Manager Minute One

The meek with teeth shall inherit the earth

Chapter III - The youthful mind wars

What causes peoples’ minds to warp has in fact been the mainstay of GG’s preoccupation every since he began to talk at age 3 and some would say he hasn’t stopped since although once he has the A team in place he generally spends most of his day either sleeping or in the surf where the ocean spirits rejuvenate his soul.  

During that first quarter of 1978 GG demonstrated that he was fit enough to compete with any corporate executive of a publicly traded company whose 3 month horizon blended in with everything else on a not so picture-perfect landscape while in addition, providing a cold shoulder to the University of Natal’s ruling elite with the stiff upper lips. In short order he achieved his “g-r-oal” [sic] which was to make enough money to pay off his university education debt, slip out of town but not before dissuading as many first year business-accounting students as possible to seek alternative paths,
"to health, happiness and of course we should all be financially free and promiscuous" [sic].
It was just a matter of time before the youngest of the Bernie and Zena Gevisser clan began to focus on who prospered the most as in them Vs the US. GG began his tutorial classes along the following lines: 
 
“Just try counting all the minor strokes the professors who profess knowing so much have had while dishing out poor excuse after poor excuse as to why they couldn’t make it in the real world and then compare the size of their brains to yours. How many minor strokes do you think it takes to make up a major stroke? Do you really want to follow in their footsteps especially if you consider that their brains are all clogged up and no matter how much good food they eat it probably doesn’t oxygenate anything butt the surroundings at arse level? Time to light a match, DP [Durban Poison] to boot, wouldn’t you agree?
Business is not something that can be taught for it requires first and foremost an understanding of human nature, something one learns around the dining room table, from parents, grandparents, from possibly just one smart really short arse friend who understood early the dynamics that hot air defies gravity; most important to watch what goes on in the streets, always paying attention to nature, to the winds of change. It is all about human interaction with the elements, which is more art form than it is science. Now if you didn’t learn anything from the farts around the dining table and never made your way on to the streets then my suggestion is go get a job. 
Now if you are unsure about what you would be best as then maybe it is okay to study art but if you cannot draw you probably won't make a living as a painter-artist. So then try the liberal arts, as in, ‘Oh what a tangled web...’ because the only thing promoted in this pigeon-hole of a faculty, silly billy, is how to commit larceny; peni-s-tentiary is for the bird-brains unless you happen to be black where it is hard to find the write words to satisfy the white bosses, cockpits and 500lb boob-ms to boot, write-minded women to embrace, peanut galleries for the masses who take most of the abuse, i.e. dog eat dog, hot gods today’s celebrities, but don’t assume everyone here is a monkey, pigeon English to sumday replace Latin. 
In a nutshell, be mindful of those with smaller minds than you” [sic]. 
GG has been working on a different approach to raising the consciousness by starting from the bottom and working up, empowering the youth who are our future to parent the parents who weren’t quite prepared for the responsibilities of parenting their parents and so the blame game continues. 
Breaking from the past requires more than thinking outside of the box, it requires action that will connect up the dots while getting rid of the ditto heads who rise to positions of power beyond their level of competency never forgetting to question those who wear aprons.

