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CHAPTER 1 

he slightly dimmed lighting appeared to hover in 

the plush and overly pretentious boardroom as 

Graham glared at his Operations Director. 

Piercing green eyes seemed to reflect off the shiny 

mahogany table. Having a stocky torso, Graham 

preferred to overcome his ‘short-man syndrome’ by 

standing and looking down at his victims. Today was 

Larry’s turn.  

In his usual gruff and domineering voice, Graham 

lashed out.  

“Why is the East branch still not performing?” 

Taken by surprise at the outburst, Larry stared blankly 

back, desperately thinking how he should tackle this 

situation. 

“The latest management figures are still no better than 

the previous quarter and the forecasts are abysmal.” 

Larry protested. 

T 
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“Graham, you are jumping the gun again. At the last 

board meeting we agreed to give the branch a few 

months to allow Peter to settle into his new position as 

Manager.” 

“Settle in! Settle in!” Graham’s cheeks went his usual 

fiery red. 

“Is he managing a branch or settling into a glorified 

holiday? He has been at the branch for six months and 

to date he hasn’t generated the agreed profit.” 

Seated at the opposite end of the table, Thabo, the 

National Sales Manager felt an unnerving compassion 

for Larry’s pitiful glance. His deep and assertive voice 

challenged the situation. 

“Let’s not forget that the branch has got seven new 

sales consultants, so we cannot expect miracles in 

such a short space of time.” 

Graham pounded the table; his face looking like it was 

going to explode. 

“Enough. Enough of excuses and miracles. My 

company is not built on excuses; it is built on actions – 

neither of which I have seen from either of you. By 

close of business today an action plan needs to be on 
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my desk. I want to know how you two are going to 

bring me the required profit over the next thirty days, or 

you will be joining Peter on that glorified holiday.” 

Looking at Graham, Larry’s face paled.  

“But Graham …” 

“No buts, you know my attitude regarding buts. You 

two have a job to do, so get out and go and do it.” 

Both Larry and Thabo knew that to argue with Graham 

was a waste of time and energy. Quickly pushing their 

chairs back they gathered their files from the table and 

shuffled towards the door without giving Graham 

another glance. 

As the door closed behind them, Graham sat down 

and with his handkerchief, wiped away the sweat 

droplets from his balding head. Breathing in deeply, he 

tried to relax. Thoughts of his wife lecturing on his 

already apparent stress levels and the damage he was 

causing to his already weak heart added further strain. 

A soft knock on the door interrupted his thoughts. 

“What now,” he snapped, “I gave you a job to do.” 
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The door slowly opened as a pitiful form of a man 

stepped in.  

“I am sorry to disturb you sir, your secretary Mabel said 

I would find you here. My name is Jerry Coetzee and I 

would like to take no more than four and a half minutes 

of your time, if I may, sir?”  

Jerry looked Graham in the eyes in a warm, yet 

confident way. His unusually thin body was almost 

standing to attention. His left sleeve, neatly folded and 

carefully pinned to his upper shoulder, whilst his only 

arm stretched out in a cautious yet friendly handshake. 

Graham also couldn’t help noticing that Jerry’s severe 

limp was caused by one leg being much shorter than 

the other. Thinning hair, neatly combed to one side, 

framed a confident and unpretentious smile as Jerry’s 

mouth lifted to one side distorting his whole face. 

“So what do you want?” Graham snapped out in his 

usual way. 

“Sir, I want to come and sell for your company. I can 

really sell anything to anyone. I have a knack of selling 

– I can sell snow to an Eskimo, kangaroos to an 

Aussie or your product to anyone. If you hire me, sir, 
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you only need to pay me what I am worth. If I sell 

nothing, you pay me nothing. You have nothing to lose 

but everything to gain. Hire me, sir, and I will make a 

huge difference to your company – you will see, sir, I 

promise.” 

Graham inadvertently smiled inwardly. Who on earth 

was this young, confident man whose first impressions 

were enough to make anyone call security and escort 

him off the premises? Where did he spring from? 

Graham was reminded of Alan, a previous employee 

who was very similar. 

“If you say you can do all these things, I am not the 

one you should be speaking to. We have a recruitment 

protocol in this company so you should be speaking to 

my National Sales Manager.” 

“Oh, that I have done, sir, and Thabo said I wasn’t the 

right sort of person the company was looking for. I also 

spoke to Larry who said you weren’t hiring right now, 

and that is why I am here speaking to you right now. I 

believe that if anyone will give me a chance sir, it is 

you.” 
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“You have two minutes left, so tell me why I should 

even consider you to work for this company?” Graham 

retorted. 

“Well, you see, sir, I come from a very poor family, so 

hard work and survival is something I do quite well. As 

a young boy, I had polio, which resulted in my one leg 

being shorter than the other. I was never considered 

for sport at school, leaving me as an outsider. This 

made me work harder and helped me to develop 

necessary people skills. My attitude helped me to 

become accepted and liked. When I left school, I got a 

job in the police force and made it into the anti-terrorist 

squad. One day we were attacked by a gang on the 

Cape Flats and that is where I lost my arm. This loss 

has never prevented me from doing anything; I can 

change a tyre on a truck, fix an engine, drive a normal 

vehicle and do just about anything anyone else can do 

if not better. You see, sir, although all these things 

happened to me during my life, some may say that 

these were terrible things to happen to one person, but 

my father always said they were blessings in my life. 

He continued to remind me that each calamity served 

to mould me into a stronger and a more determined 

person which I have become. I really thank All Mighty 

God for permitting these things to happen to me, so 

that I can prove to Him, myself, my father and 
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everybody else that life is an opportunity for wonderful 

achievement. As my father worked in the same 

industry, it has always been my dream to be part of 

this company. That is if you want it to be. It looks like 

my four and a half minutes are up, sir; do I have a 

chance to prove myself to you?” 

Graham, looking past all of Jerry’s deformities 

suddenly saw something very different.  

“Go and wait outside and I will let you know.” 

Turning towards the door, Jerry uttered a confident 

“Thank you, sir,” whilst also proffering a crooked smile. 

Looking at the closed door, Graham smiled. Somehow 

he knew he had a winner. Pushing the intercom button, 

he scowled. 

“Mabel, get Larry and Thabo in here and quickly.” 

As Larry entered the room some minutes later his 

muttering chilled the room. 

“What on earth is that guy doing back here? I chased 

him away this morning and he is still here. Should I call 

security?” 
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“He is the reason I called you in. Can either of you not 

see talent when it is staring you in the face?” 

“That is not talent. That man is a one-man freak show. 

How can we have someone like that representing the 

company?” retorted Larry. 

“I can only agree with Larry,” Thabo interjected. “I also 

tried to get rid of him yesterday. There is no place for 

him here.” 

Standing up quickly, Graham positioned his hands on 

the table.  Using his penetrating glare, his deep voice 

powerfully enunciated the obvious. 

“That is the reason why he should be employed here. 

He is determined and determined people make money. 

Now if he really wants to prove himself, send him to 

the East Branch and see what muddy waters he can 

stir up.” 

In disbelief, Thabo and Larry stared back at Graham, 

shaking their heads. 

“Get him in here,” Graham said with a victorious but sly 

grin. 

As Jerry hobbled back in, Graham said,  
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“Well Jerry, if you want to prove your worth, we are 

giving you a chance.” 

“Thank you so much, sir, I won’t let you down, I 

promise.” Turning to Larry and Thabo, he stretched out 

his hand and shook each of their hands respectively 

and with his crooked smile said, 

“Thank you both for giving me this chance. Thank you. 

Thank you.” 

“Well,” said Graham, “You may not be thanking us for 

long. We are going to send you to our East Branch. It 

is in a little mining town just outside of the Karoo. You 

have thirty days to prove yourself. If you do not 

achieve the agreed target in that time, you are out. Is 

that clear?” 

With a big smile, Jerry said, “Crystal clear, sir and you 

can be sure, I won’t let you down.” 

“When can you start?” Thabo asked. 

“I already have, sir. I will leave right away and be there 

tonight.” 

As Jerry left, Thabo patted Larry on the back and 

laughingly commented. 
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“Well Thabo, I must admit, I never saw that one 

coming.” 
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CHAPTER 2 

losing his office door, Thabo saw Graham 

walking down the passage towards him.  

“Thabo, I was meaning to ask you, how is that 

young chap Jerry, doing at the East Branch?” 

Smiling excitedly Thabo said, “We really have a winner 

in that man. He achieved his monthly target in the first 

week and Peter says that he will equal the entire 

team’s target by the end of the third week. I don’t how 

he is doing it but, as they say, ask no questions …” 

Graham chortled, and pointed his index finger towards 

Thabo’s face. “You see, I can smell talent when I see 

it.” 

“Yep, I can only eat humble pie on that one,” smiled 

Thabo. 

“We need to test his mettle and move this one notch 

up,” winked Graham, “Get Larry in my office and 

arrange with Mabel to get a conference call with Peter 

in one hour. We need to discuss strategy.” 

C 
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“I’m on it,” said Thabo, smiling gleefully. 

Larry greeted Graham in a much friendlier manner as 

he walked into his office.  

“You called a meeting, what’s going on?” 

Looking up, Graham said, “We are setting up the ‘Rolls 

Test’.” 

“For who?” asked Larry. 

“Jerry, from the East Branch,” replied Thabo. 

“You got to be kidding.” Larry said raising his voice, 

“Jerry has just started here and pulling that ploy will 

chase him away. I’m dead against this. Are you in this 

too, Graham?”  

“Absolutely,” smiled Graham, like a naughty school 

boy. “Right, let’s get on with it. You all know what to 

do. Set it up for next weekend, I see that the Friday is 

a public holiday, so that will be perfect. Larry, get your 

people in place. Thabo, you locate the Rolls. Right, off 

you go.”  
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CHAPTER 3 

pening his eyes, Jerry slowly stretched his 

fragile body, enjoying the tight sensation it 

gave him. The bedside clock flashed a red 

light and beeped an irritating wake-up sound. Hitting 

the sleep button, he silenced the alarm. Lying back in 

the warm pillow Jerry relished in the awareness that 

this was a public holiday. “Ah,” he thought, “a ‘me’ 

day”. Closing his eyes he started to fall back into a 

deep sleep. 

Suddenly, a piercing yet familiar sound emanated from 

his mobile phone. Stretching over to the bedside table 

he picked it up and read the time – 07h05. The name 

‘Larry’ lit up the screen. 

“Hi Larry” he mumbled, “Is everything ok?” 

“I’m so sorry phoning you so early, but we have an 

issue and I’m hoping that you can help me?” Larry’s 

voice beamed. 

“What can I do to help?” Jerry offered. 

O 
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“Graham’s daughter is getting married this Sunday and 

the people who organised the bridal vehicle have just 

told him that it has broken down and will not be 

available in time. We believe that there is another Rolls 

Royce Silver Shadow somewhere in your vicinity. We 

need you to source it and have it delivered to 

Graham’s home by two o’clock tomorrow. Please see 

what you can do and for Heaven’s sake, don’t let him 

down. Thanks Jerry, and oh, let me know if you have a 

problem.” 

“Sure, Larry, leave it to me,” replied Jerry and cut the 

call. 

Rubbing his face, he sat up in bed, reaching for his I-

pad, switched it on and waited in anticipation for it to 

boot up. Selecting a search engine, he typed in ‘Rolls 

Royce Silver Shadow’. Almost instantaneously, the 

results popped up. Two were advertised. The closest 

one, about 100km away, belonged to a Piet Smit. 

Jerry dialed the contact number only to hear a pre-

recorded message. Leaving a short message he 

requested that Piet call him back urgently. Not leaving 

it there, he searched all the Piet Smits listed on Face 

Book, LinkedIn, Google and a few other social sites. 

There were a total of twenty seven results. Five Piet 
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Smits were listed in the near vicinity. Leaving 

messages for each, he enquired if they owned a Silver 

Shadow. Suspecting they may not receive his 

message in time or even at all, he searched the 

electronic telephone directory for each. The results 

showed that three had mobile numbers and there were 

four landline numbers. Jerry laid back, relieved that he 

now had something actionable to achieve. 

Dialing the mobile numbers first, he had to leave two 

messages. The last one was answered by a Piet Smit, 

who did not own a Rolls Royce, but wished he had. 

The second landline number was answered by a 

domestic worker who said that Mister Piet did indeed 

own the type of car which Jerry was enquiring about. 

He was however away at his holiday home near the 

Kruger National Park where there was no telephone 

signal for the mobile phone. Mister Piet was also only 

returning home in two weeks’ time. Jerry’s heart sank 

at the news realising that this particular task would now 

take considerable more effort. 

Back on the internet, Jerry searched for all the Estate 

Agents along the borders of the Kruger National Park. 

His search produced fifty three. He started phoning 
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each one in turn. It was only on his sixteenth call that 

he was rewarded.  

“I’m looking for a Mr. Piet Smit,” he explained, “who 

owns a property near the park. Do you know him?” 

“Yes,” replied a friendly female voice, “Piet owns a 

game farm very close to our office, how can I help 

you?” 

Jerry’s spirits rose.  

“There is an emergency and I need to get him to 

contact me in the next hour. Are you able to help?” 

“I can be there in ten minutes.” She said and 

disconnected the call. 

Twenty minutes later Jerry’s phone rang.  

“Hello, is this Piet Smit?” 

“Yes and what is the emergency?” replied the unknown 

man. 

“Mr. Smit, my name is Jerry and the emergency is on 

my side. I believe you own a Silver Shadow and I was 
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hoping that we could hire it for my boss’ daughter’s 

wedding tomorrow?” 

“I do own one but I do not hire it out and especially to 

someone I don’t know.” 

“Mr. Smit, I do understand how you feel, however, 

money is not the issue. I need that car tomorrow. 

Name your price, sir.” Jerry pleaded. 

“Young man,” Piet sighed, “If I own a Rolls and a game 

farm, why would you think that money is an issue?” 

As the conversation was unfolding Jerry continued to 

search the internet looking for information. 

His search revealed that Piet was in his mid-sixties and 

had been retired for the past six years having had a 

major shareholding in a local gold mine. These shares 

were recently sold. As an ardent hunter, the game farm 

was a natural investment.  

Jerry noted with interest that Piet was also the current 

Chairman of the Golf Championship’s committee. 

Photographs revealed that in 2008 at a well-known 

Honolulu golf course, a well-worn Piet Smit, with a 

proud stature partnering Tiger Woods.   



~ 19 ~ 
 

“Mr. Smit,” Jerry inquired, “are you not the Piet Smit 

who played golf with the world champion some years 

ago?” 

“I most certainly am” said Piet proudly. “Having not met 

me, how do you know about that?” 

“I work for Graham Alder, who is also a keen golfer 

and keeps up to date with all the golfing news. I do 

recall him relating the story earlier this month. I just 

cannot believe it is you.” To firm up the budding 

relationship Jerry, gaining courage from the developing 

conversation cheekily retorted,   

“And the car is for his daughter’s wedding this 

weekend.” 

“Well, boy, that makes all the difference, why didn’t you 

say something earlier? I do know Graham Alder. It 

would be a privilege to help someone like Graham out 

but the real challenge is that the car would need to be 

insured before I can let you take it”. 

“That I will do, Mr. Smit, sir, I’ll call you back,” Jerry 

said excitedly. 
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CHAPTER 4 

erry was now feeling that the challenge he was 

facing was just seconds from being conquered. 

His rising energy levels were now focused on 

finding insurance brokers in the area. There were only 

three. The first number he dialed was answered by an 

elderly lady who said that her husband, Albie Cronje, 

passed on a year ago. Jerry passed on his 

condolences. He moved on to the next number. This 

call went straight through to voice mail. Leaving a 

message he dialed the last number. It rang for some 

time and was finally answered by a strong woman’s 

voice. 

“Hello, Lisa speaking.” 

Hi Lisa, my name is Jerry and I’m hoping that you can 

help me with some insurance cover.” 

“I can, Jerry, but today is a public holiday and I choose 

not to work on public holidays.” 

“I appreciate that and I do respect your personal time, 

however, I have a real crisis situation. If I could have 

J 
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left this for one more day, I truly would have” and 

continued to tell her all that transpired. 

“That is very noble of you but I really can’t help. There 

are a few problems; firstly all of the insurance 

companies are closed. Secondly, you cannot insure 

something that is not yours as there is no insurable 

interest between you and the vehicle. Thirdly we do not 

insure cars that are of that age.”  

As the negatives were all relayed in a very 

monotonous voice, Jerry realized that Lisa simply did 

not want to help, but his palpable spirit was not yet 

broken. 

“Would it help if I get the owner to phone you and you 

take the instruction from him?” 

“I suppose I could but the insurance companies are still 

closed,” she retorted. 

“What about the possibility of issuing me with a 

broker’s note confirming the cover and I will pay you 

the premium upfront and some extra commission for all 

your troubles?” Jerry persisted. 

Lisa started to get a little more interested, “Well that 

might work.” 
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“So how much will the premium be?” 

“Well let’s see,” Lisa said thinking aloud, “The 

minimum period will be seven days, and with my 

commission, you are looking at a Thousand Rand per 

day. 

Jerry froze, quietly wondering how he was going raise 

that amount of money. 

“If it’s ok with you, why don’t I meet you in half an hour, 

I will bring the cash and we will get the owner on the 

phone and then you can give me the proof of 

insurance?” Jerry said, getting excited with the 

progress his continual ideas were as making.  

“Fine’ said Lisa brusquely as she gave him the 

address. 

“So, Lisa, just to confirm, I will bring the cash, you will 

give me proof and the car will be covered from 

tomorrow, right.” 

“That’s right.” Lisa confirmed. 

“… and the car can be covered as a vintage?” Jerry 

added. 
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“That’s exactly what will happen,” Lisa said in a bit 

more friendlier voice. “See you there.” 

Not wanting anything to go wrong, Jerry called Piet 

back and conveyed the arrangements with him, He 

confirmed that Piet was agreeable to speaking to Lisa, 

although he seemed to want to speed things along 

informing Jerry that there was another commitment 

which he had to attend to later on in the day.   

Jerry’s next call was to Larry who sounded astonished 

about the arrangements which had been made during 

the last hour. Jerry quickly came to the point,  

“… but now I have to pay Lisa and I do not have the 

seven Thousand Rand. Please could you transfer the 

money into Lisa’s account?” 

“Sorry Jerry, I cannot help. I’m on the golf course with 

Graham and will only get home much later this 

afternoon”. Larry then added some extra 

encouragement 

“I really am impressed with your efforts so far, so don’t 

let anything go wrong.” 

“I won’t, Larry, I’m on it,” Jerry said as if he actually 

believed it himself. 
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Jerry now started to panic. How was he going to pay 

Lisa? He climbed into the shower, got dressed and 

made his way to his rusted Volkswagen Golf. He 

turned the ignition and the starter motor stuttered. It 

was only on the third attempt that the engine launched 

into life. Releasing a thick cloud of black smoke from 

the exhaust pipe, the little car roared with glory.  

With five minutes to spare, Jerry reached his 

destination. Getting out of the car, he walked across 

the street and entered the little coffee shop on the 

corner. Standing in the entrance, he glanced around 

the shop and saw a tall, slender woman sipping a 

cappuccino. Walking across the small and cosy tabled 

setting in the strongest and most confident way he 

could muster he enquired, 

“Lisa?” 

She looked up at him, gave a half smile and gestured 

for him to sit. 

“I don’t have a lot of time, so can we get on with the 

deal.” Her voice was curt but not hostile. 

“Get the client on the phone.” 
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Jerry dialed and once Piet was on the other side of the 

line he passed the phone across the table to Lisa. After 

confirming the details with Piet, she terminated the call 

and, passing the phone back to Jerry said,  

“Ok, so that’s sorted, so where is the money?” 

Jerry started to explain that he couldn’t raise the cash 

at short notice and that his company would be 

transferring the money first thing on Monday morning. 

The anger in her voice was measurable. Glaring at 

him, she snapped,  

“We had an arrangement and now you have broken it. 

You have wasted my precious time. No money, no 

cover. What’s it going to be? 

“Look, Lisa,” Jerry said, started to panic, “I’m sorry, but 

you have to understand, I have to deliver the car by 

this time tomorrow. Please, is there nothing at all which 

you can do to help me?” he pleaded. 

Looking at him in disbelief, she said, “That’s a fancy 

watch. I’ll hold on to that until Monday.” 

Jerry felt the pain and palpable tension as he released 

his late father’s watch into the hands of a complete 

stranger. A feeling of serendipity overcame him as he 
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realized that this timepiece was also awarded for 

exceptional performance. As some common sense and 

a sense of possession highlighted the actual situation 

he was facing, his voice quavered, as he pleaded, 

“It is worth three times the amount I owe you. Can you 

please not trust me until Monday?” 

“Trust,” Lisa hissed, fairly violently considering the 

puny figure who she was addressing. “The only person 

I can trust is me, and you want me to trust you?” 

Reluctantly, Jerry unfastened his watch and slowly 

passed it to her. 
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CHAPTER 5 

etting back into his car, Jerry was happy that 

two things had worked out. The car had been 

located and the insurance organised. What was 

of great disappointment and stabbed at his general 

feeling of sentimentality, was that he had to part with 

his father’s watch. Feeling energized by this thought 

Jerry focused on how he was going to collect the car. 

Back in his room, he immediately phoned Piet. 

“Mr. Smit, I have the insurance note with me. Now I 

need to collect the car. How do I get it?” 

Piet was terse in his response. “Well, you see, son, the 

car is being looked after by my son. He is in Cape 

Town so just make your arrangements with him.” And 

the phone went down. 

Looking at the phone, Jerry shook his head in disbelief. 

Some unfavourable words arose in his mind. These 

were quickly were washed away by an impelling 

eagerness to get things under control. Dialing the son’s 

number his spirits rose as a friendly and jovial 

G 
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individual had no problems at all in helping to make 

mutual arrangements to collect the car. 

Wondering how he was going to handle the 2 100 

kilometers which needed to be tackled in order to get 

to Cape Town and back to Johannesburg, was a huge 

challenge. This was especially true as Jerry realised 

that he had no money for this trip. 

Getting into his car, he made his way to the tiny airfield 

on the outskirts of the town. Parking the car under a 

shady tree he made his way to the closest hangar. A 

group of men in navy blue overalls, stood around a 

blue and white Cessna airplane. As Jerry moved 

closer, they stopped talking as they looked at this 

strange apparition with one arm, hobbling towards 

them. 

Greeting them, Jerry politely asked, “Do you guys 

know of a plane that is leaving for Cape Town today?” 

“You might just be in luck, boet,” said the technician 

closest to Jerry. “Two hangars up they are delivering a 

plane to a customer in Cape Town, but not sure if they 

have already left.” 
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Thanking them, Jerry made his way to the third hangar 

where three planes were parked in a very careful and 

obviously considered manner. As he entered the large 

cavernous building, there was a lot of commotion as 

people hurrying all over the place. Some were shouting 

instructions whilst others were intent on packing up 

tools and hurriedly writing on large clipboards. 

Ensconced in a small glass office near the back of the 

hangar three neatly dressed men were having an 

obviously serious conversation. 

Jerry shuffled across the cold concrete floor. Believing 

that he was close enough to interject he confidently 

asked  

“Sorry to worry you gentlemen, but I was told that there 

is a plane leaving for Cape Town today and if so I was 

wondering if I could hitch a ride?” 

One of the men from the group stepped forward and 

said, “Hey Jerry is that you? What are you doing 

here?” 

“Barry, what a surprise,” exclaimed Jerry, “Haven’t 

seen you since the force. How have you been?” 



~ 30 ~ 
 

“Not too bad, but better than you,” Barry teased. 

Pointing to the comfortably perched plane near the 

entrance to the hangar he noted 

“If you are looking for a ride to the Mother City, this 

beautiful aircraft is leaving in an hour.” 

“You are a life saver and I cannot believe my luck on 

this” Jerry smiled. 

Laughing, Barry introduced Jerry to the others and 

filled the air with banter regarding their past 

experiences in the force. 
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CHAPTER 6 

anding safely in Cape Town, after a relatively 

uninteresting  flight Jerry made his way out to the 

nearest highway. His intent was to hitch a ride to 

his destination. Appearing to attract some of the 

friendliest people in the city Jerry soon located Corne’s 

house in the Camps Bay area.   

Upon introducing himself to Corne Jerry was surprised 

how much more friendly and accommodating the son 

was compared to Piet. Although welcoming Jerry into 

his home Corne was immediately keen to move into 

the rear yard where the beautiful Rolls Royce was 

parked in its own secluded and shady area. 

Sitting behind the steering wheel of the Silver Shadow, 

Jerry felt a new sense of importance. Waving goodbye 

to Corne he commenced his fourteen thousand 

kilometer journey back to Johannesburg.  

Checking the time on his mobile phone, he estimated 

that with some careful but steady driving he would be 

arriving at Graham’s house at about ten o’clock the 

next morning. This included a four hour cat nap and a 

few necessary stops along the way. Patting his shirt 

L 
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pocket he felt the small plastic petrol card that offered 

him the necessary support and encouragement. 

Settling in for his long journey home Jerry reflected on 

his last twenty four hours. His day certainly had been 

one of some astonishing highlights. This last leg of the 

task was certainly the most relaxing with the road 

ahead encouraging him to reach his destination 

supported by the luxurious leather seats providing a 

wonderfully fulfilling level of comfort to both his body 

and his mind.  

Being a public holiday, Jerry was pleased that that the 

road was quiet and there was a paucity of the large 

trucks which he inwardly knew could potentially have 

created some serious delays. 
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CHAPTER 7 

t was exactly 10h17 on Jerry’s mobile phone when 

the proud and streamlined Silver Shadow pulled up 

into the driveway of Graham’s house.  

Getting out of the car, Jerry stretched his legs and 

back and, with his usual limp, hobbled up to the front 

door. The bell rang loudly reflecting Graham’s surprise 

as he opened the door to see who was there. Taken 

aback, Graham quietly but in a very surprised tone 

immediately queried.  

“What are you doing here?” 

“I’ve brought the car for you, sir.” 

“What car?” Graham responded in a really confused 

manner. 

“The Rolls Royce Silver Shadow for your daughter’s 

wedding.” Jerry confidently reminded him. 

“Wedding, what wedding, my daughter is not getting 

…” Graham’s voice tapered off, “Oh, that.” 

I 
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In his eagerness to please and ignorant of the 

challenge being presented Jerry continued 

“Larry phoned me yesterday telling me to find a Silver 

Shadow for your daughter’s wedding tomorrow. It was 

quite a challenge to pull this off I eventually located the 

vehicle which you wanted in Cape Town”. It has been 

a long night but I think that the timing is perfect for 

you”. 

Graham abruptly cut in, “Son, there is no wedding and 

I sure as hell do not want a Rolls, I ..” 

Interrupting, Jerry responded proudly,  

“I am not sure what is going on but as promised I 

deliver results, even when the odds are completely 

against me”. Having had little sleep over the last 16 

hours, news that there was no justification for the task 

given is just plainly irritating. You, Sir, and those other 

people in your company are obviously mocking my 

naivety and willingness to achieve.” 

With sudden horror at the thought of also losing his 

father’s watch Jerry went into counter attack.  

“I think you owe me a huge apology,” he forcefully 

stuttered. 
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“Come inside, young man and let me get you 

something to eat,” Graham said caringly. 

Leading Jerry into a large but comfortably arranged but 

unpretentious lounge Graham walked across to a large 

mahogany cupboard placed in the corner of the room. 

After unlocking one of the drawers, he reached inside, 

and with a huge smile of genuine encouragement he 

quickly said, 

“I believe this belongs to you.”  

The watch dangled from his outstretched hand. 

Jerry stepped back in confusion.  

“What is going on here?” he challenged. 

Graham quickly started to speak. 

“Lisa is the company broker and has for many years 

arranged all of our insurance. The purpose of this 

whole exercise was to test your abilities. We knew the 

odds were against you but believed that if anyone 

could successfully drive this task it would be you. Piet 

Smit has been a friend of mine since school days and 

we play golf very regularly. He knew that you were 

going to phone him and he pretended to be at his 
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game farm. He is actually spending this long weekend 

with his son, Corne in Cape Town. As an organisation 

we want to work with people who can make a 

difference, and you, Jerry, are the seventh person to 

have gone through this test. Five failed at the onset 

and only one other made it close - but he unfortunately 

could not meet the required timeframe. Due to his 

tenacity, we rewarded him with a gold Courtier watch, 

this exact one. I believe belonged to your father, Alan 

Coetzee.” 

Speechless, Jerry stared back at Graham in absolute 

disbelief. 

Graham enquired, “If you saw that things were going 

against you, why did you not phone Larry back and say 

you couldn’t get the car?”  

“Sir, my dad always said to me that to give up and be a 

failure is the easiest thing to do in life. It does not take 

rocket science to achieve nothing. But to be successful 

takes hard work and determination,” Jerry said proudly, 

“I had an instruction and it was my duty to accomplish 

it, without questioning. That was what my father would 

have done.” 



~ 37 ~ 
 

“Graham smiled and said, “As a result of your 

exceptional commitment and determination, I want you 

to take off next week and go and spend it with your 

mother, all expenses paid. When you return, you will 

be the new branch manager at the East Branch and 

Peter will be transferred back to Head Office.” 

“Wow, sir, thank you,” Jerry was taken aback, “I won’t 

let you down, sir, I won’t.” 

“I know that, son,” smiled Graham, “seeing that you are 

here and I am sure that you don’t have plans for today, 

come and join myself and a few of my close friends at 

the club. Your disability will not be a handicap?” he 

respectfully enquired. 

“No problem, sir. I’ve never played golf before, but I 

cannot see why I can’t give it a go,” smiled Jerry. “Why 

don’t I drive you over there in the Rolls?” 

~.~ 
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KETLER PRESENTATIONS offer numerous skills 

courses that enhance leadership and motivational 

skills. These courses range from a few hours to 5 

days. All courses are designed to create a solution to 

meet the needs of the client; therefore no course is 

standard or “off-the-shelf”. Research is constantly done 

to ensure that the latest techniques are included and 

utilised. The following are offered: 

 

Courses 

 Brainstormer Sessions   

 Brainstormer Facilitator Workshop 

 Customer Care 

 Effective Meetings 

 Leadership 

 Master of Ceremonies 

 Memory Training 

 Negotiation Skills 

 Performance Management 

 Power Selling Skills 

 Presentation Skills 

 Project Management 

 Supervisory Skills 

 Team Building 

 Train the Trainer 

 Training Development 

For more information on each course, duration, costs and 

dates, please visit www.ketler.co.za 
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Business and Leadership Coaching 

Our Coaching program for individuals (private or 

business), staff personnel and executives has a proven 

ROI and the immediacy of positive change. 

Our unique Coaching processes differs from others in 

that our focus lies in the development of the individual 

and these processes are utilised as an interactive 

overall leadership process that has a direct effect on 

the client but also on the individuals that they interact 

with. 

Our coaching is aimed at the development of identified 

leadership competencies and behavioural skills, as 

well as the growth of the person as a whole. 
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Motivation Talks 

Secrets to Selling You 

This motivating and extremely humorous talk will show 

you ways to create the right IMPACT that persuades 

the customer to buy-in. 

Where Eagles Dare 

For one hour, lose yourself in the vast world of intrigue 

and travel into the realms of discovery of the things 

that Great Leaders do to become successful. 

Time – Your Responsibility to Manage 

Discover the simple ways to save time                                     

during this humorous, motivating and educational talk. 

We are all given the same amount of time each day              

and how you spend that time is your decision. 

Me, My Mind and I 

The focus of this humorous, yet thought-provoking and 

hard-hitting motivational talk will illustrate easy and 

basic ways to self-motivate the listener to start taking 

action and begin the process of changing attitudes and 

behaviour. 
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The Secrets to Selling You (DVD) 

 This humorous yet motivating talk by 
Trevor Ketler is a reminder to us that 
whatever we do on a daily basis – is 
sales related. Whether we are selling: 

 A product to a potential customer 

 Selling ourselves for an interview 

 A hot date, or just … 

 To get your foot in the door socially 
… you need to create an IMPACT that guarantees 

results. 

This talk will show how you can: 

 Create a positive first impression 

 Learn how to motivate yourself daily 

 Present yourself with confidence 

 Grab attention and be heard 

 Have the courage to overcome any odds that life 
throws at you. 
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Time - Your Responsibility to Manage 

 This book by Trevor Ketler is a complete 
“how to” guide to adapt different methods 
in achieving the things you have set for 
yourself in the limited time allocated to 
you. It outlines the steps required to know 
where you are now and where you want 
to be – the first steps in Managing Time,  

then goes on to describe: 

 Setting SMART objectives 

 How to better organise yourself 

 30 ways to create an extra 2 hours a day 

 Dealing with procrastination 

 Mastering the art of Delegating 

 The unique Problem-solving Process  

 … and much more. 
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 Trevor Ketler has been in the training arena 

since 1988. His business experience 

includes 5 years with BMW, where he 

worked his way through the ranks, and in a 

very short period, to becoming the youngest 

Dealer Principal. His vast experience with people 

helped to develop his management and people skills 

which have led to large corporations seeking these 

skills to enhance their businesses.  

His clients include many large corporations and 

various government departments in South Africa, 

Botswana, Namibia, Swaziland, Lesotho and Zambia 

and in over 10 countries around the globe.  

He is currently involved as a Motivational Trainer and 

Public Speaker, and has spoken at many seminars 

and functions.  

He is author of Time – Your Responsibility to 

Manage.  

Trevor is an Advanced Toastmaster (ATM-S) with 

Toastmasters International and a founding member of 

the Professional Speakers Association of South Africa 

(PSASA).  

Visit Ketler Presentations at:    
www.ketler.co.za 

Email: trevor@ketler.co.za 
Tel: +27(0)11-468-1320 
Fax: +27(0)86-609-4474 

Mobile: +27(0)82-447-5150 


