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Story Statement

Narrow-minded people harbour an inherent dislike of innovators, for they are the ones who challenge their inflexibility.

Based on real incidents.





1. A Song from the Mountain

The last light of day stretched across the sky, drenching the town of Somerset East, South Africa, in amber hues. The towering Boschberg Mountain stood timeless, its peaks caressed by golden light. There, an ethereal figure lingered—a lonely man, silhouetted against the horizon of the setting sun.

A melancholic voice floated through the air. It was beautiful, yet laced with sorrow, as though the song itself carried the weight of an elusive vision.

He sang The Impossible Dream. Each note was resonating across the valley. Behind him, the full moon ascended, a pale guardian to his solitary vigil.





2. Blueprints and Dreams

Inside a dimly lit bedroom at The Lion’s Den, Melt Pringle’s impressive mansion, silence reigned but for the rhythmic scratching of a pencil on paper. A 7-year-old Indian boy sat hunched over a cluttered desk, deep in thought. His dark eyes gleamed with quiet determination as he sketched the delicate blueprint of a biplane.

Beside him, an open book, 12 Planes for the Paper Pilot, lay dog-eared and well-loved. Scattered around the desk were peculiar seeds; each with twin wings, shaped like the Tipuana tree’s gift to the wind.

The boy picked up one of the seeds and rolled it between his fingers. He brought it close, studying its every curve, then let it drop to the ground. It twirled in a slow, elegant spiral before landing softly. The boy smiled, picking up his pencil once more.

He traced its contours; his strokes methodical. Line by line, shape by shape, he translated the natural elegance of the seed into the wings of his creation.

A series of swift motions followed, a sequence of ingenuity. He sketched. Measured. Transferred the drawings to graph paper. He cut delicate segments of cardboard, fitting them together with care, securing the pieces with skilful fingers and bits of glue.

Finally, he dipped a brush into bright red paint, sweeping colour over the finished model. He raised the tiny plane before him, turned it slowly in the low light. It was perfect. He held it up to the air, as if offering it to the heavens.





3. Intelligence Game

The motion of the small biplane blurred, blending seamlessly into the neon glow of a distant sign.

Years had passed, twenty-three of them. The Port Elizabeth showgrounds pulsed with life, a carnival of colour and movement. Laughter mingled with the scent of braaivleis and fresh paint.

High above the lively crowd, a neon sign flickered, its message inviting, luminous:

IQBB ON SALE HERE.

Through the towering O of the exhibition sign, the view plunged down through the roof and ceiling into the vibrant heart of the bustling hall. The atmosphere crackled with anticipation.

Theo, a charismatic salesman for Tackie Toys, commanded attention at one of the many exhibition stalls. His eyes gleamed with passion as he unveiled the IQ Barrier Buster, his showmanship akin to a magician conjuring wonders.

A massive poster loomed behind him, its bold claim enticing the crowd:

“Increase your child’s IQ.”

“Ever feel like you’re not using your brain to its fullest?” Theo’s voice rose above the murmurs. “Albert Einstein allegedly said that people use only fifteen per cent of their brain capacity. Science actually confirms that we barely scratch the surface of our intellectual potential. What if we could change that?”

The crowd leaned in, hooked.

“We already have,” Theo held up the sleek, futuristic toy computer, “with this IQ Barrier Buster…Want to know how it works?”

A ripple of eager nods. Eyes widened. A mother watched as her 9-year-old son engaged with the device. On its screen, a question blinked: Insert the missing number: 36, 30, 24, 18…

She frowned. “That’s tricky.”

Without hesitation, the boy tapped 12 on the touchscreen. CORRECT flashed across the display.

“How did you work that out?” she asked, impressed.

“The numbers go down by six each time.”

With a tap, he opened a list of seven key functions: Language. Mathematics. Art. Music. Space. Mechanics. Behaviour.

Theo seized the moment. “Seven cognitive abilities. Seven untapped potentials in your child’s mind. The IQBB is based on research…go read about Howard Gardner’s whole-brain theory.”

In the crowd, a woman in a media pullover took notes. Jill Parker, journalist.

Theo noticed her and flashed a grin. “That’s it, lady. Write it down. And while you’re at it, make sure to note this: DOE’s IQ tests are unscientific and incomplete.”

Jill smirked, sceptical.

“I’m serious. We all know they only measure two types of intelligence: verbal and non-verbal. But what about: Spatial? Mechanical? Behavioural?” Theo gestured theatrically. “And my favourite two: Artistic and Musical? We can’t ignore Picasso and Mozart’s genius. Now that would be really unintelligent, wouldn’t it?”

The audience chuckled, swept up in his energy.





4. The Mind Factory

Later that afternoon, Jill stepped out of her car and into the vibrant world of Tackie Toys.

The factory buzzed with innovation. Colourful walls gave way to sleek machinery where sophisticated electronics hummed as they soldered circuits onto PC boards at breakneck speed.

Feeling a bit lost, Jill glanced around before spotting a prematurely aged man (Peter) loading blank PC boards into a feeding tray. Despite his careworn appearance, he moved with practised efficiency.

“Excuse me, sir,” Jill called out politely. “Can you direct me to the MD’s office?”

The man nodded, gesturing for her to follow. They navigated through the bustling plant until they reached a door marked Managing Director – Johan Mostert.

“Thank you,” Jill said gratefully.

The man nodded before returning to his work, and the machine flashed as it resumed its relentless pace.

Jill Parker’s camera flashed a few times, capturing the gleaming frames that adorned the wall: certificates chronicling Johan Mostert’s academic journey. The bright flashes and sharp clicks echoed through the impressive office, mingling with the subdued lighting and faint hum of Port Elizabeth’s bustling harbour just beyond the office windows.

Satisfied, she lowered her camera, a smile tugged at her lips as she returned to her seat across from Johan.

“Sorry, you were saying?” she prompted, her voice warm with curiosity.

Johan’s expression brightened, his passion reignited. “Ah, yes,” he said, leaning forward. “It’s all about play. Tackie’s philosophy was simple yet revolutionary…children learn best when they’re free to explore, create, and imagine. He believed traditional teaching methods stifle development. Not all minds are wired the same way, so teaching should be as much about emotional intelligence as rational exactness.”

Jill tilted her head thoughtfully. “Was ‘Tackie’ his nickname?”

Johan chuckled, a fond gleam in his eyes. “Yes. He had this way of downplaying problems, always shrugging off difficulties with a smile. Whenever life threw him a curveball, he’d just say, ‘Ah, it’s nothing, just a piece of old tackie’.”

Jill’s brow furrowed slightly. “I’ve heard he had a bit of a temper.” Johan’s demeanour shifted, becoming resolute. “Only with the principal. And it was always over the same issue: teaching methods.”

He paused, the weight of unspoken memories pressing down on him.





5. Passengers on the Bus of Life

Johan stood abruptly, pacing to the window.

Outside, crates of IQBBs were being loaded into a shipping container. Beyond them, the silhouette of the Campanile and the Port Elizabeth Harbour gleamed in the late-afternoon sun.

Johan exhaled heavily. “There was one time Tackie really lost it. Hawkins was discriminating against the Special Class.”

“The Special Class?” Jill leaned in, sensing something significant.

Johan turned back, eyes dark with memory. “Passengers on the bus of life. That’s what Hawkins called us. That school didn’t know what to do with us, so they hid us away. Pretended we didn’t exist.”

Jill’s brow furrowed. “Come on, Mr Mostert. Gill College would never do that.”

Johan conceded with a smile. “Okay, it wasn’t actually Gill. It was Hawkins.” Johan’s voice was bitter. “Fourteen of us. Poor academically. Hard to handle. Couldn’t play rugby. Absolutely useless.”

Silence stretched between them.

Then, quietly, he added, “Hawkins thought we belonged in the bone meal factory. He wanted to grind us down. Turn us into fertiliser.” He snorted. “Then he’d be happy because we’d at least be useful for something.”

Jill raised her camera again, capturing Johan’s silhouette framed against the harbour. There was a quiet strength in his stance, a defiant resilience forged through hardship.

“Tell me about Tackie,” she urged.

Johan’s gaze sharpened, his voice steady with conviction. “Tackie believed in us,” he said simply. “He saw potential where Hawkins saw problems.”

He stepped closer, his tone turning serious.

“Let me tell you something,” he said. “Tackie had an obsession. Hawkins had an obsession. Frankie had an obsession. Obsessions can be dangerous.”

Johan’s voice dropped to a whisper. “But they can also save lives.”

Jill took a deep breath, steeling herself for the journey ahead. There was more to uncover; secrets hidden in the shadows, truths waiting to be illuminated.

She knew one thing for certain: she wouldn’t rest until every piece of the puzzle was uncovered.





6. Fortress of Tradition

The campus stood proud amidst lush gardens, meticulously tended by the janitor and a team of skilled isiXhosa gardeners. The aftermath of a recent thunderstorm lingered in the air as the buzz of a chainsaw echoed through the grounds. The classic Victorian-style assembly hall loomed grandly, a testament to the school’s storied past.

Parents gathered outside the hall, their conversations blended with the clinking of keys carried by the janitor, a guardian of the school’s big secret. The first bell of the new school year rang out, slicing through the morning air and summoning students to line up with military precision.

Dressed impeccably in blazers, ties, and cheese-cutters, they stood despite the oppressive summer heat, embodying the school’s rigid standards.

“When Hawkins took over,” Johan narrated, his voice distant yet clear, “Gill was untouchable. Its matric pass rate had been flawless for years. Its name was etched in the annals of South African rugby. Legends like Hannes Marais, the indomitable Springbok captain, and Carl du Plessis, the prince of wings, had walked its halls. Gill wasn’t just a school—it was a fortress of tradition, a beacon of excellence.”

Jill listened intently. “And Dr Hawkins?” she prompted.

Johan’s lips curled into a sardonic smile. “He saw himself as Gill’s guardian,” he said. “Fiercely loyal to the master plan that had made it unshakeable. To him, change was a threat—a crack in the foundation he was sworn to protect.”

The assembly hall stood like a bastion of tradition, its high, arched ceilings reverberating with the quiet shuffling of students filing in. Colossal blow-ups of the school’s triumphant alumni lined the entryway, their black-and-white faces frozen in moments of glory: champions, inventors, leaders.

Each photograph was a silent testament to the institution’s unwavering demand for excellence.

The students received single-page programs for the day’s proceedings, their footsteps muffled by the polished wooden floor. At the entrance to the hall, the school flag emblazoned with the Latin motto Sursum Prorsusque fluttered expectantly in the light breeze, awaiting its grand entrance.

Johan Mostert—his voice low but brimming with nostalgia—continued his narration of his days at Gill College.

“The parents, the Old Gillians—everybody backed Hawkins,” Johan said. “They didn’t like his disciplinarian management style, but give the devil his due—he maintained the standards with military precision. His nickname was Hitler.”

On stage, a row of teachers in academic gowns sat in perfect order, their faces expressionless. Behind them, a grand piano gleamed under the morning light streaming through stained-glass windows.

Vice Principal Liebenberg approached Hawkins, whispering something urgent. Hawkins’ brow furrowed. He asked a terse question; Liebenberg shrugged apologetically. Hawkins’ lips tightened into a thin line of annoyance.

With a curt signal, Hawkins gestured for the male teachers to rise. The hall fell into a hush as he began the prayer, his voice resonating like that of a minister at the pulpit.

“Dear God, as we stand before Thee here
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