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We do not own time.

we are only allowed to walk beside it for a while.
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Time: The Thief or the Teacher?

Time does not speak.

Yet it shouts in the wrinkles on our mothers’ faces,

it whispers in the ache behind our fathers’ eyes,

and it leaves footprints in friendships we nearly lost to distance or doubt.

In Africa, we do not always hold clocks.

But we hold stories.

We hold proverbs.

We hold the seasons in our bones.

Where some measure time by alarms and calendars,

we measure it by the smell of the first rain,

the laughter around the cooking pot,

the silence after the burial drum,

and the first cry of a child born at dawn.

But what really is time?

A thief, quietly stealing youth, love, opportunities?

Or a teacher—patient, unhurried, molding us through loss, love, failure, and waiting?

This book was not written in a hurry.

It was born from pauses.

From sleepless nights questioning whether I had wasted years,

and slow dawns when I realized some lessons come only with age.

You, dear reader, hold in your hands not a guidebook,

but a gathering of thoughts, moments, and soul conversations.

I invite you not just to read, but to remember.

To remember who you were,

what you lost,

and what time might still be trying to teach you—

before it quietly walks away again.
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The First Tick: When Life Begins to Count

Time begins in silence.

Before you ever know its name, time is already at work—quietly carving out the hours of your becoming. You do not choose your beginning. You are born into time as you are born into air. It receives you like a midwife: without warning, without apology.

And still, most of us do not feel time until something interrupts it.

It might be the death of someone you love.

It might be a voice that says, “You’re too late.”

Or a look in the mirror that says, “You are no longer who you were.”

That is when you hear the tick.

When Time is Still a Mystery

In many parts of the world—especially in African villages and ancestral homes—children grow up in the rhythm of the earth, not the ticking of a clock. Time is known by instinct: when the birds sing, when the cassava ripens, when the evening fire is lit.

There are no alarms, only mothers who wake before the sun, fathers who plant with the patience of rain, and grandmothers whose stories measure time better than calendars.

But the modern world demands another kind of time.

Schedules. Deadlines. Speed.

And slowly, we learn to exchange the natural rhythm for the artificial one.

We stop listening to our bodies.

We start obeying machines.

The First Sense of Time

Ask yourself:

When did you first become aware of time?

Was it in school, when someone told you to hurry?

Was it when someone you loved stopped waiting for you?

Was it when your dreams began to fade—not because they were impossible, but because they were delayed too long?

Time does not knock loudly.

It taps, softly, until the silence grows unbearable.

And then, you begin to count. Not just your age—but your mistakes, your lost chances, your what-ifs.

That is when time becomes real.

The Danger of Delay

Many of us live as though we own time.

We say, “Tomorrow I will begin.”

“Next week, I will apologize.”

“Next year, I will chase what I really want.”

But time is not a savings account.

You cannot store it.

You cannot rewind it.

And when it is gone, it does not write farewell letters.

The truth is hard:

Time waits for no one.

It only rewards those who walk beside it with courage, not those who sit and beg it to slow down.

When Life Begins to Count

Life does not begin with birth.

It begins when you awaken to purpose.

When you understand that every breath is an investment.

That every second given to fear, bitterness, or silence is a second stolen from what could have been love, peace, or truth.

Time is not a thief until we leave the door open.
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