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For Phutte, Goebel, Jacobus Redelinghuys, Pumpkin, Mink Mank and Drokkels...always 

You guys remain my reason....

Based on a true story...
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This story explores belief under pressure, where understanding challenges dominance. We’re living in a world where coming in last or second place, is regarded as a no-no...winning isn’t everything, it’s the only thing...in this literary attempt, we see a man who reached the pinnacle of his sporting discipline and what happens if everything gets taken away from him...we can explore together how he responded to his situation 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Contents 


[image: ]


Foreword 

Introduction 

Chapter One: The Walk 

Chapter Two: When He Was Untouchable 

Chapter Three: The Refusal

Chapter Four: The price

Chapter Five: The Challenge 

Chapter Six: The World Reacts

Chapter Seven: The Answer 

Chapter Eight: The Announcement 

Chapter Nine: The Camp

Chapter Ten: The Prediction 

Chapter Eleven: The Night

Chapter Twelve: Round One 

Chapter Thirteen: Round Two 

Chapter Fourteen: Round Three 

Chapter Fifteen: Round Four 

Chapter Sixteen: Round Five

Chapter Seventeen: Round Six

Chapter Eighteen: Round Seven 

Chapter Nineteen: Aftermath

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: The Walk
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The corridor smelled of sweat, leather, and quiet fear.

Fluorescent lights flickered overhead, casting long, uneasy shadows that seemed to stretch and bend with every step. The distant roar of the crowd seeped through the concrete walls like a living thing—hungry, impatient... waiting.

He walked at the center of it all.

Surrounded by men who had been with him for years. Men who had seen him rise, fall, disappear, and somehow return. Their footsteps echoed behind him in uneven rhythm, heavier than they should have been.

Too heavy.

He noticed it immediately.

The silence.

No jokes.

No laughter.

No fire.

Just... dread.

He stopped.

Abruptly.

The entire group nearly collided into one another as he turned slowly, his eyes scanning each face. One by one. Taking them in.

And what he saw irritated him.

“Why y’all look like that?”

No one answered.

A few avoided his gaze. One man shifted uncomfortably. Another forced something that might have been a smile—but it collapsed before it even formed.

He shook his head, almost in disbelief.

“Why you lookin’ like we on our way to a funeral?”

Still nothing.

Now his voice sharpened—not louder, but deeper. Certain.

“Somebody ask me.”

They hesitated.

Then finally, one of them—quiet, unsure—spoke.

“...You think you can beat him?”

A pause.

He stepped forward.

Not aggressively. Not nervously.

Just... deliberately.

“If I didn’t believe I could beat him,” he said, his voice calm but cutting through the air like a blade, “I wouldn’t even walk into that ring.”

Silence swallowed the corridor.

He let that sit.

Let it sink in.

Then he looked at them again—really looked this time.

“At the very least,” he added, a hint of something almost playful touching the edge of his tone, “y’all could fake a smile.”

A few chuckles escaped—awkward at first. Forced.

But something shifted.

The weight lifted. Just a likkle. 

Enough.

He turned again and resumed walking.

This time, their footsteps followed differently.

Still nervous.

Still uncertain.

But no longer defeated.

And as the roar of the crowd grew louder with every step, one thing became undeniable—

He wasn’t walking toward fear.

He was walking toward something he had already decided was his.
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Chapter Two: When He Was Untouchable 
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Before the silence...

Before the doubt...

Before the years took what they always take—

There was a time when Elijah Cole didn’t walk into arenas.

He arrived.

The lights didn’t follow him—

They waited for him.

Crowds didn’t gather to see a fight.

They came to witness certainty.

He would stand in the center of the ring, loose, relaxed... almost amused. As if the man across from him had already lost, and simply hadn’t been informed yet.

“Too fast,” he’d say, smiling.

“Too sharp.”

And then he’d prove it.

Not with brute force.

Not with desperation.

But with something far more humiliating to his opponents—

Ease.

Punches slipped past him like they had been warned in advance. His counters were precise, almost surgical. A step here. A lean there. A flash of movement—and suddenly, it was over.

The crowd would erupt.

Not just in celebration...

But in disbelief.

Because they hadn’t just watched a man win.

They had watched a man who seemed untouched by limitation.

There was a night—one that people would talk about for years—when he didn’t just defeat his opponent.

He played with him.

Round after round, he spoke.

To the crowd.

To the cameras.

To the man trying desperately to land a punch.

“You gotta be quicker than that,” he laughed, slipping another swing.

The arena roared.

By the time it ended, the result almost didn’t matter anymore.

Because the myth had already grown
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