The Helshoogte Hiccup: Kobus Kotze's
Un-Epic Adventure

Arno Boonzaier

R R e




.
‘:, °
Ky ? | A
- ‘;'o 2 f
- 2
) —~
i, a5 =
= X~
-

Arno Boonzaier

Kobus sat in his bedroom, his "Studio,"
surrounded by vlogging gear and half-eaten
snacks. He dreamt of global digital domination,
but the window behind him showed vineyards
stretching into the distance, a world he felt he
needed to conquer, not just live in. His face,
usually bright with ambition, was currently a

picture of mild despair.
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A giant, cartoon-like cloud of yellow pollen
swirled around Kobus, making him sneeze so
hard his eyes practically popped out. He
clutched a crumpled tissue and an inhaler,
looking utterly defeated by the invisible enemy.
The air itself seemed to be conspiring against

his grand plans.
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Kobus stared at his phone, a tiny "3"
glowing next to his latest video. Tinashe, a friend
with a perpetually unimpressed expression,
peered over his shoulder, while a pop-up ad for
"Discount Tractor Tires from Russia" flashed on
y the screen. His "Vine-fluencer" dream felt a

million miles away.
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Mr. Bronkhorst, a stern teacher with a
booming voice, dramatically pointed to a map
of Helshoogte Pass, a jagged red line snaking up
a mountain. Kobus slumped in his chair, already
picturing the agony, while his rival Dieter
pumped his fist with athletic zeal. The entire

class buzzed with a mix of excitement and
dread.
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Kobus stood beside his trusty (but rusty)
purple bicycle, nicknamed "Purple Peril." Its
basket, supposedly for his gimbal, sagged
slightly, and the brakes emitted a mournful,
squawking sound every time he squeezed them.
In the background, Dieter effortlessly polished
his gleaming, high-tech racing bike.
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Dieter van der Merwe flexed a ridiculously
muscular leg, his calf bulging like a small,
pressurized ham. He sipped casually from a
protein shake, a smug grin plastered across his
face, while Kobus watched, feeling utterly

inadequate next to his rival's athletic perfection.
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In the dusty garage, Kobus's eyes lit up as
he spotted his dad's industrial leaf-blower, a
monstrous machine with a powerful 2-stroke
engine. A cartoon lightbulb popped above his
head, illuminating his mischievous grin. He
imagined the raw power propelling him up the

dreaded pass.
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Under the cloak of night in his "Studio,"
Kobus meticulously, and somewhat dangerously,
strapped the massive leaf-blower to the back of
his Purple Peril. Wires tangled and makeshift
clamps held the contraption in place, sparks
(cartoonishly) flying as he worked with intense
concentration. He was a mad scientist on a

mission.
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Kobus launched into his backyard on the
newly modified Purple Peril, the leaf-blower
roaring to life and sending him careening wildly.
Leaves and dust swirled around him as he
struggled to control the powerful, noisy

contraption, a mix of terror and exhilarating

triumph on his face. This was going to be epic!
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The sun rose over the majestic Helshoogte
Pass, casting long shadows. Kobus, slightly
dishevelled but brimming with newfound
confidence, sat proudly on his leaf-blower-
powered Purple Peril. Mr. Bronkhorst and Dieter
stared at his bizarre invention with wide eyes

and open mouths, completely speechless.
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