
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


LIFE IS ONE BIG FIGHT 

SEASON 3

PRISON AND PRINCIPLES



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      PRISON AND PRICIPLES

    

    
      First edition. July 13, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi.

    

    
    
      Written by Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi

	    

      
	    
          
	      LIFE IS ONE BIG FIGHT

          
        
          
	          The Birth of a Warrior

          
        
          
	          Fighting Demons

          
        
          
	          Prison and Priciples

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Million-Dollar Decade

          
        
          
	          Resilience Beyond Pain

          
        
          
	          Resonance Of Hope

          
        
          
	          Cheating hearts to true love

          
        
          
	          The Dream Builders Of Daveyton

          
        
          
	          Before the Bible

          
        
          
	          Ink and Imagination

          
        
          
	          Becoming A Millionaire In South Africa

          
        
          
	          Leaders of the World

          
        
          
	          Mining In Africa

          
        
          
	          Origins of Language and Civilization

          
        
          
	          Vita Nova Centre

          
        
          
	          Sisters of A cursed bloodline

          
        
          
	          Witchcraft in Africa

          
        
          
	          Ghosts of the golden city

          
        
          
	          Connected Hearts

          
        
          
	          Lost in Tokyo found in you

          
        
          
	          A man of many homes

          
        
          
	          In Love with a Hustler

          
        
          
	          Shuffle: The Rise of Kabelo Dlamini

          
        
          
	          It All Comes Down to Love

          
        
      

      
    
    


SIBUSISO ANTHON MKHWANAZI



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication
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To the ones who were caged,

but never stopped dreaming.

To the brothers behind bars who found light in the darkness,

and built purpose out of pain.

To those who broke the cycle —

and to those still trapped in it, fighting to break free.

This story is for the men who chose principles over pride,

fire over fear,

and redemption over revenge.

And to every soul society gave up on —

may this book remind you:

You are not your worst day.

— Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi
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Chapter 1 – “Welcome to Sun City”
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Johannesburg Central Prison – Known on the street as “Sun City”

The prison gates groaned open like the mouth of a beast.

Sizwe stepped off the correctional transport van in ankle shackles and faded orange overalls, the heavy chain connecting him to four other inmates clinking with every step. The sun blazed down on the cracked cement yard, but the place felt cold. Concrete, wire fences, towers with silent rifles. No music, no laughter — only the eerie rhythm of despair.

He'd heard stories. About the gangs. The brutality. The politics.

But stories weren’t the same as standing in the belly of the monster.

And now, he was inside.

Welcome to Sun City.

First Breath of Caged Air

A correctional officer — stocky, chewing gum with the bored face of someone who’s seen too much — tapped a clipboard.

“ID Number?” he asked without looking.

“861106–5437–08.”

The officer nodded. “Mkhize, Sizwe. Armed robbery. Multiple counts. One attempted murder.”

Sizwe said nothing. No point in speaking — not yet. In here, every word was currency.

They were marched past B-Max, the maximum security wing. Behind one of the wire mesh windows, a man with tattoos on his face stared at Sizwe and mimed slicing his own throat with a grin.

“Better get your spirit right,” the officer muttered. “Sun City don’t forgive softness.”

Orientation – A Joke

Orientation was a ten-minute joke. A correctional officer explained how the yard worked, the shower schedule, and the emergency bell system — all while scrolling through his phone. Then he handed them off to another CO, a woman this time, with sharp eyes and zero patience.

“Ward 16,” she said. “The new animals go there.”

They were led through twisting corridors lined with cages. Every step deeper into the block, the air got thicker. Noisy. Chaotic.

Some cells echoed with banging metal. Others with laughter or howls. But most were quiet — the kind of quiet that felt watchful.

Sizwe was put into Cell 16B, a four-man unit with peeling walls and one flickering light.

And that’s when he met the first three ghosts of this season of his life.

The Cellmates

Bongani “Baka” Tshabalala – 38, bodybuilder build, a former cop convicted of orchestrating cash-in-transit heists. Sharp-tongued and always reading a Bible wrapped in newspaper.

Rasta – a rail-thin man with dreadlocks down his back. Spoke mostly in parables, dealt in prison smokes and charms. Claimed to see “what others can’t.”

Tomo – barely 21. Silent. Fresh stab wounds still healing. Rumored to have killed his own uncle during a family land dispute in Venda.

They didn’t greet him.

They just looked.

And Sizwe understood immediately — in prison, trust isn’t free. It’s earned with blood, silence, and time.

The Shower Test

Day one ended with a test.

Sizwe was told to shower. The guards let them out by group. As soon as he stepped into the wet-tiled room, five men surrounded him.

One with gold caps in his teeth smirked. “Fresh meat. East Rand flavour.”

Sizwe knew the rules — the first fight matters.

He didn't wait to be hit.

He charged first.

Grabbed a rusted bar of metal by the drain and cracked one across the jaw. Elbowed another in the nose. Took a punch to the ribs. Felt the sting of something sharp across his back.

But didn’t fall.

When it was over, two of them were down.

And Sizwe stood — blood dripping, breathing heavy.

He didn’t win.

But he didn’t break.

The Whisper from Baka

Back in the cell, Baka finally looked up from his makeshift Bible and said:

“You got fire. But fire without direction is just smoke.”

Sizwe didn’t answer.

Baka leaned closer. “Let me teach you how to survive. Not just in here. But in you.”

That night, Sizwe didn’t sleep. His back burned from the blade wound. His fists throbbed.

But his mind was awake.

Something old inside him had been killed in that shower.

And something new was rising.

The Gangs of Sun City

The following days introduced Sizwe to the real currency of prison: loyalty and silence.


	
The 26s controlled the trade routes — cigarettes, weed, cheap shanks.


	
The 27s were enforcers — the kings of discipline, feared and respected.


	
The 28s, blood-bound brothers of violence and sex, ran parts of B-Max.




Each had rituals, colors, hand signs, secret languages.

Sizwe was approached three times within a week.

But he said no.

He wasn’t ready to belong to anyone.

Word spread fast.

Some respected it.

Others began plotting.

Tomo Speaks

On the seventh night, Tomo finally spoke.

“You keep your fists tight. But you’ll need your heart tighter.”

Sizwe turned toward him.

“I’m not here to find peace.”

“You won’t,” Tomo said. “But you might find yourself.”

Then he handed Sizwe a folded piece of paper.

On it, in childlike scrawl:

"A man with no code becomes the weapon of someone else."

Final Scene – Baptized in Fire

The yard the next day was tense.

An elder inmate was stabbed six times while praying beneath the tree in the corner.

Retaliation rippled through the blocks.

Baka pulled Sizwe aside.

“Choose wisely, boy. Not just your fights — but what you’re fighting for.”

That night, Sizwe stood alone by the barred window of Cell 16B, staring at the orange sky.

He whispered:

“I won’t survive this place by becoming a dog.

I’ll survive by becoming a king of discipline.

My own kind. My own code.”
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Chapter 2 – “Rules Written in Blood”
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Week Two – Sun City Heat

The second week hit harder than the first.

The prison smelled like wet cement and burnt pap. Temperatures in the cells soared. Tempers flared. There were three stabbings, two beatings, and a smuggled bottle of homemade vodka that sent a man into a seizure.

Sizwe kept his head down — but his eyes open.

He was learning the rhythm.

How the guards ignored things they were paid to see.

How gang leaders gave signals with a blink or a cough.

How the kitchen could be a place of negotiation — or poison.

And how leadership inside Sun City wasn’t chosen.

It was taken.

A Warning from the 27s

During evening lockdown, a note appeared under Sizwe’s mattress.

"You bleed next unless you pick a side.

Respect the 27s.

	Yena"


He looked up. Across the hall, in the opposite cell, a bulky man with a jagged scar across his forehead gave him a slow, sarcastic wave.

That was Yena — a 27 war sergeant. Feared. Worshipped. Said to have carved his own teeth into blades.

Baka noticed the message.

“You ignore that,” Baka said, “you die.”

“So what must I do? Bow?”

“No. You listen. You learn the game. Then you change the board.”

Canteen Confrontation

In the canteen, Sizwe got his first chance to observe how prison politics actually played out.

Two 26s argued over soap rations. One accused the other of hoarding. Voices rose. Then a 27 walked by and slapped both across the head with a slipper.

Instant silence.

Nobody moved until he said, “Sort this like men — or I sort you like dogs.”

Power didn’t come from knives.

It came from control.

Sizwe absorbed everything.

Every gesture.

Every silence.

He wasn’t just surviving anymore.

He was studying.

Rasta’s Test

One night, Rasta placed a tobacco pouch on Sizwe’s bed.

“Pass this to Cell 9 tomorrow. Discreet. Don’t ask why.”

Sizwe frowned. “What’s inside?”

Rasta didn’t answer.

Just stared, his pupils wide like the moon had taken over his soul.

“This is how you prove your spine. Do it, or you’re furniture.”

Next morning, Sizwe slipped the pouch into his sock and walked to Cell 9 during cleaning duty.

On the way, a guard stopped him.

“What’s in your shoe?”

Heartbeat rising, Sizwe kept eye contact. “Nothing. You want to check?”

The guard stared him down... then smirked and waved him on.

Sizwe passed the pouch to a man named Khehla — tattoos across his face like a tribal mask.

He nodded once. No words.

That night, Rasta handed Sizwe back a folded napkin.

“You did well. Now they see you.”

Sizwe had passed some kind of test.

The 28s Make a Move

Two days later, trouble came calling.

Three 28s caught him off-guard in the exercise yard. Their tattoos marked them: sun rays around the belly, lines on their shoulders like war paint.

One of them spoke gently.

“We don’t want your blood. We want your brain.”

“I don’t follow anyone,” Sizwe replied.

The other stepped forward. “That’s why we like you.”

But Sizwe saw through it. This was recruitment masked as flattery.

And recruitment here often meant indenture.

“I’m not your soldier,” he said.

Wrong answer.

One lunged with a sharpened toothbrush.

Sizwe dodged, grabbed a broken chair leg, and swung with rage and precision.

He hit hard. Once. Twice.

By the time guards arrived, one 28 lay unconscious.

Sizwe was dragged to solitary.

But not before one guard whispered, “You just declared war.”

Solitary – Echoes in the Dark

Solitary confinement was a 2x3m tomb of silence.

No light. No toilet. No time.

Just breathing.

And thinking.

Sizwe counted the seconds between water drops. Spoke to himself to avoid losing his mind.

Then, on the fourth day, a voice came through the vent.

Low. Calm. Older.

“You fought back. Good.”

“Who’s that?” Sizwe asked.

“Someone who’s been watching.”

“You part of the 26s?”

“No. I used to lead them.”

“What happened?”

“I learned respect is more powerful than fear.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because when you get out, you’ll have a choice. To survive like a dog... or lead like a lion.”

The voice disappeared.

But Sizwe held onto the words like scripture.

Release – And A Message

He was released from solitary on Day 6.

The guards were colder. His cellmates quieter.

But in the corner of his bed waited a plastic fork — wrapped in toilet paper like a gift.

Inside the wrapping: another message.

“Lead. Or be led.

The choice is almost over.”

It wasn’t a threat.

It was a countdown.

Final Scene – The Whisper Circle

That night, in the shower room, Baka, Rasta, and Tomo formed a tight circle around Sizwe.

“You’ve been marked,” Baka said. “The 27s want you punished. The 28s want your loyalty. The 26s want to watch you bleed.”

Rasta leaned in. “Unless... you write your own mark.”

Sizwe asked, “You mean create a gang?”

“No,” Baka replied. “Create a code. A new way. Men are hungry for leadership. But leadership without rules? That’s just a bigger prison.”

Sizwe stood silently, blood still crusted on his wrist from the last fight.

Then he said:

“I’m not forming a gang. I’m forming a creed. Not for dominance — but for discipline.”

Tomo nodded once. “Then write it. And live it. Or die with the rest.”
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Chapter 3 – “The Creed”
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Days Later – Whispered Beginnings

By the time Sizwe returned to the main yard, something had changed in his eyes.

He wasn’t walking like prey anymore.

He wasn’t walking like predator either.

He walked with intention.

The other inmates felt it. And in a place like Sun City, energy is currency.

They started watching him the way men watch a fire they didn’t light — curious, cautious, and quietly afraid.

Baka leaned against a wall during exercise and asked him, “You still serious about this... creed?”

“I’ve already started writing it,” Sizwe replied.

“On what?”

Sizwe tapped his head. “Up here first. On paper when the time is right.”

The Code – Drafted in Silence

That night, when the prison settled into that strange hush between survival and sleep, Sizwe began to etch his thoughts into a smuggled A5 notebook Tomo had lifted from the prison library cart.

On the first page, in messy block letters, he wrote:

THE CREED – SIZWE MKHIZE


	Never take what you haven’t earned.

	Never raise your hand unless it’s to protect.

	Never lie to those who bleed beside you.

	Respect those who pray — even if you don’t.

	Don’t follow men. Follow principles.

	Brotherhood before bloodline.

	Loyalty ends where abuse begins.

	If you lead, lead by truth — not fear.

	If you fall, rise twice.

	No one walks alone. Ever.



He stared at it, then tore the page out, folded it, and hid it behind the mirror frame in Cell 16B.

Recruiting the Forgotten

Sizwe’s plan wasn’t to build a crew of killers.

He looked for the quiet ones. The ones others overlooked — broken men who hadn’t completely rotted. He called them The Forgotten.

His first approach was to Lerato “Leks” Mashaba, a short, wiry man who had been in and out of solitary so many times they called him The Ghost. Sizwe found him sketching tattoos with burnt matches.

“I heard you used to be an artist.”

Leks blinked. “Used to.”

“You still are.”

Sizwe handed him a piece of cloth. “Design something. A symbol. Something that doesn’t belong to gangs or politics. Something that stands for discipline.”

Leks stared at him, silent.

The next morning, Sizwe woke up to a simple emblem sketched in charcoal:

A pair of hands tied at the wrist — but broken chains hanging from them.

Underneath, the word: “PILLAR.”

Power Shift in B-Max

While Sizwe worked in shadows, the power at the top was cracking.

Yena, the 27s war sergeant, had begun a quiet war with a former general of the 28s, Mandla Mokoena, known as “Steelmouth”.

Both wanted to control the prison economy, which had grown from cigarettes and weed into a full black-market network — Tik, phones, corrupted guard access, and even protection insurance for weak inmates.

Yena believed in terror.

Steemouth believed in empire.

The guards watched the war grow, and did nothing.

Blood kept the blocks quiet.

For now.

Meeting with Steelmouth

Through Baka’s network, Sizwe was summoned to a midnight meeting with Steelmouth — held in the laundry room, where machines hummed loud enough to cover the whispers of rebellion.

“You’re causing waves, boy,” Steelmouth said, folding a white bedsheet like a ritual.

“I’m building something,” Sizwe replied.

“I know. A code. A creed. A movement.”

“You scared?”

Steelmouth laughed. “No. I’m interested. You’re the only man in here who talks like he’s outside already.”

“I’m not looking for permission.”

“Good,” Steelmouth said. “Because soon, Yena is going to make his move. And when that happens, the place will burn.”

“You want me to stop him?”

“No. I want you to stand apart from him.”

Steelmouth handed Sizwe a burner phone wrapped in cloth.

“You’re a future I’d like to invest in. Don’t waste my credit.”

An Assault in the Yard

A few days later, the yard exploded.

Yena’s men ambushed a 28-linked group during afternoon prayer. The attack was sudden, surgical. Three stabbed. One nearly blinded with boiling water.

It wasn’t about turf.

It was about sending a message — “No peace without our control.”

Prison lockdown was immediate. Sirens screamed. Guards beat whoever moved.

But in the chaos, Sizwe pulled two injured men into cover.

One was bleeding from the neck. The other’s ribs were cracked.

Sizwe used his shirt to stop the bleeding, then called for help — from guards who normally ignored cries like that.

But this time... they responded.

Word spread quickly.

Not about the fight — there were dozens of those.

But about Sizwe, who helped people without flags or colors.

“Who is this guy?” inmates whispered.

“He’s the one who writes rules.”

Rasta’s Warning

That night, Rasta placed small candles around the cell and smoked a strange blend that smelled like red soil and mint leaves.

He spoke low and fast.

“I saw a dream,” he said. “Three gates. One open. One closed. One burning.”
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