stealing my future. I just knew I wanted what made the men stop fighting. I wanted what made the pain go quiet, even for a minute.

At seven years old, I didn’t choose addiction.

Addiction chose me, while I was sitting on a man’s lap in a room that smelled like smoke and sweat.

Truth for today: What’s modeled in front of you before you have a choice will try to become your normal.  

If this is you: Tonight, ask: “Who taught me this pain?” You’re not crazy for copying what survived around you. But you can choose different now.
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​CHAPTER THREE
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​PRISON WITHOUT BARS

My brother didn’t choose prison either.

The storm chose it for him the day it kept our dad.

I was four. He was older. Old enough to remember Dad’s face. Old enough to remember what a whole family felt like before the sea took it. Old enough to understand that no body meant no funeral, no grave, no “rest in peace.”

Just questions.

And when a boy doesn’t get answers, he makes his own.

My mom left because she couldn’t raise us alone. Not all family helped us. So my brother and I, and my eldest sister, had to navigate each day with a hole where a father should be.

He tried to smoke his pain away. I watched him. Then I copied him.

He tried to fight his pain away. He ended up behind real bars.

I stayed home and built my prison out of resentment.

He spent most of his teenage years in prison because we couldn’t deal with losing our father.

He went in as a boy who missed his dad. He came out as a man the system had labeled. But the real sentence started the day the sea didn’t give Dad back.

My brother died without answers.

He went to his grave the same way Dad went to the sea — no ceremony, no closure. Two men in my family, taken by things we couldn’t control. One by water, one by wounds.

I tell you this because people think addiction starts with a drug.

It doesn’t.

It starts with a loss you don’t know how to bury.

It starts when the people who should show you how to grieve disappear, or go to prison, or pick up a pipe.

My brother’s prison had walls and guards.

Mine had smoke and sweat and a bottle-head in a sack

But we were serving time for the same crime: being sons with no father to show us how to be men.

Truth for today: Some prisons don’t have bars. Resentment, addiction, and grief can lock you up just as tight.  

If this is you: Name the person you lost. Name the person you’re angry at. You can’t heal what you won’t admit hurt you.
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