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This book contains depictions of:

• Reintegration challenges and parole system

• Economic hardship and unemployment

• Community stigma toward ex-offenders

• Ongoing trauma for victims and perpetrators

• Discussions of violence (in retrospect)

• Mental health challenges including PTSD

• Substance abuse recovery

• Strong language

• Continued themes of poverty and systemic failure

Reader discretion is advised.
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PREVIOUSLY IN BROTHERHOOD
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In Part One, Sechaba More-Sebeko descended into crime alongside Anele Mthembu, committing armed robberies that culminated in paralyzing Mr. Mathews. After his grandmother's death and her powerful letter, Sechaba surrendered to police.

Part Two followed Sechaba through the justice system and his first three years in Krugersdorp Correctional Centre, where he survived brutal violence, resisted gang recruitment, and slowly transformed through education and restorative justice programs.
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Four years into his sentence, Sechaba stood in the prison courtyard during recreation time, watching younger inmates make the same mistakes he'd made. A kid, maybe nineteen, was being recruited by the 28s. The same promises—protection, brotherhood, respect. The same lies.

The kid saw Sechaba watching, walked over. "You're the one who testified against Papikie, right?"

"Yeah."

"They say you're different. That you don't run with anyone but you survived anyway."

"Survived is a strong word. I'm still here. That's different."

The kid sat on the bench beside him. His name was Thabo, he said. Armed robbery, first offense, three years. He'd been inside for two months and already had the look—eyes too watchful, shoulders too tense, the constant calculation of threat assessment.

"The 28s say I need protection," Thabo said. "Say someone like me won't make it alone."

"They're probably right."

"But you did."

"Barely. And I got beaten more times than I can count. Spent weeks in the infirmary. Had a shank pulled on me in the cafeteria. 'Survived' doesn't mean unscathed."

"Then how? How do you do it without joining them?"

Sechaba thought about Mkhize, the old man who'd mentored him. About the restorative justice program that had given him purpose. About the education classes that had kept his mind sharp. About the letters from Anele that reminded him brotherhood didn't require gang affiliation.

"You find something else to belong to," he said finally. "Education. Religion. Programs. You build a different kind of community. It's harder, but it's possible."

"And if I can't? If I'm not strong enough?"

"Then you join a gang and you survive that way. I'm not going to judge you. Everyone does what they have to do. But if you're asking me if there's another path—yeah, there is. It's just harder."

Thabo nodded slowly, processing. "The 28s said you're a rat. That you sold out your own people."

"I testified against the man who recruited desperate kids like us and sent them to do crimes that could get them killed or imprisoned for life. If that makes me a rat, I can live with it."

"But doesn't it bother you? What people think?"

"Four years ago, yeah. It bothered me so much I could barely sleep. Now?" Sechaba shrugged. "I know who I am. I know what I'm trying to become. What other people think matters less when you're clear on those things."

A guard shouted that recreation time was ending. Inmates began moving back toward their cells. Thabo stood, hesitated.

"Thanks," he said. "For being honest."

"Come find me if you need to talk. I'm in Section C."

Sechaba watched the kid walk away, saw the 28s watching too, calculating whether they'd lost a potential recruit. He'd learned that this was part of his redemption—not grand gestures but small interventions. Conversations with kids who needed to hear that there were options, even if those options were harder.

Back in his cell, he found a letter waiting. Official Department of Correctional Services letterhead. His parole hearing had been scheduled—six months away. Four and a half years served, eligible for parole after six. If the board approved, he could be out in half a year.

The thought terrified him.

Prison had become familiar. Brutal, yes. Dehumanizing, absolutely. But also predictable. He knew the rules here, knew how to navigate, knew who he was within these walls. Outside was chaos—Jouberton, unemployment, Papikie's associates who still wanted him dead, Mr. Mathews and the permanent reminder of harm done.

Outside was where the real test began.

He pulled out paper and began writing. He'd been writing letters for years now—to his grandmother's memory, to Mr. Mathews (some sent, most not), to Anele, to himself. Writing had become his therapy, his processing, his way of tracking who he was becoming.

"Dear Grandmother," he wrote. "I got news today about parole. I should be happy—six months until I might be free. But I'm terrified. In here, I know what I'm fighting. I know what redemption looks like—education, programs, helping younger guys avoid my mistakes. Out there, I don't know what it looks like. How do you redeem yourself in the world that created the circumstances that led to crime in the first place? How do you face victims every day? How do you build a life when you're marked as a criminal forever?

"You told me I could be more than my worst choices. I've spent four years trying to prove that in here. But can I prove it out there? Can someone who paralyzed a man, traumatized children, destroyed lives—can that person ever actually contribute something positive? Or is the best I can hope for just... not causing more harm?

"I wish you were here to answer these questions. But you're not. So I have to figure it out myself.

"I love you. I miss you. I'm trying."

He folded the letter, added it to the box under his bunk where he kept years of unsent correspondence. Tomorrow he'd write to Anele, tell him about the parole hearing. Anele was eligible in eight months—they might both be out before the year ended.

Two brothers, released back into the world that had failed them, trying to build lives from the wreckage of their choices.

The cell door clanged shut for evening count. Sechaba lay on his bunk, staring at the concrete ceiling he'd memorized every crack of, and thought about freedom.

It was the most terrifying prospect he'd faced in years.
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The parole board meeting room was small and institutional, fluorescent lights humming overhead, a table separating Sechaba from five board members who would decide his fate. Advocate Khumalo sat beside him, her presence a small comfort in the bureaucratic machinery of judgment.

The board chairperson, a stern woman named Mrs. van der Walt, reviewed his file. "Mr. Sebeko. You've served four and a half years of a nine-year sentence for armed robbery, assault with intent to cause grievous bodily harm, and arson. You're eligible for parole based on good behavior and participation in rehabilitation programs. Tell us why you believe you should be released."

Sechaba had prepared for this. Had practiced answers with Advocate Khumalo, with the prison social worker, with Mkhize. But sitting here, facing people who held his future, the prepared words felt hollow.

"I don't know if I should be released," he said. Advocate Khumalo tensed beside him. "I know the guidelines say I'm eligible. I know I've followed the rules, done the programs, stayed out of gangs. But whether that makes me ready for release—I'm not sure."

Mrs. van der Walt raised an eyebrow. "That's an unusual answer."

"It's an honest one. I destroyed a man's life. Mr. Mathews will never walk again because of what I did. His children are traumatized. That doesn't get fixed because I spent four years in prison and got my matric certificate."

"Then why should we release you?"

"Because I think I can do more good outside than in
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