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I. BEFORE I KNEW BETTER 

Childhood, boyhood, inherited ideas of manhood, parents, poverty, first encounters with 

God and the world. 

II. A MAN IS NOT A HOUSE 

Masculinity, responsibility, failure, pride, vulnerability, work, money and the private 

architecture of becoming a man. 

III. PEOPLE WILL TELL YOU WHO THEY ARE 

Friendship, betrayal, envy, character, association, social performance, masks and the 

strange economics of access. 

IV. LOVE SENDS INVOICES 

Romance, intimacy, disappointment, loyalty, timing, tenderness, desire, endings and the 

cost of caring. 

V. THE CHILDREN ARE WATCHING 

Fatherhood, children, inheritance, responsibility and what survives us. 

VI. SOUTH AFRICA DOES NOT APOLOGISE 

Townships, taxis, queues, unemployment, small businesses, education, inequality, 

ambition, technology, load-shedding, dignity and survival. 

VII. GOD, I HAVE QUESTIONS 

Faith without religious wallpaper. Prayer, doubt, anger, silence, divine justice, grace and 

the uncomfortable conversations between a man and God. 

VIII. THE DEAD HAVE LEFT INSTRUCTIONS 

 



Parents, funerals, photographs, memory, absence, inheritance and the unfinished 

business of death. 

IX. ALONE IS NOT EMPTY 

Solitude, solitude as discipline, withdrawal, thinking, reading, creating, rebuilding and 

refusing counterfeit companionship. 

 

X. WHAT I AM BUILDING 

Entrepreneurship, creativity, education, technology, poverty transformation, purpose 

and becoming. 

XI. WHAT MY CHILDREN WILL FIND 

Legacy, responsibility, mistakes, wisdom and the future. 

XII. AFTER ALL THIS 

Not a collection of motivational conclusions. Rather, the quiet reckoning after the noise 

has stopped. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

A Word Before We Begin 

 
 

I did not write this book because I have mastered life. I wrote it because I have 

lived enough of it to become suspicious of easy answers. 

There are things we know but rarely say. Things we see in our families, 

friendships, workplaces, churches, businesses and communities, yet learn to live 

around because telling the truth would make the room uncomfortable. We call it 

maturity. We call it peace. Sometimes it is simply fear with better manners. 

These pages come from that uncomfortable place. 

They are about money and poverty, love and betrayal, ambition and failure, 

family and loneliness, technology and identity, South Africa and the strange 

business of trying to build a meaningful life in a country carrying both 

extraordinary beauty and extraordinary wounds. 

But beneath all of that is something more personal. 

Us. 

Because it is easy to blame the economy, our parents, our childhood, our 

partners, our employers, politicians, society or bad luck. Sometimes those things 

genuinely hurt us. Sometimes they are responsible. But there comes a point 

where explanation becomes another hiding place. 

At some point, we have to ask what we are doing with what happened to us. 

That question is not comfortable. 

It is not supposed to be. 

 



I have come to believe that honesty is one of the most expensive forms of 

freedom. It costs us excuses. It costs us relationships that survived only because 

nobody said what was true. It costs us identities we built around our wounds. It 

costs us the satisfaction of always being the victim and never examining the ways 

we have contributed to our own captivity. 

But the price of dishonesty is higher. 

It is a life spent repeating what should have ended with us. 

This anthology is therefore not an instruction manual. It is not a collection of 

perfect conclusions. It is not written from some mountain of wisdom looking 

down at people who have not figured things out. 

It is written from inside the mess. 

From mistakes made. Lessons learned late. People lost. Opportunities missed. 

Doors opened. Doors closed. Dreams postponed. Dreams rebuilt. From watching 

people struggle, watching people rise, watching people betray one another and 

watching others quietly become the reason somebody else survived another 

difficult season. 

Some of what follows may make you uncomfortable. 

Good. 

Not because discomfort is automatically wisdom, but because comfort has 

become too easy a place to hide. 

If these pages do anything, I hope they make you stop occasionally and ask 

yourself a question you have been avoiding. 

About the person you are becoming. 

About the people you keep around you. 

About what you tolerate. 

About what you teach your children. 

About what you do with money. 

 



About what you call success. 

About the country you complain about but also help build. 

About the dreams you keep postponing. 

About the truth you already know. 

Because life does not usually change when we hear something new. 

It changes when we finally become honest about something we already knew. 

So do not read this book looking for a version of yourself that feels comfortable. 

Read it looking for the places where you have been lying to yourself. 

Those are often the places where the real work begins. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

I BEFORE I KNEW BETTER 

The Men Who Raised Me 

 

There were things the men taught me​
 without ever sitting me down. 

How to shake a hand properly.​
 How to look a man in the eye.​
 How to carry a heavy thing​
 without announcing its weight. 

How money changes the temperature​
 of a household. 

How a father can come home tired​
 and still be expected to be a father. 

How silence can sit at a dinner table​
 longer than any guest. 

They taught me that a man provides. 

Nobody explained​
 what happens when he cannot. 

Nobody gave me a vocabulary​
 for the month when the money finishes​
 before the month does. 

Nobody said​
 there would be mornings​

 



 when pride must stand outside​
 while a man asks for help. 

So I learnt another lesson alone: 

A man is not the bread​
 he manages to put on the table. 

Sometimes he is the hand​
 that keeps setting it. 

Even when there is very little​
 to put on the plate. 

 

The Boy Who Thought Fathers Knew 

 

When I was small​
 I thought fathers knew everything. 

How electricity worked.​
 Why do adults lie?​
 Where money came from.​
 Why mothers sometimes became quiet​
 while washing dishes. 

I thought my father knew​
 where fear went​
 after midnight. 

I thought every man​
 had a map folded somewhere inside him. 

Then I became one. 

There was no map. 

Only receipts.​
 Passwords.​

 



 School notices.​
 Unpaid accounts.​
 A child asking a question​
 at exactly the moment​
 you have no answer. 

That was when I understood​
 the terrible dignity of adulthood: 

Sometimes the man at the front​
 is also looking for the road. 

He simply cannot afford​
 to stop walking. 

 

School Shoes 

 

A child does not know​
 what poverty is. 

Not properly. 

He knows the shoe has opened​
 near the toes. 

He knows the other boys noticed. 

He knows his mother said​
 "next month". 

He knows next month​
 has become a country​
 his family keeps promising​
 to visit. 

He knows the teacher said​
 nothing. 

 



Which was worse. 

Because children are cruel​
 with words​
 but adults can be cruel​
 with silence. 

Somewhere in an office​
 a person is discussing​
 economic growth. 

Somewhere on television​
 a politician is discussing​
 the future. 

Somewhere a man is calculating​
 whether he can repair the sole​
 with glue. 

And tomorrow morning​
 a boy will walk into class​
 carrying the national economy​
 on two broken shoes. 

Nobody will call it​
 an economic indicator. 

He will simply call it​
 Monday. 

 

The Country Inside a Taxi 

 

A taxi rank teaches you​
 what a country believes​
 about time. 

Everybody is late. 

 



Everybody is going somewhere. 

Everybody has somewhere​
 they must be before the money runs out. 

A woman counts coins​
 inside her palm​
 like a priest counting sins. 

A man sleeps upright​
 with his head against the window. 

A student holds a file​
 against his chest​
 as though certificates​
 can stop doors from closing. 

The driver curses traffic. 

Someone laughs. 

Someone is arguing​
 on speakerphone. 

Someone is selling sweets. 

Someone is praying. 

Someone is staring through the glass​
 at a city that has never quite​
 made room for them. 

The taxi fills. 

The door closes. 

And suddenly​
 twenty strangers​
 share one direction. 

 



For forty minutes​
 we become a small republic​
 of tired people. 

Then the doors open. 

We return to our separate lives​
 as if we never belonged​
 to one another. 

 

 

I Am Beginning to Suspect the Quiet 

 

I used to think loneliness​
 was an empty room. 

Now I know better. 

An empty room​
 can be the most honest room​
 in the house. 

Nobody performed. 

Nobody laughed too loudly. 

Nobody asking what you are doing​
 while secretly measuring​
 how far you have fallen. 

Nobody calling you brother​
 because they need something. 

Nobody celebrating​
 the version of you​
 that they can still control. 

 



Just your own breathing. 

Your own thoughts​
 without an audience. 

The dangerous thing about solitude​
 is not that you might become lonely. 

It is that you might become honest. 

And once a man has heard himself clearly,​
 certain friendships​
 become very difficult​
 to return to. 

 

Sunday Best 

 

We have become very good​
 at looking holy. 

Ironed shirts. 

Polished shoes. 

Perfume beneath the chin. 

Bible under the arm. 

Smile at the door. 

"Bless you, brother." 

Then the service ends​
 and we return to the parking lot​
 where character removes its jacket. 

Somebody's business​
 gets discussed before the engine starts. 

 



Somebody's marriage​
 becomes lunch conversation. 

Somebody's failure​
 becomes entertainment. 

We say​
 "God knows the heart" 

as though He does not know​
 the mouths attached to it. 

I have watched men​
 raise both hands in worship​
 and lower one​
 to point at another man's downfall. 

Maybe heaven is not impressed​
 by how loudly we sing. 

Maybe the real worship begins​
 when there is nobody watching​
 and we finally become​
 the person we advertised​
 on Sunday. 

 

What Poverty Never Managed to Take 

 

It took many things. 

Options. 

Sleep. 

Comfort. 

The luxury of making stupid decisions​
 with money. 

 



It taught us to calculate​
 before buying. 

To repair before replacing. 

To stretch food. 

To postpone wants. 

To become inventive​
 where other people could simply pay. 

But there were things​
 it could not take. 

The joke at the kitchen table. 

The neighbour's kindness. 

A child's excitement​
 over something small. 

The dignity of washing your shirt​
 and wearing it again. 

The stubborn belief​
 that tomorrow can still be different. 

Poverty has a way​
 of making people believe​
 they are worth less​
 because they possess less. 

That is its cruelest trick. 

Because a man's bank balance​
 can be empty 

without his name becoming empty. 

 

 

 



BEFORE I KNEW BETTER 

(continued) 

My Mother Kept Things 

 

My mother kept things. 

Plastic bags​
folded into smaller plastic bags. 

Buttons​
without their shirts. 

Containers​
without their lids. 

Receipts​
for things nobody remembered buying. 

A good dress​
for a wedding that had not yet happened. 

She kept everything​
that might become useful. 

Perhaps that is what poverty​
does to a woman. 

It teaches her​
not to trust abundance. 

Nothing is rubbish​
if tomorrow might need it. 

Even the last piece of bread​
gets wrapped carefully. 

 



Even disappointment​
gets folded into the heart​
and put away. 

I did not understand her​
when I was young. 

I do now. 

Some people call it clutter. 

My mother called it​
preparation. 

 

The Sound of a Gate Closing 

 

There is a particular sound​
a gate makes at night. 

Metal meeting metal. 

A small domestic thunder. 

As a child​
I knew what it meant. 

Father is home. 

The house changes temperature. 

Shoes come off. 

Voices lower. 

The day folds itself away. 

Years later​
I heard that same sound​
and realised something had changed. 

 



Nobody was waiting for me. 

There was no child​
listening from the passage. 

No small body​
running towards the door. 

No voice asking​
what I had brought home. 

Just me. 

Keys. 

Darkness. 

The gate closing behind me. 

Funny how adulthood​
can turn a sound of arrival​
into a sound of absence.

 

A Man Learns His Mother Was Right 

 

My mother used to say, 

"Watch the company you keep." 

I thought she was talking​
about criminals. 

She was talking​
about character. 

I did not understand​
that a person can steal from you​
without touching your wallet. 

 



They can steal your standards. 

Your peace. 

Your appetite for better things. 

Your belief in yourself. 

They can make mediocrity​
sound like wisdom. 

They can make bitterness​
sound like intelligence. 

They can make laziness​
sound like freedom. 

Then one day​
you hear yourself speaking​
and realise 

you have started sounding​
like people you once promised​
you would never become. 

That is when you understand​
what your mother meant. 

Association is not always​
who stands beside you. 

Sometimes it is​
who slowly moves inside you. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Men at the Corner 

 

Every neighbourhood has them. 

Men who have stopped​
expecting the future. 

Plastic chair. 

Cigarette smoke. 

Old jokes. 

Yesterday's arguments. 

A permanent opinion​
about everybody else's life. 

They know who cheated. 

Who owes money. 

 



Who drinks too much. 

Whose child is failing. 

Who thinks he is better than everyone else? 

They know everything​
except what to do​
with their own lives. 

I have sat among them. 

Laughed with them. 

Been one of them​
in small ways. 

That is the frightening part. 

Nobody wakes up​
and decides to waste his life. 

Sometimes you simply sit down​
for too many years. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Certificate 

 

I once believed​
a certificate was a key. 

Get educated. 

 



Get qualified. 

Get a job. 

Get paid. 

Build a house. 

Retire. 

Simple. 

Then South Africa​
introduced me to reality. 

A qualification can sit​
inside a drawer​
while a refrigerator stands empty. 

A degree can be laminated beautifully​
and still fail​
to impress a locked gate. 

You can know Excel. 

Python. 

Accounting. 

Marketing. 

Construction. 

Medicine. 

You can know exactly​
how to solve the problem​
and still be told, 

"We went with another candidate." 

So you learn another education. 

 



Persistence. 

Rejection. 

Networking. 

Creating. 

Selling. 

Starting again. 

The certificate proves​
what you studied. 

Life asks​
what you can build. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The First Time I Could Not Pay 

 

There are humiliations​
money cannot explain. 

The first time​
your card declines. 

 



The first time​
you remove something​
from the shopping basket. 

The first time​
you read a child's request​
and calculate the cost​
before answering. 

The first time​
someone asks, 

"Are you still working?" 

and you realise​
there is no dignified answer. 

You say, 

"I'm sorting things out." 

Because sometimes​
a man does not have unemployment. 

He has a battle. 

And battles are difficult​
to explain to people​
who have never had​
to fight one. 

 

The Rich Man's Shoes 

 

I once envied​
a man's shoes. 

Not his house. 

 



Not his car. 

The shoes. 

They looked like​
they had never met dust. 

Mine had travelled. 

Taxi floors. 

School corridors. 

Wet pavements. 

Cheap restaurants. 

Long walks. 

Job interviews. 

Places where nobody knew​
whether I would return​
with good news. 

His shoes looked untouched. 

For years I thought​
that was what success meant. 

Keeping the world​
off your feet. 

Now I think differently. 

Give me shoes​
that know the road. 

Give me something​
that has carried me somewhere. 

 



There is a poverty​
in never having needed​
to walk. 

 

When the Lights Come Back 

 

 

The lights come back​
and everybody cheers. 

For a moment​
the whole house becomes grateful​
for electricity. 

The kettle remembers its purpose. 

The Wi-Fi wakes up. 

The fridge begins humming. 

Someone charges a phone. 

Somebody shouts from the passage, 

"Basibuya!" 

They are back. 

It is almost funny. 

A functioning country​
should not feel like a miracle. 

But here we are. 

Celebrating electricity​
like rain. 

 



Celebrating water​
like Christmas. 

Celebrating a salary​
that arrives on time. 

Celebrating a government service​
that actually works. 

Perhaps this is how​
a people become dangerous. 

Not when they become angry. 

When they become accustomed​
to miracles. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

The Man Who Always Says "I'm Fine" 

 

Ask a South African man​
how he is. 

"I'm fine." 

He says it quickly. 

Almost automatically. 

Even when his eyes​
have not slept properly. 

Even when the bills​
have started becoming​
a family member. 

Even when his business​
is bleeding quietly. 

Even when his father is sick. 

Even when he does not know​
how next month will look. 

"I'm fine." 

A strange little sentence. 

 



Four letters​
carrying a whole country's​
masculinity. 

We teach boys​
to endure. 

Then we become men​
who cannot explain​
where it hurts. 

Perhaps strength​
was never supposed to mean​
feeling nothing. 

Perhaps strength is saying, 

"I am not fine today." 

And remaining a man​
after saying it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Gospel According to a Hungry Child 

 

A hungry child​
does not need theology. 

He needs food. 

You can preach​
about prosperity​
until your microphone overheats. 

You can quote Scripture​
until the church clock​
gives up. 

But hunger​
does not applaud sermons. 

It asks practical questions. 

What is for supper? 

Can I have another? 

Why is there no meat? 

Will there be lunch tomorrow? 

Faith matters. 

Prayer matters. 

God matters. 

But somewhere between​
heaven and earth​
there must be hands. 

Someone must cook. 

Someone must teach. 

 



Someone must employ. 

Someone must build. 

Someone must share. 

Perhaps this is one of the things​
we keep getting wrong: 

We ask God​
to feed people​
while standing beside​
a cupboard we refuse to open. 

 

 

The Things We Call Blessings 

 

A house. 

A car. 

A business. 

Children. 

A promotion. 

Money. 

A beautiful wife. 

A respected name. 

We call these blessings. 

Fair enough. 

 



But I have begun wondering​
whether blessing is also 

having someone​
you can call at 2 a.m. 

being able to sleep​
without hating yourself. 

having children​
who are not afraid​
to tell you the truth. 

having enough character​
to apologise. 

having enough courage​
to walk away. 

having enough wisdom​
to know when to stay. 

having God​
without having to perform​
for Him. 

Maybe some blessings​
never appear​
on a bank statement. 

Maybe the richest things​
are the ones​
nobody can invoice. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

II. A MAN IS NOT A HOUSE 

 

 

Men Are Taught to Carry 

 

Nobody teaches a boy​
how to put something down. 

We teach him to carry. 

Carry the family name. 

Carry the younger ones. 

Carry the rent. 

Carry the expectations. 

Carry the disappointment​
without making it visible. 

Carry your mother's worries​
so she can sleep. 

 



Carry your father's unfinished dreams​
without asking whether​
they were ever yours. 

Carry the shame​
of failing publicly. 

Carry success​
without becoming arrogant. 

Carry your children​
when their legs become tired. 

Carry your wife​
when the world has been cruel. 

Carry yourself​
when nobody comes. 

Then one day​
your shoulders begin to ache​
and somebody asks, 

"Why are you so quiet?" 

Because I have been carrying​
the conversation​
for twenty years. 

 

A Man's Pocket 

 

There are things​
a man keeps in his pocket​
that never appear in the photograph. 

Keys. 

Coins. 

 



A bank card. 

A receipt. 

Sometimes a child's drawing​
folded until the corners disappear. 

Sometimes a photograph. 

Sometimes nothing. 

But I have always thought​
the most important thing​
in a man's pocket​
is what he knows he cannot afford. 

A second chance. 

A parent's medical bill. 

A child's school trip. 

A mechanic. 

A funeral. 

A missed opportunity. 

A little dignity​
when asking someone​
to please wait until Friday. 

Money is strange. 

It is paper​
until you need it. 

Then suddenly​
it becomes time. 

 

The Man Who Became Useful 

 



 

There is a dangerous moment​
in a man's life 

when everybody discovers​
he is useful. 

Can you fix this? 

Can you lend me that? 

Can you help my child? 

Can you design this? 

Can you drive me? 

Can you sort it out? 

Can you speak to someone? 

And because he loves people​
he says yes. 

Again. 

Again. 

Again. 

Until one morning​
he realises something terrible: 

Everyone knows​
what he can do. 

Very few people know​
who he is. 

So he begins learning​
the difficult art of saying no. 

 



Not because he stopped caring. 

Because even a well​
must sometimes close its mouth​
and fill itself. 

 

The Price of Being Reliable 

 

The strong one will come. 

The responsible one​
will pay. 

The sensible one​
will understand. 

The calm one​
will forgive. 

The dependable one​
will stay. 

Nobody asks​
who is dependable for him. 

So sometimes​
the strongest person in the room​
is secretly hoping 

someone will notice​
that he has run out​
of strength. 

Reliable people​
are rarely asked​
whether they are tired. 

 



Everybody assumes​
they will manage. 

 

A Job Interview 

"Tell us about yourself." 

So I sit there​
in my best shirt​
and compress a human life​
into three minutes. 

I mention qualifications. 

Experience. 

Skills. 

Achievements. 

I do not mention 

the nights I wondered​
whether I was falling behind. 

The applications​
that disappeared without answers. 

The bills. 

The people depending on me. 

The small business​
I kept alive with borrowed courage. 

The mornings​
I got dressed anyway. 

They want confidence. 

I give them confidence. 

 



They want ambition. 

I give them ambition. 

They want someone​
who can solve problems. 

I smile. 

Because if I told them​
how many problems​
I have already survived, 

the interview would become​
too personal. 

 

 

 

What Failure Taught Me 

Failure did not make me wiser. 

Not immediately. 

First it made me angry. 

Then embarrassed. 

Then quiet. 

Then suspicious​
of everybody's advice. 

Eventually​
it became useful. 

It showed me​
who disappeared. 

 



Who stayed. 

Who only loved me​
when I was winning. 

Who could sit beside me​
without trying to fix me. 

It showed me​
that some doors close​
because you were rejected. 

Others close​
because you were being redirected. 

And some doors 

were never doors. 

They were walls​
you spent years​
trying to impress. 

 

The House Men Build 

A man can spend twenty years​
building a house 

and still fail​
to build a home. 

Bricks are easier. 

They do not talk back. 

Concrete does not ask​
why you are angry. 

Windows do not remember​
what you said yesterday. 

 



Walls do not need​
your attention. 

Children do. 

Love does. 

People do. 

Perhaps this is why​
some men become architects​
of buildings 

and strangers​
to their own families. 

They know how to construct​
a structure. 

They never learned​
how to inhabit it. 

 

My Children Will Know 

I do not want my children​
to remember me​
only as the man​
who worked hard. 

Work is not a personality. 

Neither is provision. 

I want them to remember 

that I listened. 

That I apologised. 

That I laughed loudly. 

 



That I admitted​
when I did not know. 

That I did not make​
my mistakes their inheritance. 

That I taught them​
money without worshipping it. 

Faith without fear. 

Strength without cruelty. 

Ambition without contempt​
for those who have less. 

I want them to inherit​
more than my name. 

I want them to inherit​
a way of standing​
when life refuses​
to bow. 

 

The Masculinity We Need 

Maybe a man​
does not become smaller​
when he says, 

"I was wrong." 

Maybe asking for help​
is not weakness. 

Maybe tenderness​
does not cancel strength. 

Maybe a father​
can cry in front of his son​

 



without teaching him​
to become weak. 

Maybe a boy​
does not need to be told​
to "man up." 

Maybe he needs to be told, 

"Come here. 

Tell me what happened. 

We will face it together." 

Perhaps the strongest generation​
of men we can raise 

will be the one​
that no longer mistakes​
emotional silence​
for courage. 

 

The Empty Chair 

There is always​
an empty chair​
at a family table. 

Sometimes it belongs​
to someone who died. 

Sometimes to someone​
who left. 

Sometimes to someone​
who lives in another city. 

 



Sometimes to the father​
who was physically present​
and emotionally elsewhere. 

We spend years​
trying to fill these chairs​
with other people. 

Marriage. 

Friendship. 

Success. 

Money. 

Children. 

Work. 

Church. 

But some absences​
are not asking​
to be replaced. 

They are asking​
to be acknowledged. 

So now​
when I see an empty chair, 

I do not rush​
to move it. 

I let it remain. 

There are people​
whose absence​
deserves a place​
at the table. 

 



III. PEOPLE WILL TELL YOU WHO 

THEY ARE 

 

Some People Only Love the Version of You That Needs Them 

There are people​
who become uncomfortable​
when you begin to heal. 

Not because they hate you. 

Because your independence​
changes the arrangement. 

When you stop calling​
for every problem, 

when you stop explaining​
your decisions, 

when you stop needing​
their approval, 

something becomes awkward. 

They ask, 

"What's wrong with you?" 

Nothing. 

I am simply becoming​
someone who can carry​
his own name. 

Some relationships​
are built on love. 

 



Others are built​
on your dependence. 

You discover which is which​
the moment you become whole. 

 

The Friend Who Claps Quietly 

 
 

He is happy for you. 

At least​
that is what he says. 

He sends congratulations. 

Adds your photograph​
to his status. 

Writes, 

"More blessings, brother." 

But there is a pause​
in his happiness. 

A small silence​
between your good news​
and his reply. 

You cannot prove it. 

There is no evidence. 

Only something​
in the room​
that changes temperature. 

So you stop explaining. 

 



You learn that friendship​
does not require​
every friend​
to understand your altitude. 

Some people can walk beside you. 

Some can only love you​
while you are below them. 

And some 

will smile beautifully​
while secretly hoping​
you fall. 

 

Not Everyone Who Knows Your Story Loves You 

 
 

Be careful​
who you tell​
your unfinished story to. 

Some people listen​
because they care. 

Others listen​
because information​
is a currency. 

Today they comfort you. 

Tomorrow​
your private pain​
has become a sentence​
in somebody else's conversation. 

 



Your weakness​
becomes their evidence. 

Your mistake​
becomes their entertainment. 

Your confession​
becomes their leverage. 

Privacy is not secrecy. 

Sometimes it is simply​
respect for the person​
you are still becoming. 

 

The Group Chat 

 

Everybody is laughing. 

Someone sends a joke. 

Someone posts a photograph. 

Someone says, 

"Guys, we need to link up." 

Twenty people react. 

Nobody comes. 

Three days later​
someone needs money. 

Suddenly everybody​
has network problems. 

Friendship has become​
a strange mathematics. 

 



Everybody counts​
what you can contribute. 

Very few count​
what you have survived. 

I have stopped measuring friendship​
by how many people​
are in the room. 

I measure it by 

who remains​
when there is nothing​
to celebrate. 

 

Borrowed Ambition 

 
 

Some people​
do not want your life. 

They want your results. 

They see the business​
but not the sleepless nights. 

The car​
but not the debt. 

The photographs​
but not the arguments​
behind them. 

The achievement​
but not the years​
nobody noticed. 

Then they call you lucky. 

 



Luck is sometimes​
what hard work looks like​
from a distance. 

But I have also learned​
something harder: 

Do not build your life​
to prove somebody wrong. 

That still makes them​
your architect. 

Build because​
the thing inside you​
refuses to remain unfinished. 

 

When You Outgrow the Table 

 

There comes a day​
when the conversation​
starts feeling too small. 

Not because​
you became better. 

Because you became different. 

They still want to discuss​
who slept with whom, 

who bought what, 

who failed, 

who is jealous, 

who said what. 

 



You want to discuss​
ideas. 

Possibilities. 

Children. 

Business. 

God. 

The future. 

How to build something​
that survives you. 

Nobody is necessarily wrong. 

You have simply reached​
the edge of a room​
that once felt enormous. 

Leaving is not arrogance. 

Sometimes growth​
is just recognising​
that you no longer belong​
at that table. 

 

The Person You Defend 

 
 

There is always​
someone we defend​
too much. 

We explain their behaviour. 

Give them another chance. 

 



Translate their cruelty​
into pain. 

Call their selfishness​
fear. 

Call their disrespect​
a bad day. 

Call their betrayal​
a misunderstanding. 

We keep editing​
the evidence​
because we love​
the person we hoped​
they were. 

Eventually​
the truth becomes exhausted. 

It stops knocking. 

It simply sits​
in the room with you. 

And one day​
you say: 

"I have defended you​
long enough​
to realise​
I was actually​
betraying myself." 

 

Character Has No Public Relations Department 

 
 

 



A person can fool​
a church. 

A company. 

A neighbourhood. 

A family. 

An entire internet. 

Character does not care. 

Character appears​
when nobody is recording. 

When you can lie​
and gain something. 

When you can cheat​
and probably get away with it. 

When the poor person​
cannot reward you. 

When the powerful person​
can. 

When apologising​
would cost your pride. 

When doing right​
would cost your advantage. 

That is where character lives. 

Not in the photograph. 

Not in the caption. 

Not in the testimony. 

 



In the decision​
you make​
when nobody important​
is watching. 

 

Some Doors Should Stay Closed 

 
 

I used to think​
every closed door​
was a tragedy. 

Now I know​
some doors close​
because the room behind them​
would have cost me myself. 

There are friendships​
you should not recover. 

Places​
you should not return to. 

Conversations​
you should not restart. 

People​
you should forgive​
without giving them​
another key. 

Forgiveness does not always​
reopen the door. 

Sometimes forgiveness​
is simply refusing​
to carry the door​
around on your back. 

 



 

The Apology That Never Came 

 
 

I waited for it. 

Years. 

Not because​
I needed the words. 

Because I wanted proof​
that the damage​
had been understood. 

It never came. 

No message. 

No phone call. 

No, 

"I know what I did." 

At first​
I thought justice​
required an apology. 

Then I realised​
I had handed my healing​
to the person​
who hurt me. 

So I took it back. 

Some people​
will never understand​
what they did to you. 

 



Heal anyway. 

Not because​
what happened was acceptable. 

Because your future​
should not remain​
a hostage​
to somebody else's conscience. 

 

III. PEOPLE WILL TELL YOU WHO 

THEY ARE 

(continued) 

The Smile 

 

Not every smile​
is an invitation. 

Some are curtains. 

Some people have perfected​
the art of standing beside you​
while hoping you stumble. 

They know when to hug you. 

When to say congratulations. 

When to lower their voice​
and pretend to understand. 

But watch carefully. 

 



Some people become uncomfortable​
when your name begins​
to travel further than theirs. 

They celebrate you​
with their teeth​
and resent you​
with their hearts. 

Do not become paranoid. 

Just become observant. 

You do not need​
to accuse every smiling face. 

You only need​
to stop confusing access​
with affection. 

 

The Witness 

 

I have learned​
to let people reveal themselves. 

No interrogation. 

No dramatic confrontation. 

No courtroom. 

Just time. 

Give a person enough time​
and eventually​
their patterns will testify. 

How they speak​
about people who cannot defend themselves. 

 



How they treat waiters. 

How they handle money. 

How they respond​
when somebody else succeeds. 

How quickly they apologise. 

How often they are​
the victim in every story. 

How they behave​
when there is nothing​
to gain. 

Character leaves fingerprints. 

You do not have to chase​
the truth. 

Sometimes​
you only have to stop​
interrupting its confession. 

 

The Difference Between Company and Companionship 

A crowded room​
can still be lonely. 

People around you. 

Phones ringing. 

Music playing. 

Someone asking, 

"Where are you?" 

Someone else saying, 

 



"Let's do something." 

Noise everywhere. 

And still​
you feel unseen. 

Companionship is different. 

It is the person​
who notices your silence​
without demanding​
an explanation. 

The friend who can sit​
without entertaining you. 

The person who knows​
when advice would only​
make the wound deeper. 

We confuse company​
with connection​
far too often. 

A room can be full. 

A life can still be empty. 

 

Do Not Give Everybody Your Address 

 

I do not mean​
your physical address. 

I mean the place​
inside you​
where you are vulnerable. 

 



Not everyone needs​
the coordinates. 

Some people​
will knock because they care. 

Others​
because they are curious. 

Some because they want​
to know where to hurt you. 

Privacy is not fear. 

Discernment is not bitterness. 

You can love people​
without giving them​
unrestricted access​
to every room​
in your soul. 

Even Jesus​
did not explain Himself​
to everybody. 

 

The Friend Who Stayed 

 
 

When everything was doing well​
Everybody had time. 

Then things became difficult. 

The invitations slowed. 

The messages became shorter. 

People became "busy." 

 



Funny how quickly​
a man's financial weather​
changes his social climate. 

But one person stayed. 

No grand speech. 

No rescue plan. 

Just presence. 

A message: 

"Have you eaten?" 

A call: 

"How are things?" 

A chair beside mine. 

Nothing spectacular. 

And perhaps​
that is the point. 

Real friendship​
does not always arrive​
carrying solutions. 

Sometimes it simply refuses​
to leave the room. 

 

Envy Has Good Manners 

 

Envy is rarely​
as obvious as hatred. 

It knows etiquette. 

 



It says congratulations. 

It shakes your hand. 

It asks about the business. 

It compliments your clothes. 

It tells you, 

"You deserve it." 

Then goes home​
and wonders​
why God keeps remembering you. 

I have learned​
not to fight envy. 

You cannot argue​
someone out of a heart​
they have chosen. 

Just keep building. 

Quietly. 

Let your work​
answer what your mouth​
does not need to explain. 

 

When You Stop Explaining 

 

There is freedom​
in no longer explaining​
every decision. 

Why you left. 

 



Why you stayed. 

Why you changed. 

Why you stopped answering. 

Why you started again. 

Why you believe. 

Why you do not. 

Why the business failed. 

Why you tried again. 

Why you chose peace​
over popularity. 

People are entitled​
to their version of you. 

You are not required​
to attend every trial​
where your name is mentioned. 

Let them misunderstand. 

A life spent correcting​
every false story​
is still a life​
controlled by other people. 

 

The Cost of Being Kind 

Kindness without boundaries​
can become self-betrayal. 

You give. 

They take. 

 



You forgive. 

They repeat. 

You understand. 

They exploit​
your understanding. 

You keep calling it love​
because admitting the truth​
would require you​
to change something. 

Kindness is beautiful. 

But kindness​
must have a spine. 

Even a river​
has banks. 

Without them​
it does not become more generous. 

It simply becomes​
a flood. 

 

The People Who Knew Me Before 

 

There are people​
who remember me​
before the titles. 

Before the plans. 

Before the ambitions. 

 



Before I learned​
how to speak confidently​
about things I was still​
trying to understand. 

They remember​
the awkward years. 

The bad decisions. 

The cheap clothes. 

The unfinished dreams. 

The version of me​
that did not know​
where he was going. 

Keep some people like that. 

Not because they keep you small. 

Because they remember​
that you were human​
before you became impressive. 

 

No Hard Feelings 

 
 

Sometimes "no hard feelings"​
is a lie we tell​
because it sounds mature. 

There are hard feelings. 

There was damage. 

There was betrayal. 

 



There were nights​
when the mind kept replaying​
the conversation. 

Healing does not require​
pretending nothing happened. 

It requires​
refusing to let what happened​
become your permanent identity. 

I can remember​
without returning. 

Forgive​
without trusting again. 

Love someone​
from a distance. 

Wish them well​
without wishing them near me. 

Peace is not always​
a reunion. 

Sometimes it is​
a boundary without hatred. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



IV. LOVE SENDS INVOICES 

 

Love Is Not Always Enough 

 
 

We were taught​
that love conquers everything. 

Beautiful idea. 

Terrible instruction manual. 

Love cannot pay a bill​
if nobody works. 

Love cannot repair trust​
if nobody tells the truth. 

Love cannot raise children​
if nobody grows up. 

Love cannot survive forever​
on apologies​
that never become change. 

Sometimes two people​
love each other deeply​
and still cannot build​
a peaceful life together. 

That does not make​
the love false. 

It makes love human. 

And perhaps maturity​
is learning that loving someone​
and being able to live with them​

 



are not always​
the same thing. 

 

The Woman Who Loved My Potential 

 
 

She loved the future​
she could see in me. 

I loved the way​
she believed in it. 

But potential​
is a dangerous currency. 

You can spend years​
asking someone to wait​
for the person​
you keep promising to become. 

At some point​
hope becomes exhaustion. 

She did not stop loving me. 

She stopped waiting. 

There is a difference. 

And I cannot blame her​
for choosing a life​
that did not require​
her to keep explaining​
my unfinishedness. 

 

A Good Woman Is Not a Reward 

 



 
 

A good woman​
is not compensation​
for a man's suffering. 

She is not a prize​
for surviving difficult years. 

She is not a nurse​
for wounds she did not create. 

Not a financial strategy. 

Not a therapist. 

Not proof​
that God finally likes you. 

She is a person. 

With fears. 

Dreams. 

Boundaries. 

Bad days. 

Questions. 

A history​
you did not write. 

If you love her, 

do not turn her​
into medicine. 

Meet her​
as a human being. 

 



 

The Relationship Nobody Saw 

 
 

Some relationships​
die quietly. 

No dramatic ending. 

No public announcement. 

No photographs deleted​
in anger. 

Just fewer messages. 

Longer silences. 

Conversations becoming practical. 

The disappearance​
of small tendernesses. 

One day you realise​
you have not said​
"I miss you" 

in months. 

The relationship​
has already ended. 

Only the calendar​
has not caught up. 

 

We Were Good at Apologising 

 
 

 



We became experts​
at saying sorry. 

Sorry for shouting. 

Sorry for disappearing. 

Sorry for lying. 

Sorry for hurting you. 

Sorry for doing it again. 

Our apologies​
became so beautiful​
they almost disguised​
the pattern. 

Then one day​
I understood: 

An apology​
is not the opposite​
of the offence. 

Change is. 

 

What I Wanted From Love 

 
 

I wanted someone​
who could see me. 

Not the work. 

Not the confidence. 

Not the jokes. 

 



Not the plans. 

Me. 

The tired version. 

The uncertain version. 

The man who sometimes​
does not know​
what to do next. 

I wanted a love​
where silence​
was not punishment. 

Where honesty​
was not ammunition. 

Where weakness​
did not become​
tomorrow's argument. 

I used to think​
that was asking too much. 

Now I think​
asking for peace​
from love​
is asking the right question. 

 

Some Lovers Are Lessons 

 
 

Not every person​
who enters your life​
is meant to stay. 

 



Some arrive​
to expose a wound. 

Some to teach boundaries. 

Some to show you​
what you tolerated​
because you were lonely. 

Some teach you​
how deeply you can love. 

Others teach you​
how important it is​
to love yourself​
without becoming selfish. 

And some simply leave. 

No grand lesson. 

No perfect ending. 

Just a chapter​
that ends because​
chapters do. 

Do not force meaning​
where there is only memory. 

 

The Argument 

 
 

The argument was never​
about the dishes. 

Or the money. 

Or the message. 

 



Or the lateness. 

It was about​
being unseen. 

"I do everything." 

"You never listen." 

"You don't appreciate me." 

"You don't understand." 

Underneath every accusation​
was a small frightened sentence: 

Please tell me​
I still matter to you. 

We were too proud​
to say that. 

So we fought​
about the dishes. 

 

A Woman Should Not Have to Beg 

 
 

A woman should not have to beg​
a man to notice​
that she is lonely. 

She should not have to​
compete with his phone. 

His friends. 

His work. 

 



His ambitions. 

His ego. 

His excuses. 

And a man should not have to beg​
a woman to respect​
the burdens he carries. 

Love is not a courtroom​
where one person​
must continually prove​
their innocence. 

If two people​
must constantly beg​
to be seen, 

perhaps the relationship​
has already stopped​
looking at either of them. 

 

The Child Between Two Adults 

 
 

Children notice. 

Even when you whisper. 

Even when you smile​
for photographs. 

Even when you say, 

"Everything is fine." 

They notice the silence​
after the door closes. 

 



The distance​
between two chairs. 

The way one parent​
stops laughing. 

The way another​
starts sleeping earlier. 

Children are not stupid. 

They simply lack​
the vocabulary​
to describe what adults​
are trying desperately​
to hide. 

So if love ends, 

end it with dignity. 

Do not make children​
the courtroom​
where adults prosecute​
each other. 

 

If I Love You 

 
 

If I love you, 

I will not make​
a prison out of protection. 

I will not confuse jealousy​
with devotion. 

 



I will not demand​
your disappearance​
so I can feel secure. 

I will not ask you​
to become smaller​
so I can feel taller. 

And if I fail, 

I hope you will tell me. 

Not because I promise​
never to make mistakes. 

But because love​
should make room​
for the truth. 

I do not want​
a woman who merely stays. 

I want a relationship​
where two people​
can remain themselves​
and still choose​
each other. 

 

 After Love 

 
 

After love, 

the house is strangely ordinary. 

The kettle still boils. 

The traffic still moves. 

 



Someone somewhere​
is laughing. 

Your phone still receives​
advertisements. 

Morning still arrives​
without permission. 

The world does not pause​
because your heart​
has become unfamiliar. 

That is perhaps​
the cruelest kindness​
of life. 

It continues. 

And slowly, 

you do too. 

Not because you forgot. 

Because memory​
eventually learns​
how to sit quietly​
without asking​
to be fed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



V. THE CHILDREN ARE WATCHING 

 
 

They Are Watching 

 
 

You think they are playing. 

They are watching. 

How you speak​
when you are angry. 

How you treat the waiter. 

Whether you keep promises. 

Whether you apologise. 

Whether money makes you kinder​
or merely louder. 

Whether you pray​
and whether you live​
like you believe the prayer. 

They are collecting evidence. 

Not your speeches. 

Your habits. 

One day​
they will become adults​
and discover that the person​
who taught them how to live 

 



was not the man​
who stood in front of them​
giving instructions. 

It was the man​
they watched​
when he thought​
nobody was looking. 

 

My Son Will Remember My Hands 

 
 

He may not remember​
what I told him. 

But he may remember​
my hands. 

Whether they were​
always holding a phone. 

Whether they reached for him​
when he fell. 

Whether they fixed things. 

Whether they pointed​
when they should have embraced. 

Whether they worked​
until the knuckles hurt. 

Whether they were gentle​
when he was afraid. 

A father leaves fingerprints​
on a child's understanding​
of the world. 

 



Long after the hands​
are gone. 

 

 

 

Daughters Know 

Daughters notice​
how a father speaks​
to women. 

They notice​
whether he listens. 

Whether he humiliates​
their mother. 

Whether he keeps promises. 

Whether anger​
makes him cruel. 

They are quietly building​
an idea of love. 

Not from your advice. 

From your behaviour. 

So every father​
is writing a lesson​
he will never get to grade. 

And one day​
his daughter may carry​
that lesson​
into another man's house. 

 



That thought​
should make every father​
speak more carefully. 

 

 

 

 

The Lunchbox 

 
 

A lunchbox is small. 

A sandwich. 

Fruit. 

Something sweet. 

Maybe a note. 

But inside it​
a parent has hidden​
an entire month's anxiety. 

Will there be enough? 

Will the child have​
what everyone else has? 

Will anyone notice​
the same bread​
appearing again? 

Children compare​
without understanding​
what comparison costs. 

 



So you pack the lunch. 

Close the lid. 

Smile. 

And send them​
into a world​
where they must never know​
how many calculations​
went into something​
so ordinary. 

 

 

 

The Things I Cannot Give Them 

 

I cannot give my children​
a world without disappointment. 

I cannot guarantee​
they will never be betrayed. 

I cannot promise​
their hearts will not break. 

I cannot remove​
every unfair person​
from their path. 

I cannot build a life​
where money is never a problem. 

But I can give them​
something else. 

 



A home​
where truth is safe. 

A father​
who admits mistakes. 

A mind​
that knows how to question. 

Hands​
that know how to work. 

Faith​
that survives difficult questions. 

And the certainty​
that whatever happens, 

they will never have to earn​
their right to be loved. 

 

 

 

Inheritance 

My children will inherit​
things I never consciously chose. 

My fears. 

My habits. 

My temper. 

My silences. 

The phrases my parents​
used on me. 

 



The things I never healed. 

Children inherit​
more than property. 

They inherit atmosphere. 

So I am trying​
to leave them​
a different kind of wealth. 

Not perfection. 

Awareness. 

A father who notices​
when he is becoming​
the man he once promised​
not to become. 

A family that knows​
how to say sorry. 

A home where nobody​
has to disappear​
to keep the peace. 

That is inheritance too. 

 

The Bedtime Question 

 
 

Children ask dangerous questions​
at bedtime. 

Not because they mean to. 

Because darkness​
makes adults seem available. 

 



"Are you happy?" 

"Are you going to die?" 

"Do you love me?" 

"Why does God let bad things happen?" 

"Will we always live here?" 

You are exhausted. 

Tomorrow is waiting. 

There are bills. 

Messages. 

Work. 

But the child​
does not know tomorrow. 

Only now. 

So you put down the phone. 

Lie beside them. 

And enter the strange kingdom​
where five minutes​
can become a lifetime. 

One day​
they will stop asking. 

That is why​
you should answer now. 

 

A Father's Shadow 

 



Every father​
casts a shadow. 

Not all shadows​
are safe. 

Some children grow up​
trying to escape theirs. 

Some spend decades​
trying to become​
the opposite of their fathers. 

Others spend decades​
trying to earn​
a father's approval​
that was never freely given. 

And some are fortunate. 

They inherit​
a shadow broad enough​
to rest beneath. 

I think about this​
whenever my children​
look at me. 

Not because I believe​
I must be perfect. 

Because I know​
they will remember​
the shape of me. 

I hope it gives them shade. 

 

The Photograph 

 

 



 

One day​
my children may find​
a photograph of me. 

Older than they remember. 

Maybe smiling. 

Maybe tired. 

Maybe holding one of them. 

They will look at my face​
with information​
I cannot imagine. 

They will know things​
I have not yet told them. 

They will understand​
some of my failures. 

Perhaps forgive some. 

Perhaps question others. 

And I will be reduced​
to paper and pixels. 

A face from another time. 

So I hope​
the photograph tells the truth. 

Not that I was perfect. 

That I was trying. 

 

What a Child Needs From a Father 

 



 
 

Not a superhero. 

A father. 

Someone who can say, 

"I don't know." 

"I was wrong." 

"I'm sorry." 

"Tell me." 

"Try again." 

"I'm proud of you." 

"I love you." 

"Come home." 

A child does not need​
a man without weaknesses. 

They need a man​
who takes responsibility​
for his weaknesses. 

Because children​
do not need perfection​
to feel safe. 

They need consistency. 

They need presence. 

They need to know 

 



that when the world​
becomes too large, 

there is still somewhere​
they are allowed​
to be small. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



VI. SOUTH AFRICA DOES NOT 

APOLOGISE 

The Queue 

We queue for everything. 

Water. 

Licences. 

Jobs. 

Hospitals. 

Documents. 

Hope. 

Everybody carries​
a plastic folder​
full of proof​
that they deserve​
what they are asking for. 

A certified copy​
of a life. 

A reference letter. 

A qualification. 

An identity document. 

A number written​
on a small piece of paper. 

Then someone arrives​
and says the system is offline. 

 



The whole queue groans​
like one exhausted animal. 

Nobody leaves. 

That is the part​
I find beautiful. 

We complain. 

We swear. 

We sit. 

We wait. 

We return tomorrow. 

There is something stubborn​
about a people​
who can be disappointed​
this many times​
and still wake up​
to queue again. 

 

The CV 

 

My CV says​
I am experienced. 

My stomach​
does not believe it. 

The document has grown​
longer than some friendships. 

Qualifications. 

Skills. 

 



Projects. 

References. 

A neat little history​
of everything I can do. 

But the recruiter​
does not see the man​
behind the PDF. 

He sees 

"years of experience." 

"salary expectation." 

"availability." 

"requirements." 

And somewhere between​
"Dear Candidate"​
and "We regret to inform you" 

another month disappears. 

Still, 

I update the CV. 

Change the headline. 

Fix the spacing. 

Apply again. 

There is a peculiar courage​
in continuing to introduce yourself​
to locked doors. 

 

 



Small Business 

 
 

Nobody tells you​
that entrepreneurship​
can be terribly lonely. 

People see the logo. 

The website. 

The invoice. 

The photographs. 

They do not see​
the calculator beside the bed. 

The supplier who wants payment. 

The client who says​
"next week." 

The bank balance​
that looks offended. 

The decision​
between buying stock​
and buying groceries. 

You become 

salesperson, 

accountant, 

marketer, 

driver, 

customer service, 

 



IT department, 

security guard, 

and motivational speaker​
for yourself. 

Then someone says, 

"You're lucky.​
You work for yourself." 

Yes. 

And sometimes​
I wish myself​
a salary. 

 

Load Shedding Taught Me Something 

 
 

When the electricity goes, 

everybody becomes resourceful. 

Candles. 

Gas. 

Torches. 

Power banks. 

Generators. 

Neighbours checking​
whether the other house​
is also dark. 

 



We learned​
to keep backups​
for things that should​
never have needed backups. 

Perhaps that is what survival​
does to a nation. 

It teaches you​
to stop expecting​
the obvious. 

So you prepare. 

You adapt. 

You charge everything. 

You save what you can. 

And when the lights return, 

you do not ask​
why darkness​
had become normal. 

You simply cheer. 

That should worry us. 

 

The Spaza Shop 

 
 

The spaza shop​
is a small university. 

You learn economics​
without a textbook. 

 



One cigarette. 

Two rolls. 

A loaf. 

A cold drink. 

"Write it down, I'll pay Friday." 

The owner knows​
who is trustworthy. 

Who is struggling. 

Who has moved away. 

Whose child passed matric. 

Who has not found work. 

Who is pretending​
not to be hungry. 

There is a whole economy​
inside that little room. 

No boardroom. 

No quarterly report. 

Just people​
trying to turn tomorrow​
into something​
they can afford. 

 

Matric 

 
 
 

 



For one day​
the whole family becomes​
an investment portfolio. 

Everybody asks, 

"What did you get?" 

As if a percentage​
can measure a person. 

The child comes home​
with results. 

Somebody celebrates. 

Somebody cries. 

Somebody says, 

"You could have done better." 

And the child learns​
very quickly 

that achievement​
can become another form​
of pressure. 

We need doctors. 

Engineers. 

Teachers. 

Artists. 

Builders. 

Entrepreneurs. 

Technicians. 

 



Thinkers. 

Caregivers. 

People who make things. 

People who repair things. 

People who imagine things. 

A mark can open a door. 

It should never become​
the size of a child's identity. 

 

The Man Selling Socks at the Robot 

 
 

At the traffic light​
a man walks between cars. 

Socks. 

Chargers. 

Cloths. 

Something wrapped​
in plastic. 

He has learned​
that red means opportunity. 

Green means move. 

Yellow means hurry. 

He approaches​
window after window. 

 



Some people look away. 

Some shake their heads. 

Some buy. 

Some lower the window​
and hand him food. 

Then the light changes. 

He disappears​
between vehicles. 

You drive away​
and forget him. 

He does not have​
the luxury of forgetting​
the price of supper. 

Tomorrow, 

same intersection. 

Same red light. 

Different hope. 

 

A Country of Side Hustles 

 
 

We have turned​
survival into innovation. 

Teacher by day. 

Hairdresser on Saturday. 

Designer after work. 

 



Driver at night. 

Caterer on weekends. 

Student with an online shop. 

Accountant selling cakes. 

Mechanic fixing phones. 

Mother making lunchboxes​
before sunrise. 

Everybody has something​
on the side. 

Perhaps because​
the side became​
the main thing. 

We were told​
to find jobs. 

So we learned​
to create income. 

That distinction​
will define​
the generation coming next. 

 

Black Tax 

 
 

There are debts​
nobody signed for. 

A younger sibling​
needs registration money. 

 



A cousin needs transport. 

A mother needs groceries. 

A funeral needs contributions. 

Someone has been unemployed​
for two years. 

Someone's child​
needs school shoes. 

You earn. 

They see the salary. 

You see​
the people attached to it. 

And suddenly​
your income is no longer​
your income. 

It is a bridge. 

People cross it​
because they must. 

Sometimes you complain. 

Sometimes you resent it. 

Sometimes you give​
when you cannot. 

That contradiction​
is difficult to explain​
to people​
who have never had​
a family depending​
on one person's pocket. 

 



 

The Streetlight 

 
 

A streetlight​
does not ask​
who you voted for. 

It simply works. 

That is what government​
should feel like. 

A clinic​
that opens. 

A school​
with functioning toilets. 

A road​
without swallowing tyres. 

A police officer​
who arrives. 

A municipality​
that answers. 

A document​
issued without​
knowing somebody. 

Ordinary things. 

Nothing heroic. 

Perhaps justice​
is often less dramatic​
than we imagine. 

 



Sometimes justice​
is simply a child​
walking home​
under a working streetlight. 

 

The New South Africa 

 
 

We were promised​
a country​
where possibility​
would no longer belong​
to a few. 

Years passed. 

Children became parents. 

Parents became grandparents. 

And possibility​
still feels expensive. 

But I refuse​
to surrender the country​
to cynicism. 

Not because everything​
is fine. 

It is not. 

Because South Africa​
is larger than​
its failures. 

There are teachers​
who stay late. 

 



Nurses​
who keep going. 

Entrepreneurs​
who begin with nothing. 

Grandmothers​
raising children. 

Young people​
building things​
with borrowed data​
and stubborn imagination. 

The country is wounded. 

But wounded​
is not the same​
as finished. 

 

We Are Still Here 

 
 

We have buried people. 

Lost jobs. 

Started businesses. 

Closed businesses. 

Passed exams. 

Failed exams. 

Loved badly. 

Loved deeply. 

 



Moved houses. 

Moved cities. 

Changed churches. 

Changed friends. 

Changed ourselves. 

We have watched​
our parents grow older. 

Our children grow taller. 

Our bank balances​
behave like weather. 

Still, 

morning comes. 

A kettle boils. 

A taxi hoots. 

Someone sweeps​
the pavement. 

A child puts on​
a school uniform. 

A woman opens​
her shop. 

A man checks​
his phone for work. 

The country wakes. 

And despite everything, 

we do too. 

 



VII. GOD, I HAVE QUESTIONS 

 
 

My Prayer Changed 

 
 

When I was younger​
my prayers were shopping lists. 

Give me this. 

Protect that. 

Open this door. 

Fix that person. 

Make tomorrow better. 

Then life became more complicated. 

I stopped asking God​
to make everything easy. 

I began asking 

for wisdom​
when I could not see. 

For restraint​
when anger felt justified. 

For courage​
when the answer​
might cost me something. 

For discernment​
when everybody sounded convincing. 

 



For enough faith​
to keep walking​
without demanding​
a map. 

Perhaps prayer grows up​
when we do. 

 

God, I Have Questions 

 
 

God, 

I have questions. 

Not the polite ones. 

The ones we are afraid​
to say in church. 

Why do good people suffer? 

Why does a child go hungry​
while another throws food away? 

Why does one person pray​
for healing​
and another never gets it? 

Why does injustice​
sometimes sleep peacefully​
while the innocent​
cannot? 

Why do some prayers​
seem to reach heaven​
and return unopened? 

 



I have heard​
that faith means​
never questioning You. 

I no longer believe that. 

Perhaps faith is this: 

asking the question 

and still leaving​
the door open​
for God to answer​
in a way​
I did not expect. 

 

 

Sunday School God 

 

 

The God I learned about​
as a child​
was simple. 

Pray. 

Believe. 

Obey. 

Good things happen. 

Bad things happen​
because something went wrong. 

Then I grew older. 

I met grief. 

Debt. 

 



Betrayal. 

Illness. 

Unemployment. 

Death. 

People who prayed​
and still suffered. 

People who behaved terribly​
and seemed to prosper. 

My childhood theology​
could not carry​
adult life. 

So I had to rebuild. 

Not because I stopped believing. 

Because I wanted a faith​
strong enough​
to survive reality. 

 

The Silence of God 

 
 

Sometimes God is silent. 

Not absent. 

Silent. 

There is a difference. 

You pray. 

Nothing. 

 



You ask again. 

Nothing. 

You search Scripture. 

Stillness. 

You speak to people​
who have confident answers​
for questions​
they have never lived. 

Stillness. 

Eventually​
you stop performing certainty. 

You sit. 

You breathe. 

You wait. 

And somewhere inside​
the silence 

you discover​
that faith was never​
a guarantee​
of immediate explanation. 

Sometimes faith​
is simply refusing​
to turn silence​
into abandonment. 

 

I Don't Need a God Who Agrees With Me 

 
 

 



I have noticed​
how easily we make God​
sound like ourselves. 

God agrees​
with our politics. 

Our anger. 

Our tribe. 

Our church. 

Our prejudices. 

Our ambitions. 

Our enemies​
are apparently​
His enemies too. 

Convenient. 

But if God always agrees​
with me, 

perhaps I am not worshipping God. 

Perhaps I have built​
a larger version​
of myself. 

I want a God​
who can contradict me. 

A God​
who can tell me​
my revenge is wrong. 

My pride is wrong. 

My greed is wrong. 

 



My certainty is wrong. 

Because a God​
who never challenges me​
is not much of a God. 

He is an echo. 

 

 

 

The Prayer Before the Invoice 

 
 

Before I send the invoice, 

I pray. 

Not because​
I expect heaven​
to run my business. 

Because I know​
what it feels like​
to build something​
with more faith​
than capital. 

There are suppliers​
waiting. 

People depending​
on the money. 

Children who still need​
what children need. 

 



A business​
does not care​
whether you are tired. 

The deadline arrives​
without sympathy. 

So I work. 

I calculate. 

I follow up. 

I improve. 

Then I pray. 

Because faith​
without responsibility​
is an excuse. 

And responsibility​
without faith​
can become despair. 

I need both. 

 

Jesus Would Probably Disrupt the Meeting 

 
 

If Jesus walked​
into some of our meetings, 

I wonder​
how quickly​
the agenda would change. 

We would present​
the strategy. 

 



The budget. 

The projections. 

The five-year plan. 

He might ask, 

"Who is hungry?" 

We would show​
the spreadsheet. 

He might ask, 

"Who is being forgotten?" 

We would explain​
the policy. 

He might ask, 

"Who has power here?" 

We would become uncomfortable. 

Perhaps that is what​
we have done with faith. 

We have made it​
comfortable enough​
to attend meetings 

and harmless enough​
to change nothing. 

 

The God of the Empty Pocket 

 

 



I have met God​
in places​
where money was absent. 

Not because poverty​
is holy. 

It isn't. 

Poverty hurts. 

But hunger can strip​
the decorations​
from religion. 

When there is nothing​
to impress God with, 

you simply speak. 

"Help me." 

Sometimes that is​
the most honest prayer​
a man can make. 

Not eloquent. 

Not theological. 

Just honest. 

And perhaps heaven​
has always preferred​
honesty​
to performance. 

 

Faith Is Not a Business Model 

 

 



I do not believe​
God is an ATM. 

Put in prayer. 

Receive money. 

Give offering. 

Receive promotion. 

Repeat. 

That is not faith. 

That is commerce​
with religious language. 

Faith should not teach​
the poor​
that poverty is their fault. 

Nor should it teach​
the rich​
that wealth proves​
God loves them more. 

A bank statement​
cannot measure​
a soul. 

And a difficult season​
does not mean​
God has abandoned you. 

Sometimes life​
is simply hard. 

God is not​
a vending machine​
for avoiding reality. 

 



 

When I Cannot Pray 

 
 

There are days​
when prayer​
feels impossible. 

Not because​
I have stopped believing. 

Because I am tired. 

Too tired​
to arrange words​
into respectable sentences. 

So sometimes​
the prayer is only: 

"God." 

Nothing else. 

Just His name​
sitting in the room​
with me. 

Maybe that counts. 

Maybe heaven​
does not require​
beautiful grammar. 

Maybe a broken sentence​
can still travel​
the whole distance. 

 

 



The God I Am Becoming Able to Love 

 
 

I no longer want​
a God who exists​
only to make my life​
comfortable. 

I want the God​
who makes me uncomfortable​
when comfort requires​
someone else to suffer. 

The God​
who asks what I did​
with what I had. 

The God​
who cares about​
the hungry person​
outside the church. 

The God​
who sees the employee​
nobody thanks. 

The child​
nobody teaches. 

The widow​
nobody visits. 

The stranger​
everybody ignores. 

I am beginning​
to suspect 

that loving God​
properly 

 



will eventually require​
loving people​
more seriously. 

And that is​
a much harder religion​
than singing about it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



VII. GOD, I HAVE QUESTIONS 

(continued) 

 

The Theology of the Kitchen 

 
 

My mother did not have​
a theology degree. 

She had a kitchen. 

She knew how to turn​
very little​
into enough. 

She knew that bread​
could be stretched. 

That a pot of food​
could become tomorrow's lunch. 

That hunger does not care​
how impressive​
your vocabulary is. 

She prayed while cooking. 

Not dramatically. 

Just quietly. 

As though God​
was another person​
in the room. 

I have heard​
many sermons about faith. 

 



But some of the strongest faith​
I have ever witnessed​
was a woman​
opening an almost empty cupboard 

and still asking, 

"What can we make?" 

 

The God of Small Things 

 

Perhaps I expected God​
to arrive dramatically. 

Thunder. 

Fire. 

A miracle​
large enough​
to silence everybody. 

Instead, 

sometimes He arrived​
as a person​
returning my call. 

A meal​
when I had not eaten. 

A stranger​
who opened a door. 

A client​
who paid on time. 

A child​
who hugged me​

 



without knowing​
I needed it. 

A morning​
that felt slightly​
less heavy​
than the one before. 

Maybe we miss God​
because we are waiting​
for spectacle. 

Meanwhile, 

He keeps leaving fingerprints​
on ordinary days. 

 

 

 

I Have Argued With God 

I have argued with God. 

Not because​
I stopped believing. 

Because I believed enough​
to be angry. 

There are prayers​
that sound more like complaints. 

"Why this?" 

"Why now?" 

"Why them?" 

"Why me?" 

 



I used to think​
God needed me​
to be respectful. 

Then I remembered​
the Psalms. 

People have been​
bringing their confusion​
to heaven​
for a very long time. 

So I stopped​
polishing my anger. 

I brought it honestly. 

Better an honest argument​
with God 

than a beautiful lie​
spoken in His name. 

 

The Difference Between Faith and Denial 

 
 

Faith says, 

"I do not know​
what happens next, 

but I will keep walking." 

Denial says, 

"Nothing is wrong." 

Faith can look​
directly at the wound. 

 



Denial covers it​
with Scripture. 

Faith can say, 

"This hurts." 

Denial says, 

"Just praise." 

Faith can admit​
that life is unfair. 

Denial insists​
everything happens​
for a reason​
it cannot possibly know. 

I want faith. 

Not religious cosmetics. 

Something strong enough​
to stand in a hospital corridor​
without inventing answers. 

 

God Does Not Need My Branding 

 

I have seen people​
turn faith into a brand. 

The right photograph. 

The right caption. 

The right vocabulary. 

The right audience. 

 



The right amount​
of public holiness. 

But God does not need​
my marketing strategy. 

He knows me​
without the logo. 

Without the title. 

Without the microphone. 

Without the followers. 

Without the carefully chosen​
photograph. 

There is something freeing​
about remembering that. 

The One who knows everything​
does not need​
to be impressed. 

 

When God Says No 

 
 

We like "yes" God. 

Open the door. 

Multiply the money. 

Heal the sickness. 

Fix the marriage. 

Give me the job. 

 



Change the person. 

We rarely speak​
about the God​
who says no. 

No to the relationship. 

No to the opportunity. 

No to the plan. 

No to the timing. 

No to the thing​
we were certain​
would save us. 

Sometimes I have mistaken​
a closed door​
for divine punishment. 

Years later​
I looked back 

and saw protection. 

Not every refusal​
is rejection. 

Some are rescue​
wearing an unpleasant face. 

 

A Man Praying for His Children 

 
 

God, 

 



I do not ask​
that my children​
never suffer. 

I know better​
than to make promises​
life cannot keep. 

Teach them​
to survive disappointment​
without becoming bitter. 

Give them discernment​
without making them cynical. 

Give them ambition​
without making them arrogant. 

Give them money​
without making money​
their master. 

Give them love​
without making loneliness​
terrify them. 

Give them courage​
to leave what harms them. 

Give them humility​
to admit when they are wrong. 

And when I fail them, 

because I will, 

give me enough grace​
to apologise​
before my mistakes​
become their inheritance. 

 



 

 

 

VIII. THE DEAD HAVE LEFT 

INSTRUCTIONS 

 

the Funeral 

 
 

The flowers disappear. 

The chairs go back. 

People stop calling. 

The food is finished. 

The black clothes​
return to cupboards. 

And then grief​
becomes private. 

This is the part​
nobody prepares you for. 

The funeral is public. 

Afterward, 

 



you must learn​
how to miss someone​
while washing dishes. 

While driving. 

While buying groceries. 

While hearing​
a song they liked. 

While reaching​
for your phone​
before remembering. 

Death does not end​
a relationship immediately. 

It changes​
the address. 

 

 

My Mother's Things 

After someone dies, 

their possessions​
become witnesses. 

A dress. 

A cup. 

A handbag. 

A Bible. 

A photograph. 

 



Something ordinary​
they touched​
without knowing​
it would one day​
become sacred. 

You hold it​
and suddenly​
the object is heavier​
than its material. 

You are not holding​
a thing. 

You are holding​
evidence. 

Proof that​
someone was here. 

That they laughed. 

Worked. 

Worried. 

Prayed. 

Loved. 

And for a while​
their fingerprints​
remain where​
your hands can find them. 

 

The Last Conversation 

 
 

 



We always imagine​
we will have another one. 

Another phone call. 

Another visit. 

Another meal. 

Another chance​
to say the thing​
we kept postponing. 

Then death​
closes the diary. 

No editing. 

No footnote. 

No final correction. 

That is why​
I am trying to say things​
while people are alive. 

Thank you. 

I love you. 

I was wrong. 

I forgive you. 

I am proud of you. 

We think these words​
are expensive. 

They are not. 

Silence is. 

 



 

Funeral Food 

 
 

There is something strange​
about eating​
after a funeral. 

People sit together. 

Someone serves food. 

Someone pours tea. 

Someone tells a story​
about the person​
who has just been buried. 

And for a few hours​
grief becomes communal. 

Nobody has to explain​
why they are sad. 

Nobody asks​
you to move on. 

Everybody understands. 

Perhaps that is why​
funerals matter. 

Not because the dead​
need our ceremony. 

Because the living​
need somewhere​
to put their sorrow. 

 

 



The Photograph on the Wall 

 
 

I walk past it​
without thinking. 

Then one afternoon​
I stop. 

There you are. 

Younger. 

Smiling. 

Unaware​
of everything​
that would happen later. 

You did not know​
which people would leave. 

Which children would arrive. 

Which dreams would fail. 

Which prayers​
would be answered. 

Which would not. 

You were simply alive. 

That is what photographs​
do to the dead. 

They freeze them​
before the ending. 

 



And leave the living​
to imagine everything​
that came afterward. 

 

What the Dead Do Not Need 

 
 

The dead do not need​
our polished speeches. 

They do not need​
the photographs​
we post for strangers. 

They do not need​
people pretending​
they were saints. 

The dead need nothing. 

We do. 

We need truth. 

We need memory. 

We need to tell​
the complicated stories. 

That they were good​
and sometimes difficult. 

That they loved us​
and sometimes hurt us. 

That they were human. 

Perhaps the greatest honour​
we can give the dead 

 



is not to turn them​
into something they were not. 

Let them remain human. 

 

The Things My Mother Taught Me Without Knowing 

 
 

She taught me​
that a home can be built​
from almost nothing. 

That you can be tired​
and still feed people. 

That dignity​
does not require wealth. 

That prayer can happen​
beside a stove. 

That saving something small​
is not foolish​
when tomorrow is uncertain. 

That children remember​
how a home felt​
more than what it owned. 

She taught me​
without lectures. 

That may be​
the deepest kind of teaching. 

The kind that only becomes visible​
when the teacher is gone. 

 

 



Grief Has No Calendar 

 
 

People say, 

"Give it time." 

As though grief​
is a wound​
with an appointment. 

Three months. 

Six months. 

A year. 

But grief is not punctual. 

Some mornings​
you are fine. 

Then a smell. 

A voice. 

A photograph. 

A date. 

A place. 

And suddenly​
the person you thought​
you had buried 

is standing inside your memory​
again. 

I no longer ask​
when grief will end. 

 



I ask something gentler: 

Can I learn​
to carry love​
without requiring​
the person​
to still be here? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



VIII. THE DEAD HAVE LEFT 

INSTRUCTIONS, continued 

109. The Empty Side of the Bed 

Nobody tells you​
how ordinary absence becomes. 

The cup stays where it was. 

The towel. 

The chair. 

The side of the bed​
that nobody uses. 

At first​
you notice everything. 

Later​
you notice nothing. 

That is not forgetting. 

That is the mind​
learning to survive​
what the heart​
cannot keep carrying​
at full weight. 

And sometimes​
you feel guilty​
for having a good day. 

Do not. 

The dead did not love you​
so you could spend​
the rest of your life​

 



punishing yourself​
for being alive. 

 

110. What We Keep From Our Parents 

We keep their sayings. 

Their recipes. 

Their expressions. 

The way they pronounce​
certain words. 

The songs they played. 

The stubbornness. 

The generosity. 

Sometimes the temper. 

Sometimes the silence. 

Sometimes the very thing​
we swore​
we would never become. 

That is the strange inheritance​
of being someone's child. 

You spend half your life​
trying to become yourself 

and discover​
you are carrying​
pieces of people​
who came before you. 

 



The question is not​
whether we inherit. 

We do. 

The question is​
what we choose​
to pass forward. 

 

111. A Mother Leaves Twice 

A mother leaves twice. 

Once​
when death takes her. 

Again​
when the world​
moves on without noticing​
that yours has stopped. 

The shops remain open. 

Traffic continues. 

People complain​
about ordinary things. 

Someone laughs​
in the next room. 

And you think, 

How can the world​
be behaving normally? 

Does nobody know? 

Nobody knows. 

 



That is the loneliness​
of grief. 

The person who changed​
your entire universe​
can disappear 

while everybody else​
continues buying bread. 

 

112. The Things I Wish I Had Asked 

What frightened you​
when you were young? 

What did you give up? 

Who broke your heart? 

What did you dream​
before responsibility​
changed the size of your life? 

Were you happy? 

Did you ever feel​
you were failing? 

Did you know​
how much I loved you? 

I thought there would be time​
for these questions. 

There rarely is. 

We spend years​
asking our parents​
about practical things. 

 



Where is the key? 

What time are you coming? 

Did you buy bread? 

Then one day​
the practical questions​
have nowhere to go. 

And the important ones​
remain inside you. 

 

113. The Cemetery 

A cemetery is a strange place​
to learn humility. 

Everybody is equal there. 

Titles become dates. 

Money becomes stone. 

Arguments become silence. 

The powerful​
and the forgotten​
occupy the same earth. 

You walk between names​
and realise 

every person here​
once had plans​
for next week. 

Appointments. 

Bills. 

 



People they loved. 

Things they were worried about. 

Things they thought​
were extremely important. 

Then time​
made the final decision. 

A cemetery does not say, 

"Your life was meaningless." 

It says, 

"Your time was limited." 

There is a difference. 

 

114. The Unfinished Sentence 

There are sentences​
death interrupts. 

"I was going to tell you..." 

"I wanted us to..." 

"Next year..." 

"One day..." 

The future is full​
of unfinished sentences. 

We speak about tomorrow​
as though it belongs to us. 

It does not. 

 



Tomorrow is a possibility. 

Today is the only room​
we are actually standing in. 

So say the thing. 

Make the call. 

Visit. 

Forgive. 

Apologise. 

Begin. 

Not because death​
is waiting around every corner. 

Because life​
has never promised​
to finish our sentences. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



IX. ALONE IS NOT EMPTY 

 
 

I Like My Own Company 

I used to worry​
that enjoying solitude​
meant something was wrong​
with me. 

Then I discovered​
how expensive company​
can become​
when it is the wrong company. 

Some people charge you​
with their drama. 

Others with their expectations. 

Some leave you exhausted​
after an hour​
and call it friendship. 

Alone, 

I can read. 

Think. 

Write. 

Build. 

Pray. 

Make mistakes​
without an audience. 

 



There is peace​
in not performing. 

I do not hate people. 

I simply discovered​
that my own company​
does not require​
a membership fee. 

 

 

 

 

 

The Room Where I Think 

 

Every creative person​
needs a room​
where nobody is asking, 

"What are you doing?" 

Because sometimes​
nothing visible​
is happening. 

You are thinking. 

Connecting things. 

Reading. 

Observing. 

 



Allowing an idea​
to become strong enough​
to survive daylight. 

People mistake silence​
for inactivity. 

They do not understand​
that some work​
happens before​
the hands move. 

A seed does not look busy. 

That does not mean​
nothing is happening​
Underground. 

 

 

 

 

 

I Stopped Attending Every Funeral 

 
 

Not the funerals​
with coffins. 

The other ones. 

Friendships​
that died years ago. 

Conversations​
that should have ended. 

 



Rooms​
where I was tolerated​
rather than welcomed. 

Groups​
that only remembered me​
when they needed something. 

Versions of myself​
that had already expired. 

I stopped attending. 

Not every ending​
requires a ceremony. 

Sometimes you simply​
stop returning​
to the place​
where you became smaller. 

 

Silence Has Become Expensive 

 
 

We live in a world​
that fears silence. 

Music. 

Notifications. 

Podcasts. 

Television. 

Voice notes. 

Opinions. 

 



Everybody has something​
to say. 

Very few people​
seem willing​
to sit long enough​
to hear themselves. 

I have grown suspicious​
of constant noise. 

Noise can hide​
a great deal. 

Fear. 

Loneliness. 

Boredom. 

Emptiness. 

Sometimes silence​
is not absence. 

It is an audit. 

You finally hear​
what your life​
has been trying​
to tell you. 

 

 

 

The Library of One 

 

 



A man can become​
his own library. 

Books he has read. 

Mistakes he remembers. 

People he loved. 

Cities he has seen. 

Things he survived. 

Questions he never answered. 

Every year​
another shelf. 

Every loss​
another volume. 

Every lesson​
another page. 

That is why​
I no longer envy​
people who have​
seen everything. 

I am interested​
in people who have​
understood something. 

Knowledge fills shelves. 

Wisdom decides​
which books​
to open again. 

 

No Audience 

 



 
 

There is a freedom​
that arrives​
when you stop living​
for an audience. 

You do not need​
to photograph dinner. 

Announce the relationship. 

Explain the purchase. 

Document the achievement. 

Prove the struggle. 

Tell everybody​
what you are building. 

Some things grow better​
without spectators. 

A seed does not need applause. 

Neither does a man​
who has finally decided​
to rebuild his life. 

 

The People Who Think I Am Distant 

 
 

I am not distant. 

I am selective. 

There is a difference. 

 



I have learned​
that access​
is not the same as intimacy. 

You can know my name​
without knowing me. 

You can speak to me daily​
and never enter​
a meaningful conversation. 

You can follow everything​
I post​
and understand nothing​
about what I value. 

So yes, 

there are rooms​
I do not enter. 

Conversations​
I do not join. 

People​
I do not explain myself to. 

Not because I think​
I am better. 

Because I finally understand​
that peace requires​
some architecture. 

 

 

The Solitude Test 

 



If you cannot sit alone​
without reaching​
for a screen, 

a person, 

a notification, 

a distraction, 

perhaps you are not afraid​
of loneliness. 

Perhaps you are afraid​
of meeting yourself. 

Solitude asks difficult questions. 

Are you proud​
of who you are? 

Would you befriend yourself? 

Do you like your own mind? 

What are you avoiding? 

What have you become? 

What still needs changing? 

The answers can hurt. 

But there is mercy​
in knowing. 

You cannot rebuild​
a house​
you refuse to enter. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

When Everybody Leaves 

 
 

There is a strange clarity​
after everybody leaves. 

No opinions. 

No expectations. 

No one to impress. 

You look around​
at what remains. 

Your skills. 

Your faith. 

Your children. 

Your memories. 

Your unfinished work. 

Your hands. 

Your mind. 

Your breath. 

And you realise 

 



you still have enough​
to begin. 

Maybe not enough​
for the life you imagined. 

Enough​
for the first brick. 

That is how rebuilding works. 

Not with everything. 

With what remains. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



IX. ALONE IS NOT EMPTY, continued 

 

The Unpopular Decision 

 

Sometimes the right decision​
will make you unpopular. 

Say no. 

Leave. 

Refuse. 

Question. 

Disagree. 

Stop participating. 

People who benefited​
from your lack of boundaries​
will call your boundaries​
a change in character. 

Let them. 

A boundary often looks selfish​
to someone​
who was comfortable​
with your self-neglect. 

You do not owe​
everybody access​
to the person​
you are becoming. 

 

A Man Needs Somewhere to Put His Thoughts 

 



A man's mind​
can become a crowded room. 

Bills. 

Children. 

Work. 

Parents. 

Love. 

Failure. 

Plans. 

Regret. 

Things he said. 

Things he should have said. 

Things he cannot change. 

Without somewhere​
to put these things, 

they begin speaking​
over one another. 

So I write. 

Not because I always​
have something important​
to say. 

Because writing​
gives the noise​
somewhere to sit. 

A page does not interrupt. 

 



It does not judge. 

It simply waits. 

Sometimes​
that is enough​
to save a thought​
from becoming a burden. 

 

The Advantage of Being Misunderstood 

There was a time​
when I wanted everybody​
to understand me. 

Now I see​
the freedom in being misunderstood. 

People can call you arrogant​
when you are simply private. 

Cold​
when you are protecting peace. 

Difficult​
when you have stopped agreeing. 

Changed​
when you have finally grown. 

Not everybody​
has earned the context​
behind your decisions. 

You can spend your life​
explaining yourself 

or spend it​
living honestly. 

 



I prefer the latter. 

 

The Man in the Mirror Has Bills 

 

The mirror​
does not care​
about your potential. 

It shows the face​
that woke up tired. 

The face​
that still has responsibilities. 

The face​
that must make decisions​
even when confidence​
has gone missing. 

Potential is beautiful. 

But rent​
does not accept it. 

Neither does school. 

Neither does the supplier. 

Neither does tomorrow. 

So I respect dreams. 

But I also respect​
the discipline​
of making them useful. 

A vision becomes powerful​
when it learns​
how to pay for itself. 

 



 

Nobody Is Coming 

 
 

There is a sentence​
people misunderstand: 

Nobody is coming. 

It does not mean​
you are alone. 

It means​
rescue cannot become​
your life strategy. 

Nobody is coming​
to organise your discipline. 

Nobody is coming​
to write the book. 

Build the business. 

Make the application. 

Learn the skill. 

Repair the relationship. 

Start again. 

People may help. 

God may open doors​
you could never open. 

But eventually​
your feet must move. 

 



Hope is not passive. 

Sometimes hope​
looks like getting up​
before you feel ready. 

 

 

The Addiction to Potential 

 
 

Potential can become​
another form of procrastination. 

"I'm going to..." 

"One day..." 

"When things settle..." 

"When I have money..." 

"When I have the right equipment..." 

"When people support me..." 

When. 

When. 

When. 

Meanwhile, 

years pass​
quietly enough​
to avoid accusation. 

 



I have become suspicious​
of the sentence​
"I could." 

Could is cheap. 

Did is expensive. 

So now I ask myself​
a harder question: 

What did I actually build​
with what I had? 

 

 

The Work Nobody Sees 

 
 

There are years​
when nothing looks impressive. 

Learning. 

Failing. 

Trying again. 

Reading. 

Applying. 

Practising. 

Building small things. 

Deleting them. 

Starting again. 

 



Nobody applauds. 

There is no launch event. 

No article. 

No photograph. 

No announcement. 

But beneath the surface​
something is changing. 

Skill is accumulating. 

Judgement is sharpening. 

Taste is developing. 

Courage is becoming​
less theatrical​
and more practical. 

Then one day​
people see the result​
and call it sudden. 

It was not sudden. 

They simply arrived​
after the construction. 

 

 

 

 



X. WHAT I AM BUILDING 

 

 I Do Not Want to Die With Good Ideas 

 
 

Ideas are not legacy. 

They are seeds. 

A man can spend his whole life​
explaining what he intends​
to build. 

Beautiful plans. 

Excellent concepts. 

Brilliant conversations. 

And still leave​
nothing standing. 

I would rather build​
something imperfect​
that helps somebody 

than die​
with a perfect idea​
nobody ever touched. 

The world does not need​
another person​
who knows what could work. 

It needs people​
willing to make​
the first ugly version. 

 

 



The Laptop 

 
 

There is nothing romantic​
about a laptop​
when it is your workshop. 

It is office. 

Classroom. 

Studio. 

Boardroom. 

Printing press. 

Design desk. 

Research library. 

Sometimes​
the only piece of infrastructure​
between an idea​
and a paying client. 

A screen can look small​
on a table. 

But inside it 

there can be a business, 

a book, 

a lesson, 

a campaign, 

a new skill, 

a way out. 

 



Technology does not remove poverty​
by itself. 

But knowledge​
combined with access​
can change the mathematics. 

 

The Business Card 

 
 

A business card​
is a strange little promise. 

Here is my name. 

Here is what I do. 

Here is how to find me. 

But behind those few lines​
is a human being​
trying to make an idea​
pay its own electricity. 

Every entrepreneur​
eventually discovers 

the business is not​
the logo. 

It is the reputation​
left after the transaction. 

Did you arrive? 

Did you deliver? 

Did you tell the truth? 

 



Did you fix the problem? 

Would they call you again? 

That is the real branding. 

Everything else​
is decoration. 

 

Build Something That Outlives Your Mood 

 
 

You cannot build a legacy​
according to your feelings. 

Some mornings​
you will be inspired. 

Others, 

you will question​
everything. 

The work still waits. 

That is why discipline matters. 

Not because discipline​
is glamorous. 

Because inspiration​
is unreliable. 

Build when excited. 

Build when uncertain. 

Build when nobody notices. 

 



Build when the numbers​
look embarrassing. 

Build when somebody​
laughs. 

Then stop occasionally​
and ask: 

Is this still worth building? 

If yes, 

return to the work. 

 

The School After School 

 
 

Education should not end​
when the bell rings. 

Some children​
will leave school​
and discover​
that the world​
has changed its questions. 

Can you code? 

Can you think? 

Can you create? 

Can you communicate? 

Can you solve? 

Can you adapt? 

 



Can you build​
something people need? 

The future will reward​
more than memorisation. 

So I want to teach​
people how to use knowledge​
as a tool. 

Not merely​
how to pass a test. 

A certificate can prove​
you attended the room. 

Capability proves​
you learned something​
inside it. 

 

The Child With a Computer 

 
 

Give a child​
a computer 

and you have not​
given them a career. 

You have given them​
a doorway. 

What happens next​
depends on what​
you teach them to see. 

Games. 

Videos. 

 



Scrolling. 

Or possibility. 

Design. 

Programming. 

Research. 

Writing. 

Business. 

Creation. 

The machine​
is not the miracle. 

Access is. 

Guidance is. 

Curiosity is. 

A child does not need​
to be told​
that technology​
belongs to somebody else. 

They need to discover​
that they can build​
with it too. 

 

I Want My Work to Feed Somebody 

 
 

Not metaphorically. 

Literally. 

 



I want the things I build​
to put food​
on somebody's table. 

A job. 

A contract. 

A lesson. 

A business opportunity. 

A useful website. 

A skill. 

A connection. 

A piece of knowledge​
that becomes income. 

I have no interest​
in impressive work​
that leaves everybody hungry. 

If creativity cannot​
eventually touch​
the material conditions​
of human beings, 

then sometimes​
we are merely decorating​
the problem. 

 

The Difference Between Wealth and Money 

 
 

Money is measurable. 

 



Wealth is larger. 

A healthy child​
is wealth. 

A useful skill​
is wealth. 

A trusted name​
is wealth. 

A peaceful home​
is wealth. 

A community​
that knows how​
to build together​
is wealth. 

Time​
is wealth. 

Knowledge​
is wealth. 

Faith​
is wealth. 

Money matters. 

Of course it does. 

Anyone who tells poor people​
money does not matter​
has probably never​
been poor. 

But money is a tool. 

The question is not​
whether you have it. 

 



The question is​
what kind of life​
it helps you construct. 

 

The Poor Man's Imagination 

 
 

Poverty tries​
to shrink imagination. 

It teaches you​
to think only​
about today. 

Bread. 

Transport. 

Rent. 

Electricity. 

School fees. 

The immediate. 

The urgent. 

The necessary. 

But imagination​
is rebellion. 

It allows a person​
to see beyond​
the current balance. 

Not fantasy. 

 



Possibility. 

A different business. 

A new skill. 

A better system. 

A book. 

A product. 

A solution. 

A way​
nobody has tried. 

Before anything changes​
in the physical world, 

someone has to imagine​
that another arrangement​
is possible. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I Am Building While Becoming 

 
 

This is the part​
nobody photographs. 

The building​
and the becoming​
happen together. 

I am trying​
to build a business​
while becoming​
more disciplined. 

Build a family​
while becoming​
more patient. 

Build a body of work​
while becoming​
a better writer. 

Build wealth​
while becoming​
less impressed​
by money. 

Build faith​
while becoming​
more comfortable​
with questions. 

Build a legacy​
while becoming​
someone worthy​
of leaving one. 

The work changes me. 

 



And I change the work. 

Perhaps that is​
what building really means: 

You think​
you are constructing​
a thing. 

Then one day​
you realise 

the thing​
has been constructing​
you. 

X. WHAT I AM BUILDING, continued 

 

The Contract 

 

Every promise you make​
to your future self​
is a contract. 

"I will start tomorrow." 

"I will finish the book." 

"I will learn the skill." 

"I will save." 

"I will leave." 

"I will become." 

The problem is​
your future self​

 



cannot negotiate​
with your present excuses. 

Tomorrow arrives​
and finds the contract​
unsigned. 

So I have stopped​
making dramatic promises. 

I make smaller ones. 

Today. 

This page. 

This call. 

This application. 

This lesson. 

This hour. 

A life is rarely changed​
by one enormous decision. 

Usually, 

it is changed​
by a person​
finally keeping​
small promises​
to himself. 

 

 

The Invoice Is a Mirror 

 
 

 



An invoice tells you​
more than what someone owes you. 

It tells you​
what your time is worth. 

What your skill is worth. 

Whether you know​
how to price yourself. 

Whether you are building​
a business 

or merely collecting​
favours with a logo. 

I have undercharged​
because I wanted​
to be liked. 

Overdelivered​
because I was afraid​
of disappointing people. 

Worked longer​
because I thought​
effort would compensate​
for poor systems. 

It does not. 

A business eventually​
forces you to answer​
an uncomfortable question: 

Can your generosity​
survive your expenses? 

 

 



 

The Creator's Problem 

 

A creator can become​
addicted to starting. 

New idea. 

New logo. 

New domain. 

New notebook. 

New strategy. 

New platform. 

New project. 

Everything feels alive​
at the beginning. 

Then comes​
the boring middle. 

Editing. 

Testing. 

Selling. 

Fixing. 

Repeating. 

Finishing. 

That is where​
most dreams quietly die. 

 



Not because​
the idea was bad. 

Because the creator​
fell in love​
with beginnings. 

I am learning​
to respect endings. 

A finished thing​
can change a life. 

An unfinished idea​
can only change​
your mood.

 

Do Not Build for Applause 

 
 

Applause is dangerous. 

It can make you​
mistake attention​
for impact. 

People can love​
the announcement​
and never use​
the thing you built. 

They can share​
the photograph​
and ignore​
the work. 

They can congratulate​
the entrepreneur​

 



and never become​
a customer. 

So I am learning​
to measure differently. 

Did it help? 

Did it work? 

Did somebody learn? 

Did somebody earn? 

Did somebody eat? 

Did the problem become​
smaller? 

Applause feels good. 

Results​
are better. 

 

The Poor Need Better Dreams 

 
 

We have told poor people​
to dream small​
because reality​
is difficult. 

Take any job. 

Be grateful. 

Do not ask too much. 

At least you have something. 

 



There is wisdom​
in gratitude. 

But gratitude​
must not become​
a cage. 

A poor child​
should be allowed​
to imagine ownership. 

Not merely employment. 

A business. 

Not merely a salary. 

A house. 

Not merely a room. 

A company. 

Not merely a position. 

The purpose​
of transformation​
is not to teach people​
how to survive poverty​
more efficiently. 

It is to make poverty​
less permanent. 

 

 

 

The Work Must Leave the Desk 

 

 

 



Ideas that never reach people​
become intellectual furniture. 

Beautiful. 

Interesting. 

Useless. 

If I write, 

somebody must read. 

If I teach, 

somebody must use it. 

If I build, 

somebody must benefit. 

If I create a business, 

someone must be served. 

I do not want​
a museum of good intentions. 

I want movement. 

The idea leaves my head. 

Enters the world. 

Gets criticised. 

Breaks. 

Gets repaired. 

Becomes useful. 

That is where​
creation becomes contribution. 

 



 

The Legacy Test 

 
 

Ask yourself: 

If your name disappeared​
tomorrow, 

what would remain? 

Not your social media. 

Not the photographs. 

Not the titles. 

What changed​
because you were here? 

Who knows something​
because you taught them? 

Who eats​
because you built something? 

Who has courage​
because you believed in them? 

Who became a parent​
because you showed them​
what love could look like? 

Who builds better​
because you opened​
a door? 

Legacy is not​
being remembered. 

 



Legacy is being continued. 

 

I Do Not Want to Be Important 

 
 

I used to want​
to be important. 

Now I want​
to be useful. 

Important people​
are introduced. 

Useful people​
are called. 

Important people​
get photographs. 

Useful people​
solve problems. 

Important people​
can be replaced​
by another important person. 

Useful people​
leave systems behind. 

So I am less interested​
in being the smartest person​
in the room. 

I want to build a room​
that still works​
when I leave it. 

 

 



A Different Kind of Rich 

 
 

I want money. 

Let us not pretend otherwise. 

Money buys time. 

It creates options. 

It pays people. 

It builds infrastructure. 

It keeps children fed. 

It funds ideas. 

It can turn a good intention​
into something operational. 

But I do not want​
to become rich​
and remain poor​
in everything else. 

Poor in relationships. 

Poor in character. 

Poor in peace. 

Poor in purpose. 

Poor in time. 

Poor in faith. 

What is the point​
of owning more​
while becoming less? 

 



I want wealth​
that enlarges my life, 

not money​
that consumes it. 

 

The Table I Want to Build 

 
 

I do not want​
to reach the top​
and pull the ladder up. 

I want a bigger table. 

A young person​
with an idea. 

A woman​
starting a business. 

A man​
who needs a second chance. 

A child​
who has never touched​
the technology​
they dream about. 

Someone brilliant​
who simply lacks access. 

Bring them. 

Let us eat. 

Let us teach. 

Let us build. 

 



Let us argue. 

Let us create. 

Let us make room. 

Because success​
that cannot reproduce itself​
is only personal comfort. 

I want something​
that multiplies. 

 

XI. WHAT MY CHILDREN WILL FIND 

 

When They Read This 

 

One day​
my children may read​
the things I wrote​
when they were too young​
to understand me. 

They may discover​
that their father​
was not always certain. 

That I worried. 

That I failed. 

That I sometimes​
did not know​
what came next. 

 



They may find​
my anger. 

My faith. 

My contradictions. 

My ambitions. 

My mistakes. 

I hope they do not​
find a perfect man. 

I hope they find​
an honest one. 

Because perfection​
cannot teach them​
how to recover. 

But honesty can. 

 

 

I Am Not Leaving Them a Finished Man 

I cannot. 

There is no finished version​
of a human being. 

There are only​
people who keep becoming. 

So I want my children​
to see me learning. 

Changing my mind. 

Apologising. 

 



Starting again. 

Reading. 

Working. 

Praying. 

Creating. 

Trying. 

Let them understand​
that adulthood​
is not arriving​
at a final version​
of yourself. 

It is taking responsibility​
for the next version. 

 

 

The Inheritance I Can Control 

 

I may not leave​
my children property. 

I may not leave​
them millions. 

I may not leave​
a company large enough​
to carry my surname. 

But there are things​
I can leave. 

Curiosity. 

 



Discipline. 

Courage. 

Faith. 

A good name. 

The ability​
to ask better questions. 

The confidence​
to learn something​
from nothing. 

The knowledge​
that poverty​
is a condition, 

not an identity. 

And perhaps​
the most important inheritance: 

permission​
to become more​
than I was. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Do Not Worship My Memory 

 



 
 

If I die, 

do not turn me​
into a statue. 

Tell the truth. 

Tell them​
I loved deeply. 

Tell them​
I sometimes got it wrong. 

Tell them​
I was stubborn. 

Tell them​
I tried. 

Tell them​
I had dreams​
larger than my resources. 

Tell them​
I wanted to leave​
the world better​
than I found it. 

But please, 

do not make me​
so holy​
that my children​
cannot recognise​
the human being​
their father was. 

 



Remembering me​
should not require​
lying about me. 

 

 

 

 

Teach Them to Build 

 
 

Teach them​
how money works. 

How contracts work. 

How technology works. 

How people work. 

How power works. 

How to read. 

How to negotiate. 

How to say no. 

How to make something​
with their hands. 

How to ask for help​
without surrendering dignity. 

How to recognise​
a good opportunity. 

 



How to recognise​
a dangerous one. 

Teach them Scripture​
if you believe. 

Teach them history. 

Teach them mathematics. 

Teach them kindness. 

But above everything, 

teach them​
that knowledge​
is not decoration. 

It is leverage. 

Use it. 

 

If They Remember One Thing 

 
 

I hope they remember this: 

You do not have to remain​
where life first placed you. 

Not economically. 

Not intellectually. 

Not spiritually. 

Not emotionally. 

You can learn. 

 



Move. 

Build. 

Question. 

Leave. 

Return. 

Begin. 

Begin again. 

The world will tell you​
what you are worth​
based on what you currently possess. 

Do not believe it. 

A seed​
looks insignificant​
until you give it time. 

 

 

The Last Lesson 

 
 

If I ever get​
one final lesson​
with my children, 

I will not talk​
about success. 

I will talk​
about character. 

 



Because success​
without character​
is an expensive failure. 

I will tell them: 

Do not become cruel​
because somebody was cruel​
to you. 

Do not become dishonest​
because honesty​
was not rewarded. 

Do not become small​
because people laughed​
at your dream. 

Do not become arrogant​
because you finally won. 

And when you have enough, 

make sure​
somebody else​
has enough too. 

That is how​
a family becomes​
larger than its surname. 

 

 

 

 

XI. WHAT MY CHILDREN WILL FIND, 

continued 

 



 

I Hope They Outgrow Me 

 
 

I do not want​
my children​
to spend their lives​
trying to become me. 

That would be​
a strange kind of failure. 

I want them​
to take what worked, 

question what did not, 

and build something​
I could never have imagined. 

Let them read​
what I never read. 

Go where I never went. 

Learn what I never knew. 

Correct me​
where I was wrong. 

Surpass me​
without apologising. 

A father should not​
build a ceiling​
and call it inheritance. 

He should build​
a foundation. 

 



 

 

The Family Name 

 
 

A surname​
is not a reputation. 

It is only​
an invitation. 

You still have to decide​
what it will mean​
when people hear it. 

Will they remember​
honesty? 

Cruelty? 

Generosity? 

Broken promises? 

Hard work? 

Empty talk? 

I want my children​
to understand 

that they do not owe​
the world perfection​
because of our name. 

But they do owe​
themselves integrity. 

Carry the name. 

 



Do not worship it. 

Add something to it. 

 

 

What I Want Them to Know About Money 

 
 

Money is important. 

Never let anybody​
shame you​
for understanding that. 

Money feeds people. 

Pays school fees. 

Builds businesses. 

Creates opportunities. 

Keeps the lights on. 

But money becomes dangerous​
when it stops being a tool​
and starts becoming​
a judge. 

Do not measure​
your worth​
by your bank balance. 

Do not measure​
another person's humanity​
by theirs. 

Learn how to make money. 

 



Learn how to keep it. 

Learn how to multiply it. 

Learn how to give it. 

And learn​
when money​
is no longer worth​
what it is costing you. 

 

 

I Want Them to Know Their History 

 

I do not want​
my children​
to inherit only photographs. 

I want them to know​
where the photographs came from. 

The places. 

The people. 

The sacrifices. 

The migrations. 

The mistakes. 

The work. 

The poverty. 

The victories. 

 



The names​
that disappeared​
because nobody wrote them down. 

A child without history​
can be easily convinced​
that they began​
with themselves. 

They did not. 

There were hands​
before theirs. 

Let them know​
whose shoulders​
they are standing on. 

Then teach them​
to build higher. 

 

 

When They Become Parents 

 

One day​
my children may have children. 

And suddenly​
they will understand​
things about me​
that childhood could not explain. 

Why I worried. 

Why I sometimes​
said no. 

 



Why certain bills​
made me quiet. 

Why I kept working​
when I was tired. 

Why I wanted​
to leave something behind. 

Parenthood has a way​
of translating​
the past. 

Perhaps then​
they will look back​
and realise 

I was learning too. 

 

 

The Apology I Owe Them 

I will not pretend​
I have never failed​
my children. 

There are moments​
I wish I could return to. 

Words I would soften. 

Absences I would undo. 

Patience I would have​
chosen sooner. 

But children​
should not have to carry​
their father's guilt. 

 



So I will do​
the only useful thing​
with regret. 

Turn it into responsibility. 

Say sorry. 

Change what I can. 

Love them better. 

And understand​
that apology​
is not a performance​
of sadness. 

It is evidence​
that something​
will be different. 

 

 

The House They Will Remember 

 
 

Maybe they will not remember​
the size of the house. 

Perhaps they will remember​
the kitchen. 

The smell of food. 

Laughter from another room. 

A song playing. 

 



Arguments that ended​
with someone apologising. 

A father reading. 

A mother calling them​
to eat. 

Friends coming over. 

The ordinary things. 

We spend too much time​
building houses​
and too little time​
building memories​
inside them. 

A home is not​
where the furniture lives. 

It is where​
people learn​
whether they are safe​
to be themselves. 

 

 

Do Not Let My Dreams Become Your Debt 

I have dreams​
for my children. 

Of course I do. 

But I do not want​
my dreams​
to become their prison. 

 



You do not have to​
become a lawyer​
because I wanted one. 

Do not become an entrepreneur​
because I failed at it. 

Do not inherit​
my ambitions​
without examining them. 

Take what is yours. 

Leave what is mine. 

I did not raise you​
to become evidence​
that I succeeded. 

I raised you​
to become yourselves. 

 

 

The Measure of a Father 

 
 

A father is not measured​
by how much he owns. 

Nor by how loudly​
his children obey. 

I think a father​
is measured by what happens​
inside his children​
when life becomes difficult. 

 



Do they know​
how to think? 

Can they ask for help? 

Can they stand alone? 

Can they recognise​
bad love? 

Can they make money​
without worshipping it? 

Can they lose​
without becoming bitter? 

Can they win​
without becoming cruel? 

If so, 

perhaps somewhere​
along the way, 

their father​
did something right. 

 

When I Am No Longer Here 

 

When I am no longer here, 

do not spend​
all your energy​
looking backwards. 

Use what I gave you. 

Build. 

 



Love. 

Teach. 

Travel. 

Create. 

Raise your children. 

Make mistakes. 

Laugh loudly. 

Forgive wisely. 

Earn honestly. 

Give generously. 

And when somebody asks​
what your father left you, 

do not point​
only to things. 

Point to yourselves. 

That will be enough. 

Because the greatest proof​
that I lived well 

will not be​
that you remember me. 

It will be​
that you became​
people worth remembering. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XII. AFTER ALL THIS 

 

After the Ambition 

 



 
 

There comes a morning​
when the dream​
is no longer exciting. 

The business is real. 

The book is real. 

The responsibility is real. 

There is no music​
playing behind the scenes. 

Only work. 

Only invoices. 

Only revisions. 

Only people​
who need you​
to deliver what you promised. 

That is when ambition​
must become discipline. 

Anyone can love​
the idea of becoming. 

The harder thing​
is loving the ordinary​
that becoming requires. 

 

 

 

 

I Have Been Many Men 

 

 



I have been​
the confident man. 

The frightened one. 

The provider. 

The unemployed one. 

The entrepreneur. 

The student. 

The teacher. 

The lover. 

The father. 

The son. 

The friend. 

The stranger. 

The man who knew. 

The man who had no idea. 

I used to think​
one of them​
had to be the real me. 

Now I think​
I am the conversation​
between all of them. 

Every version​
left something behind. 

Every failure​
added a sentence. 

 



Every love​
changed the vocabulary. 

Every loss​
removed a lie. 

I am not finished. 

I am simply​
more honest​
about the unfinishedness. 

 

 

The Man I Am Becoming 

I am becoming​
less impressed​
by noise. 

Less interested​
in proving. 

Less willing​
to explain. 

More protective​
of my time. 

More careful​
with my words. 

More serious​
about my children. 

More honest​
about money. 

More patient​
with uncertainty. 

 



More suspicious​
of easy answers. 

More willing​
to begin again. 

Perhaps growing older​
is not becoming​
more certain. 

Perhaps it is becoming​
more comfortable​
with what you cannot know. 

 

 

There Are Things I No Longer Chase 

 
 

I no longer chase​
every opportunity. 

Every friendship. 

Every invitation. 

Every argument. 

Every person​
who misunderstands me. 

Every room​
where my absence​
is treated as an insult. 

Some things​
can leave. 

Let them. 

 



Peace is not laziness. 

Discernment is not fear. 

And a closed hand​
can be healthier​
than one exhausted​
from holding everything. 

I have learned​
that saying no​
is sometimes​
how a man says yes​
to the life​
he actually wants. 

 

 

The Account I Keep With God 

 

I do not keep​
a list of blessings​
anymore. 

Not because​
I am ungrateful. 

Because gratitude​
is deeper than counting. 

Some things​
looked like blessings​
and became burdens. 

Some losses​
looked like punishment​
and became redirection. 

 



Some prayers​
were answered​
by doors remaining closed. 

Some were answered​
by strength​
I did not know​
I possessed. 

So I keep​
a different account now. 

Not: 

"What did God give me?" 

But: 

"What did I become​
through what God​
allowed me to face?" 

 

 

The Work After the Wound 

 

Healing did not make me​
who I am. 

The work afterward did. 

Anybody can survive​
a difficult season. 

The question is​
what you build​
with the space​
it leaves behind. 

 



You can become bitter. 

Or wiser. 

Closed. 

Or discerning. 

Cruel. 

Or gentler. 

Afraid. 

Or careful. 

Pain does not automatically​
make people better. 

Sometimes​
it only makes them hurt. 

You still have to decide​
what to do​
with the wound. 

 

I Forgive the Man I Was 

 

I made decisions​
with the information​
I had. 

Some were foolish. 

Some were selfish. 

Some were necessary. 

Some hurt people. 

 



Some hurt me. 

I wish I had known​
what I know now. 

But the younger version​
of me​
was not deliberately​
trying to ruin my life. 

He was learning. 

Badly sometimes. 

Bravely sometimes. 

Blindly sometimes. 

So I forgive him. 

Not because​
his mistakes do not matter. 

Because carrying hatred​
for every former version​
of yourself​
leaves no room​
for becoming somebody new. 

 

The Richest Room 

 

The richest room​
I have ever entered​
was not a boardroom. 

It was a room​
where people felt safe​
enough to tell the truth. 

 



No performance. 

No hierarchy. 

No pretending. 

Someone could say, 

"I'm scared." 

Someone else, 

"I failed." 

Another, 

"I need help." 

And nobody laughed. 

If you can build​
a room like that, 

you have created​
a kind of wealth​
money cannot purchase. 

People will return​
to places​
where they are allowed​
to be human. 

 

 

What Remains 

 
 

Eventually, 

the noise goes. 

 



The argument. 

The achievement. 

The embarrassment. 

The applause. 

The rejection. 

The money. 

The status. 

The photograph. 

What remains? 

The people you loved. 

The people you helped. 

The things you built. 

The truth you told. 

The children you raised. 

The knowledge you passed on. 

The character​
you kept​
when keeping it​
was expensive. 

Perhaps life​
is not asking us​
to become unforgettable. 

Perhaps it is asking us​
to leave something​
worth continuing. 

 



 

 

The Last Page Is Not the End 

 
 

A book ends. 

A life does too. 

But neither ends​
exactly where​
the final page suggests. 

Someone reads. 

Someone remembers. 

Someone repeats​
a lesson. 

Someone takes​
an idea further. 

Someone hears​
a sentence​
at the exact moment​
they needed it. 

That is how things travel. 

Not always through fame. 

Through people. 

Through children. 

Through students. 

Through friends. 

 



Through strangers. 

Through the quiet​
after a person is gone. 

So I am not interested​
in writing​
the final word. 

I want to leave​
enough light​
for somebody else​
to continue reading. 

 

 

 

If I Have Learned Anything 

Life is shorter​
than our plans. 

People are more complicated​
than our opinions. 

Money matters​
but cannot answer​
every question. 

Love is beautiful​
and still requires work. 

Faith can survive​
honest questions. 

Children remember​
what we practise​
more than what we preach. 

 



Friendship is proven​
in inconvenient seasons. 

Poverty is not​
a person's identity. 

Failure is not​
a final name. 

Solitude can be​
a workshop. 

Success without character​
is expensive failure. 

And perhaps​
the simplest truth​
is this: 

We are all​
passing through. 

So while we are here, 

let us make​
the passage​
worth something. 

 

THE THING I CAME HERE TO DO 

 

I thought​
I came here​
to become somebody. 

Then life​
kept taking things​
away from me. 

 



People. 

Plans. 

Certainties. 

Money. 

Versions of myself​
I thought were permanent. 

Until eventually​
I understood. 

Perhaps I did not come here​
to become somebody. 

Perhaps I came here​
to become useful. 

To turn what I know​
into something​
another person can use. 

To turn pain​
into understanding. 

Knowledge​
into opportunity. 

Faith​
into courage. 

Creativity​
into work. 

Work​
into provision. 

Provision​
into possibility. 

 



And whatever remains​
after me, 

let it not merely​
carry my name. 

Let it carry​
something I believed in. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

AFTER ALL THIS 

 

 

After all this, 

I still believe​
in beginnings. 

A new business. 

A child's question. 

A repaired relationship. 

A blank page. 

A prayer​
without polished words. 

 



A man​
getting up again. 

A woman​
opening her shop​
before sunrise. 

A student​
touching a computer​
for the first time. 

A father​
learning how to listen. 

A country​
refusing to remain​
what history made it. 

I have seen enough​
to know that life​
can break people. 

I have also seen​
people build​
with broken things. 

So I will not pretend​
the road is easy. 

It isn't. 

I will not call​
every wound​
a blessing. 

Some wounds​
are simply wounds. 

I will not tell​
the poor to be grateful​
for having less. 

 



I will not tell​
the grieving​
to hurry. 

I will not tell​
the uncertain​
to manufacture confidence. 

I will simply say: 

Keep your hands open. 

Keep learning. 

Keep building. 

Love people carefully. 

Raise your children well. 

Tell the truth​
when the truth costs you. 

Leave rooms​
that require you​
to become smaller. 

Pray when you can. 

Work when you must. 

Rest when you need to. 

And when life​
puts another impossible thing​
in front of you, 

look at it. 

Take a breath. 

Then ask, 

 



What can we make​
from this? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XIII. THE THINGS WE NEVER SAY 

 

Some Men Are Tired 

 

Some men are not angry. 

They are tired. 

Tired of being​
the strong one. 

 



Tired of being​
the answer. 

Tired of pretending​
the numbers will work. 

Tired of carrying​
problems they cannot​
put down anywhere. 

A man can become​
so accustomed to carrying​
that nobody notices​
he is bent. 

So if a man says, 

"I'm tired," 

do not immediately​
give him a sermon. 

Sit down. 

Listen. 

Sometimes being heard​
is the first place​
a burden becomes lighter. 

 

 

The Man Who Says He Is Fine 

 
 

"Fine." 

One word. 

 



A whole country​
of things left unsaid. 

Fine means: 

I don't know. 

I am worried. 

I cannot afford this. 

I am embarrassed. 

I need help. 

I do not know​
how to ask. 

Men are often taught​
to turn pain​
into silence​
and silence​
into masculinity. 

Then everybody wonders​
why they became distant. 

Teach boys​
that courage​
is not the absence​
of vulnerability. 

Teach them​
that asking for help​
does not make them smaller. 

A man should not​
have to collapse​
before somebody​
is permitted​
to care. 

 



 

 

The Conversation We Keep Postponing 

 
 

There are conversations​
that become harder​
the longer we avoid them. 

"I'm hurt." 

"I miss you." 

"I cannot afford it." 

"I was wrong." 

"I need help." 

"I don't trust you anymore." 

"I love you." 

"We need to talk." 

We postpone them​
because silence feels cheaper. 

It isn't. 

Silence collects interest. 

Eventually​
the conversation arrives​
with years attached to it. 

Say it early. 

Say it kindly. 

 



Say it honestly. 

Some relationships​
can survive the truth. 

Very few survive​
a lifetime of pretending. 

 

 

A Man Should Know How to Apologise 

 

Not: 

"Sorry you feel that way." 

Not: 

"I'm sorry, but..." 

Not: 

"You also..." 

An apology​
with a defence attached​
is simply an argument​
wearing a tie. 

Say: 

I was wrong. 

I hurt you. 

I understand why. 

I am sorry. 

 



Here is what​
I will change. 

Then change it. 

Because the most convincing​
part of an apology​
is what happens​
after the words disappear. 

 

The People We Hurt While Surviving 

 
 

Survival can make you​
selfish without noticing. 

You become so focused​
on staying afloat 

that you stop seeing​
who is getting pulled​
under by your behaviour. 

You were struggling. 

That was real. 

You were exhausted. 

That was real. 

You were afraid. 

That was real too. 

But pain​
does not automatically​
cancel responsibility. 

 



You can explain​
why you hurt someone​
without pretending​
you did not hurt them. 

Growing up​
means learning​
to hold both truths. 

I suffered. 

And I still​
must take responsibility​
for what I did. 

 

 

Some Doors Need an Apology 

 

There are doors​
I once wanted opened​
that I now understand​
needed an apology first. 

People I blamed. 

People I misunderstood. 

People I wounded​
while insisting​
I was the wounded one. 

Age teaches you​
that memory​
is a dishonest witness. 

We remember​
our intentions. 

 



Other people remember​
our behaviour. 

Those are not always​
the same story. 

So sometimes​
maturity means returning​
without an excuse. 

Not to reopen​
the relationship. 

Simply to say: 

I understand now. 

I am sorry. 

 

 

The Friend Who Calls 

A real friend​
does not always​
have solutions. 

Sometimes​
they simply call. 

"How are you?" 

You say, 

"Fine." 

They say, 

"No. Really." 

 



And suddenly​
the wall develops​
a door. 

That is friendship. 

Not constant entertainment. 

Not photographs. 

Not proximity. 

Recognition. 

Someone noticing​
the sentence underneath​
your sentence. 

Someone remembering​
what you said​
three months ago. 

Someone who knows​
when your "I'm good"​
does not mean good. 

 

 

When Friendship Becomes History 

 

Some friendships​
do not end​
with an argument. 

They simply become​
too small​
for the people​
you are becoming. 

 



You still remember​
the jokes. 

The places. 

The difficult seasons​
you survived together. 

But you no longer​
speak the same language. 

That does not make​
the friendship fake. 

It means​
it belonged​
to a particular chapter. 

Not every person​
who walked with you​
was supposed​
to walk with you​
to the end. 

Some people​
were companions​
for a season. 

Honour the season. 

Then keep walking. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Cost of Being Honest 

 

Honesty can cost you. 

A friendship. 

A contract. 

An opportunity. 

An invitation. 

A comfortable lie. 

People often say​
they want honesty. 

What they sometimes mean is: 

Tell me the truth​
provided it does not​
challenge me. 

Real honesty​
is more expensive. 

It asks you​
to tell yourself​
the truth too. 

That is the difficult part. 

Because the person​
you can deceive​
most efficiently 

is yourself. 

 



 

 

 

What I Would Say to My Younger Self 

 
 

Stop rushing. 

You are not late. 

Do not confuse​
attention with love. 

Do not confuse​
money with worth. 

Do not stay​
where disrespect​
has become normal. 

Learn the skill. 

Save the money. 

Read the book. 

Call your parents. 

Listen more. 

Speak less​
when anger is driving. 

Do not build​
your entire identity​
around what other people​
think of you. 

And when life​
breaks the plan, 

 



do not assume​
the story is over. 

Sometimes​
the broken plan​
is the beginning​
of the real one. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XIII. THE THINGS WE NEVER SAY 

(continued) 

 

The Truth About Starting Over 

 

 



 
 

Starting over​
looks glamorous​
only from a distance. 

Up close, 

it is passwords. 

Applications. 

Unanswered messages. 

Small balances. 

Old contacts​
you are afraid​
to call. 

A room​
that does not yet​
feel like yours. 

You rebuild​
without the confidence​
you had​
the first time. 

But there is something​
powerful about beginning​
with less illusion. 

You know now​
what did not work. 

Who was not real. 

What you cannot​
keep carrying. 

 



What actually matters. 

Starting over​
is not returning​
to zero. 

You return​
with knowledge. 

 

 

The Job That Never Came 

 

Sometimes​
you do everything right. 

You apply. 

Prepare. 

Research. 

Interview. 

Follow up. 

Wait. 

Then: 

"Unfortunately..." 

Two words​
capable of ruining​
an entire afternoon. 

After enough rejection​
you begin questioning​

 



things that were never​
the problem. 

Maybe I am not good enough. 

Maybe I am too old. 

Maybe somebody​
already knows someone. 

Maybe I should quit. 

But rejection​
is not always​
a verdict. 

Sometimes it is​
a door that belonged​
to somebody else's story. 

Apply again. 

Improve again. 

Knock again. 

The right opportunity​
cannot find a person​
who has stopped​
putting his name​
Forward. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Interview 

 

"Tell us about yourself." 

Strange question. 

You have seven minutes​
to summarise​
a whole human being. 

Qualifications. 

Experience. 

Achievements. 

Strengths. 

Weaknesses. 

As though a person​
can be reduced​
to bullet points. 

Still, 

you sit upright. 

Smile. 

Answer. 

Sell. 

Because sometimes​
the difference between​
being overlooked​
and being selected 

is simply​
whether somebody​

 



gave you enough time​
to explain​
what you can do. 

So I learned​
to tell my story​
without apologising​
for where it began. 

 

 

The Salary 

 
 

A salary​
can become a cage​
when it is the only number​
you know how to calculate. 

You tolerate things​
because rent is due. 

You stay quiet​
because school fees​
are due. 

You stop dreaming​
because deductions​
arrive before you do. 

Then one day​
you realise 

security and dependence​
are not always​
the same thing. 

 



I do not despise​
employment. 

A good job​
can change a family. 

But I want​
more than one engine​
for my future. 

A skill. 

A business. 

An asset. 

A body of work. 

Something that can earn​
even when I am asleep. 

Not greed. 

Leverage. 

 

 

The Price of Looking Successful 

 
 

There is a quiet poverty​
in trying to look rich. 

The clothes. 

The car. 

The restaurants. 

The photographs. 

 



The constant upgrades. 

Everybody sees​
the lifestyle. 

Nobody sees​
the debt. 

A person can own​
expensive things​
and still have​
no financial breathing room. 

I would rather​
look ordinary​
and sleep peacefully. 

Let people underestimate​
the balance sheet. 

Let them think​
nothing is happening. 

Quiet wealth​
does not need​
to announce itself​
every Friday. 

 

 

The Phone Knows Too Much 

 
 

My phone knows​
more about my life​
than some people do. 

Where I go. 

 



Who I call. 

What I search. 

What I photograph. 

What I read. 

What I buy. 

When I wake. 

When I cannot sleep. 

We carry​
an extraordinary machine​
and treat it​
like a toy. 

But technology​
is not neutral​
when we are careless. 

Your attention​
is valuable. 

Your data​
is valuable. 

Your habits​
are valuable. 

Learn the difference​
between using technology​
and being used​
by it. 

The device​
should remain a tool. 

 



Not become​
the landlord​
of your mind. 

 

 

The Algorithm Does Not Love You 

 
 
 

The algorithm​
does not know​
your soul. 

It knows​
what keeps you looking. 

It notices​
what makes you angry. 

What makes you curious. 

What makes you compare. 

What makes you return. 

Then it serves​
more of it. 

We call this​
personalisation. 

Sometimes​
it is simply​
a very efficient mirror. 

Be careful​
what you repeatedly consume. 

 



Eventually​
your attention​
starts resembling​
your diet. 

Feed it outrage​
and outrage grows. 

Feed it nonsense​
and nonsense multiplies. 

Feed it knowledge. 

Create something. 

Then leave the screen. 

Your life​
is still happening​
outside the feed. 

 

The Internet Gave Everyone a Microphone 

 
 

Everybody can publish now. 

That is beautiful. 

It is also dangerous. 

A lie can travel​
before truth​
has finished tying​
its shoes. 

Confidence​
can impersonate expertise. 

 



Popularity​
can impersonate wisdom. 

A photograph​
can impersonate reality. 

A viral opinion​
can impersonate fact. 

So I want​
to teach myself​
a slower habit: 

Check. 

Read. 

Question. 

Verify. 

Think. 

Then speak. 

The ability​
to publish instantly​
does not create​
an obligation​
to speak instantly. 

 

 

The Man Who Knows Everything 

 
 

Be suspicious​
of anyone​
who never says, 

 



"I don't know." 

No subject​
is too complicated. 

No evidence​
can change their mind. 

Every question​
already has an answer. 

Every disagreement​
proves the other person​
is stupid. 

That is not wisdom. 

That is insecurity​
wearing certainty. 

I would rather​
sit with someone​
who says, 

"I don't know yet. 

Let's find out." 

There is intelligence​
in uncertainty. 

The mind​
that can change​
is not weak. 

It is alive. 

 

 

The Things Worth Becoming 

 



 
 
 

Become dependable. 

Become teachable. 

Become useful. 

Become difficult​
to corrupt. 

Become someone​
who can be trusted​
with another person's​
vulnerability. 

Become the person​
your children​
can call. 

Become the person​
your friends​
can tell the truth to. 

Become the person​
you can meet​
in the mirror​
without needing​
an explanation. 

Do not spend​
your whole life​
trying to become impressive. 

Impressive fades. 

Character remains. 

 



And when everything​
that can be measured​
has been measured, 

character is what​
people finally remember. 

 

XIV. THE THINGS WE NEVER SAY 

(continued) 

 

You Cannot Outsource Discernment 

 

People can advise you. 

They cannot live​
with the consequences​
of your decision. 

That is why​
you must listen​
without surrendering​
your judgement. 

Everybody has an opinion​
about your relationship. 

Your business. 

Your children. 

Your money. 

Your faith. 

 



Your future. 

Some advice​
comes from wisdom. 

Some comes from fear. 

Some comes from experience. 

Some comes from people​
who simply want you​
to choose what they would choose. 

Listen. 

Then think. 

Discernment is knowing​
which voice​
deserves the final word. 

 

Not Every Opportunity Is Yours 

An open door​
can still lead​
to the wrong room. 

More money​
does not automatically​
mean better. 

More followers​
does not automatically​
mean more influence. 

More work​
does not automatically​
mean more progress. 

 



Sometimes the opportunity​
costs too much. 

Your peace. 

Your children. 

Your health. 

Your integrity. 

Your time. 

Learn to calculate​
the whole price. 

Some opportunities​
make you richer​
by making you poorer​
in everything else. 

 

 

The Difference Between Busy and Building 

 
 

Busy looks impressive. 

Building is often boring. 

Busy answers messages. 

Building creates systems. 

Busy attends meetings. 

Building makes decisions. 

Busy posts. 

 



Building produces. 

Busy starts. 

Building finishes. 

You can spend twelve hours​
moving around​
and still arrive​
nowhere. 

I am learning​
to ask a better question​
at the end of the day: 

"What exists tonight​
that did not exist​
this morning?" 

A completed page. 

A solved problem. 

A trained person. 

A paying customer. 

A working system. 

Something tangible. 

That is progress. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Trap of Being Needed 

 
 

Being needed​
can feel like love. 

It can also become​
a prison. 

Everybody calls you. 

Everybody depends on you. 

You solve everything. 

You become indispensable. 

Then you discover​
you have built​
a life where nobody​
knows how to function​
without you. 

That is not legacy. 

That is dependency. 

Teach people. 

Delegate. 

Document. 

Equip. 

Let others become capable. 

The goal is not​
to be needed forever. 

The goal is​
to make yourself​

 



less necessary​
because you made​
other people stronger. 

 

 

 

The Person Behind the Productivity 

You are not​
a machine. 

There is a strange pride​
in saying, 

"I only slept four hours." 

As though exhaustion​
is proof of importance. 

It is not. 

Rest is not laziness. 

A tired mind​
makes expensive decisions. 

A tired parent​
has less patience. 

A tired creator​
loses perspective. 

A tired entrepreneur​
confuses urgency​
with opportunity. 

Work matters. 

 



So does stopping. 

You are building​
a life, 

not a prison​
where your productivity​
is the warden. 

 

 

The Older I Get 

 

The older I get, 

the more attractive​
ordinary peace becomes. 

A paid bill. 

A quiet evening. 

Children laughing. 

A clean room. 

A working internet connection. 

A client who pays​
when they promised. 

A good conversation. 

A book​
worth finishing. 

A meal​
with people​
you love. 

 



There was a time​
I thought happiness​
had to be enormous. 

Now I suspect​
much of it​
is simply the absence​
of unnecessary trouble. 

 

 

 

Do Not Let Struggle Become Your Identity 

 

There is danger​
in becoming proud​
of surviving everything. 

You begin to believe​
struggle is who you are. 

You tell the story​
so often​
that the story​
becomes your name. 

"I am the one​
who always struggles." 

No. 

You struggled. 

That is different. 

A season​
is not a surname. 

 



You can become​
a person who builds​
without constantly​
introducing yourself​
through what broke you. 

Survival was necessary. 

But it was never​
supposed to become​
your permanent address. 

 

 

 

The Day You Stop Explaining 

 
 

One day​
you stop explaining​
why you changed. 

Not because​
you have no answer. 

Because you finally​
understand that​
some people need​
your old version​
to make sense​
of their own comfort. 

You changed. 

That is enough. 

 



You do not need​
a committee. 

You do not need​
a vote. 

You do not need​
permission​
to become healthier,​
wiser, quieter​
or more disciplined. 

Growth often looks​
like betrayal​
to people​
who benefited​
from your stagnation. 

 

 

 

The Price of Access 

 

Not everybody​
should have access​
to everything. 

Your time. 

Your home. 

Your children. 

Your finances. 

Your plans. 

 



Your wounds. 

Your private conversations. 

Access should have​
levels. 

Some people​
get the handshake. 

Some get the conversation. 

Some get the kitchen table. 

Very few​
get the keys. 

This is not arrogance. 

It is stewardship. 

A life without boundaries​
becomes public property. 

And public property​
is rarely treated​
with care. 

 

The Quiet Revolution 

 
 

Perhaps the revolution​
we need​
is not always loud. 

A father​
who refuses​
to abandon his children. 

 



A mother​
who teaches​
her daughter​
to think independently. 

A young person​
who learns a skill​
instead of surrendering​
to hopelessness. 

A business owner​
who pays fairly. 

A teacher​
who refuses​
to give up on a difficult child. 

A man​
who breaks​
the cycle of violence. 

A family​
that chooses​
to speak honestly. 

A community​
that teaches​
instead of mocking. 

These things​
rarely trend. 

But they change lives. 

Perhaps real transformation​
has always been​
quieter than the internet​
makes us believe. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XV. THE THINGS WE BUILD IN 

PRIVATE 

211. Nobody Sees the Foundation 

 



People admire buildings. 

Almost nobody admires​
the concrete beneath them. 

The foundation​
does not photograph well. 

Neither does discipline. 

Neither does learning​
the thing you are bad at. 

Neither does saving​
when nobody knows​
you are saving. 

Neither does waking early​
to work on something​
that may not pay​
for years. 

But when the storm arrives, 

everybody discovers​
the importance​
of what nobody saw. 

Build underneath​
the applause. 

That is where​
your life learns​
how to stand. 

 

212. The First R1,000 

 



The first money​
you make from an idea​
feels different. 

Not because of the amount. 

Because somebody​
you did not know​
was willing to exchange​
their money​
for something​
you created. 

That is evidence. 

Not proof​
that you have made it. 

Proof that value​
can travel​
from your mind​
into somebody else's life. 

Then comes​
the harder question: 

Can you do it again? 

And again? 

And eventually​
without destroying yourself​
to make it happen? 

That is when​
an idea becomes​
a business. 

 

213. The Unpaid Teacher 

 



Every successful person​
has been taught​
by somebody​
who was not paid enough​
for what they gave. 

A teacher. 

A parent. 

A friend. 

A stranger. 

A colleague​
who showed you​
how something worked. 

Sometimes one sentence​
changes a life. 

The teacher​
may never know. 

That is why​
I believe knowledge​
should move. 

If someone helped you​
climb, 

do not become​
a locked gate. 

Become stairs. 

 

214. The Skill Nobody Asked For 

Sometimes​
the skill that changes​

 



your life​
is the one​
nobody told you​
to learn. 

You learn it​
because curiosity​
would not leave you alone. 

You practise​
when nobody is watching. 

You fail privately. 

Then one day​
the world catches up. 

Suddenly somebody​
needs what you know. 

The opportunity​
looks sudden. 

The preparation​
was not. 

Never underestimate​
a skill​
you are learning​
before the market​
knows it needs you. 

 

215. The Notebook 

I have notebooks​
full of ideas. 

Some brilliant. 

 



Some ridiculous. 

Some unfinished. 

Some that arrived​
at three in the morning​
and looked revolutionary​
until breakfast. 

But I keep writing. 

Because an idea​
that is not recorded​
depends on memory. 

And memory​
is a terrible filing system. 

Write it down. 

Give it a name. 

Test it. 

Build the smallest version. 

Then let reality​
tell you whether​
the idea deserves​
another page. 

 

216. The Boring System 

The glamorous entrepreneur​
talks about vision. 

The experienced one​
talks about systems. 

Who sends the invoice? 

 



When? 

Who follows up? 

Where is the file? 

What happens​
when you are sick? 

How does the customer​
get helped? 

What happens​
after payment? 

What happens​
when something breaks? 

A business becomes​
less fragile​
when fewer things​
depend on memory. 

Systems are not exciting. 

Neither is plumbing. 

You notice them​
when they fail. 

 

217. The Client Who Pays Late 

"Just checking in." 

A small sentence​
with a lot of history​
behind it. 

The work is done. 

 



The invoice is sent. 

The promises​
were made. 

"Payment is processing." 

Meanwhile, 

your suppliers​
do not accept processing. 

Your electricity​
does not accept processing. 

Your children's needs​
do not accept processing. 

Small businesses​
are often praised​
for resilience​
when what they really need​
is predictable payment. 

Cash flow​
is not greed. 

It is oxygen. 

 

218. The Price of Free 

Free can be generous. 

It can also​
train people​
not to value you. 

If you give away​
everything, 

 



people may admire​
your generosity​
while somebody else​
gets paid​
for the same skill. 

There is nothing wrong​
with helping people. 

I believe in it. 

But sustainable generosity​
requires boundaries. 

Charge where charging​
is appropriate. 

Give where giving​
is meaningful. 

Do not confuse​
being useful​
with being available​
for exploitation. 

 

219. The Work That Feeds You 

There is dignity​
in making something​
that pays your bills. 

A website. 

A lesson. 

A meal. 

A design. 

A repair. 

 



A product. 

A piece of writing. 

A service. 

People sometimes​
speak about creative work​
as though money​
contaminates it. 

I disagree. 

If your work​
feeds your family, 

that is not​
a corruption of creativity. 

That is creativity​
doing its job. 

 

220. The Smallest Door 

When the big door​
does not open, 

look for the smaller one. 

You wanted​
the permanent job. 

Try the contract. 

You wanted​
the big client. 

Start with the small one. 

 



You wanted​
the company. 

Start with the service. 

You wanted​
the book. 

Write the page. 

You wanted​
the house. 

Save the first amount. 

Humility is not​
thinking small. 

It is being willing​
to begin small​
without becoming​
small-minded. 

 

 

 

 

XVI. THE COUNTRY WE COULD 

BUILD 

South Africa Is Full of Builders 

 



 
 
 

Look closely. 

Someone is welding​
a gate. 

Someone is fixing​
a taxi. 

Someone is making​
school uniforms. 

Someone is baking​
at five in the morning. 

Someone is programming​
in a bedroom. 

Someone is teaching​
children after hours. 

Someone is selling​
fruit beside the road. 

Someone is turning​
a garage​
into a business. 

We speak about​
the economy​
as though it is​
some distant machine. 

It is also this. 

Millions of ordinary people​
trying to manufacture​
a future​
with what they have. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Taxi Rank University 

 

You can learn​
a great deal​
at a taxi rank. 

Negotiation. 

Timing. 

Memory. 

Human behaviour. 

Logistics. 

Supply and demand. 

Conflict management. 

Customer service. 

People who have never​
opened a textbook​
can understand​
an economy​
because they have to. 

There is knowledge​
in formal institutions. 

There is also knowledge​
in survival. 

 



A serious country​
should learn​
how to recognise both. 

 

 

 

 

 

The Young Person With No Connection 

 
 

"Who do you know?" 

Sometimes​
that question​
matters more​
than "What can you do?" 

And that is dangerous. 

Because talent​
does not always​
come with connections. 

Some young people​
have brilliant minds​
and empty contact lists. 

No uncle​
in the right office. 

No friend​
who can forward the CV. 

 



No family member​
who knows the manager. 

So perhaps​
those of us​
who have gained access​
must learn​
to open doors​
without asking​
who the young person​
knows first. 

Ask what they can do. 

Then give them​
a chance to prove it. 

 

 

 

 

The Graduate With a Folder 

 
 

There is something​
painful about​
a qualified young person​
walking from office​
to office​
with a folder​
full of certificates. 

Proof everywhere. 

Opportunity nowhere. 

 



We tell young people​
to study. 

They do. 

Then we hand them​
a queue. 

The answer cannot​
simply be: 

"Get more qualifications." 

At some point​
the economy must create​
places for capability​
to become contribution. 

Education matters. 

But education​
without opportunity​
can become​
another waiting room. 

 

 

The Classroom 

 

A classroom​
is not merely​
four walls​
and a teacher. 

It is a rehearsal​
for society. 

 



Children learn​
whether questions​
are welcome. 

Whether mistakes​
are punishable. 

Whether intelligence​
belongs only​
to the loudest person. 

Whether collaboration​
matters. 

Whether curiosity​
is rewarded. 

A child who learns​
to think​
is harder to manipulate. 

That matters. 

Education should not​
merely produce people​
who know answers. 

It should produce people​
who know​
which questions​
to ask. 

 

 

 

The Digital Divide 

 
 

 



Two children​
can live in the same country​
and inhabit​
completely different futures. 

One has fibre. 

A laptop. 

A quiet room. 

A parent​
who understands technology. 

The other has​
a borrowed phone, 

limited data, 

and a crowded home. 

Both are intelligent. 

Only one​
has been given​
more doors. 

That is what​
the digital divide​
really means. 

Not simply​
who has internet. 

Who gets access​
to possibility. 

 

 

 

 



 

The Internet Café 

 
 

There was a time​
when an internet café​
could feel like​
a doorway to the world. 

A few rand. 

A computer. 

A printed CV. 

An application submitted. 

An email sent. 

Today the technology​
has changed. 

The principle has not. 

Access changes trajectories. 

Give somebody​
the tools​
and teach them​
how to use them, 

and suddenly​
distance becomes smaller. 

Opportunity becomes searchable. 

Knowledge becomes portable. 

A connection​
becomes a possibility. 

 



 

The South African Dream 

 

Perhaps the South African dream​
is not one dream. 

For some, 

it is a house. 

For others, 

a job. 

A business. 

A degree. 

A safe neighbourhood. 

A child who becomes​
the first graduate. 

A fridge​
that stays full. 

A passport. 

A retirement​
without fear. 

A farm. 

A studio. 

A company​
that employs ten people. 

Dreams become different​
when history​

 



has given people​
different starting points. 

So before we ask​
whether somebody​
is ambitious enough, 

we should ask: 

What did they have​
to begin with? 

 

 

The Country Is Not a Hashtag 

 

 

A nation​
cannot be rebuilt​
through slogans alone. 

It needs functioning systems. 

Honest leadership. 

Competent administration. 

Working infrastructure. 

Good schools. 

Reliable electricity. 

Safe communities. 

Businesses that can survive. 

Citizens who participate. 

 



And people​
who understand​
that corruption​
does not become acceptable​
because our side​
is the one benefiting. 

Love for country​
cannot mean​
protecting every failure. 

Sometimes patriotism​
is telling the truth​
about what is broken​
because you intend​
to repair it. 

 

 

We Could Do Better 

 
 

That sentence​
is not hatred. 

It is hope. 

We could do better​
with our schools. 

Our municipalities. 

Our businesses. 

Our communities. 

Our politics. 

 



Our families. 

Our churches. 

Our workplaces. 

Our treatment​
of young people. 

Our treatment​
of the poor. 

Our treatment​
of one another. 

The opposite of cynicism​
is not pretending​
Everything is fine. 

It is believing​
that improvement​
is still possible. 

South Africa​
does not need​
more people​
pretending the cracks​
are not there. 

It needs builders​
willing to pick up​
the tools. 

 

XVI. THE COUNTRY WE COULD 

BUILD (continued) 

 

 



 

The Queue Is Not the Problem 

 

We complain about queues​
as though the queue​
created itself. 

It did not. 

A queue is often​
the visible symptom​
of an invisible failure. 

Too few staff. 

Broken systems. 

Poor planning. 

No digital alternative. 

A form​
that still needs​
three stamps​
in a world​
that can send money​
across continents​
in seconds. 

The people standing​
in the queue​
are not the inconvenience. 

They are the citizens​
paying for the inconvenience. 

 

 

 



The Man Who Fixes Things 

 
 

Every neighbourhood​
has one. 

The man who can fix​
almost anything. 

A kettle. 

A gate. 

A television. 

A leaking pipe. 

A computer. 

A car that has​
refused to start​
for three days. 

People bring him​
their broken things​
because he has learned​
how to look at a problem​
without being intimidated​
by it. 

There is dignity​
in that kind of knowledge. 

Not every genius​
has a certificate. 

Some carry​
a toolbox. 

 

 



The Woman Who Wakes First 

 

Before the household wakes, 

she is already moving. 

Water. 

Breakfast. 

Uniforms. 

Lunch. 

Children. 

Work. 

Messages. 

Transport. 

Bills. 

Then she returns home​
and the second shift​
has been waiting​
for her all day. 

People call her strong. 

Sometimes strength​
is simply what happens​
when there is nobody else​
available to do the work. 

We should not romanticise​
how much women carry. 

We should help carry it. 

 

 



 

The Street Vendor's Ledger 

 
 

A street vendor​
may not call it​
cash-flow management. 

But she knows. 

What came in. 

What went out. 

What spoiled. 

What sold. 

Who owes. 

What tomorrow's stock​
will cost. 

Which product​
moves fastest. 

Which day​
is dangerous. 

She does not need​
a business school​
to understand margins. 

She needs capital. 

Reliable supply. 

Safe trading space. 

Customers. 

 



And a system​
that does not treat​
her survival​
as an inconvenience. 

 

235. The Cost of Being Poor​
​
 

Poverty is expensive. 

The poor often pay more​
for almost everything. 

Small quantities​
because bulk is unaffordable. 

Transport​
because location limits choice. 

Interest​
because access to capital​
is restricted. 

Repairs​
because replacement​
is impossible. 

Time​
because everything​
requires another queue. 

Being poor​
is not simply​
having less money. 

It can mean​
having less room​
to make mistakes. 

 



That is why​
poverty transformation​
must be about more​
than telling people​
to work harder. 

People need leverage. 

 

The Child Who Sells Sweets 

 
 

At the traffic light, 

a child approaches​
your window. 

Sweets. 

Chips. 

Something small​
in a plastic packet. 

You see a child. 

But behind that child​
is an economy​
of circumstances. 

Household income. 

School attendance. 

Food. 

Transport. 

Unemployment. 

 



Opportunity. 

We should never​
make poverty beautiful. 

A child belongs​
in a classroom​
with possibilities​
larger than the traffic light. 

The question is not: 

"Why is this child​
selling sweets?" 

The better question is: 

"What kind of country​
makes this necessary?" 

 

 

The Township Entrepreneur 

 
 

The township entrepreneur​
is often described​
as resilient. 

I sometimes think​
that word​
lets everyone else​
off the hook. 

Resilient means​
they survive. 

 



But why must survival​
be the business model? 

Give them access​
to capital. 

Markets. 

Training. 

Technology. 

Reliable infrastructure. 

Procurement opportunities. 

Mentorship. 

Then watch​
what happens​
when resilience​
gets paired​
with resources. 

We do not lack​
entrepreneurial spirit. 

We often lack​
the bridges​
between effort​
and scale. 

 

 

The Tender 

 

A tender​
can change a business. 

 



It can also​
destroy one. 

A small company​
wins the contract. 

Celebrates. 

Then discovers​
that winning​
was the easy part. 

Now there are suppliers. 

Staff. 

Transport. 

Stock. 

Compliance. 

Invoices. 

Cash flow. 

And payment dates​
that suddenly feel​
very far away. 

We tell small businesses​
to participate​
in the economy. 

Then sometimes​
we make them​
finance the economy​
with money​
they do not have. 

If we want SMEs​
to grow, 

 



procurement systems​
must understand​
cash flow. 

 

 

 

 

The Entrepreneur's Prayer 

 

God, 

give me customers. 

But also, 

give me wisdom​
to serve them properly. 

Give me money. 

But also, 

teach me​
how to manage it. 

Give me opportunity. 

But also, 

give me discernment​
to recognise​
the wrong opportunity. 

Give me growth. 

But please, 

 



do not let growth​
make me careless. 

Give me influence. 

But do not let​
influence convince me​
I am more important​
than the people​
who helped me begin. 

And if You give me​
more than enough, 

teach me​
how to make enough​
possible for somebody else. 

 

 

The Economy Is Personal 

 
 

Economists speak​
about inflation. 

People speak​
about bread. 

Economists discuss​
unemployment. 

Families discuss​
school fees. 

Economists calculate​
interest rates. 

 



A parent calculates​
whether the salary​
will survive the month. 

Every economic statistic​
eventually enters​
somebody's kitchen. 

That is why​
economic policy​
should never become​
an abstract argument. 

Behind every percentage​
is a person. 

Behind every price increase​
is a decision. 

Buy. 

Wait. 

Borrow. 

Go without. 

The economy​
has always been personal. 

 

 

The Man With the Plan 

 
 
 

Every neighbourhood​
has somebody​
who is always planning. 

 



The business. 

The app. 

The restaurant. 

The clothing brand. 

The farming project. 

The YouTube channel. 

The great idea. 

People laugh sometimes. 

"Here he goes again." 

But there is something​
beautiful​
about the person​
who refuses​
to stop imagining. 

The danger​
is never dreaming. 

The danger​
is dreaming forever​
without building. 

So I say: 

Keep the vision. 

But put a date on it. 

Give it a customer. 

Give it a budget. 

Give it a first version. 

 



Dreams deserve​
a timetable. 

 

 

The Builder's Rule 

 
 

Do not wait​
until you have everything. 

You probably never will. 

Use what you have. 

Learn what you lack. 

Borrow what makes sense. 

Partner where necessary. 

Build the smallest​
useful version. 

Then improve. 

Perfection​
is often fear​
wearing expensive clothes. 

A working thing​
teaches you more​
than a perfect plan​
sitting inside​
your head. 

Start ugly. 

Start small. 

 



Start honestly. 

Then keep going. 

 

 

The Child Who Asked Why 

 
 

Never punish​
a child​
for asking why. 

"Why?" 

Why is school like this? 

Why is that person poor? 

Why does God allow this? 

Why do we vote? 

Why can't we afford it? 

Why do adults lie? 

Why is the sky blue? 

Why? 

Why? 

Why? 

That question​
is the beginning​
of intelligence. 

 



A society that teaches​
children to obey​
without understanding​
can produce obedient citizens. 

A society that teaches​
children to question​
can produce builders. 

We need more builders. 

 

 

The Future Is Being Raised Today 

 
 
 

The future​
is not coming. 

It is already​
in classrooms. 

On playgrounds. 

In crowded homes. 

In township streets. 

In university residences. 

At kitchen tables. 

In children​
who have not yet​
discovered​
what they can become. 

 



Every child​
is a future worker. 

Creator. 

Parent. 

Teacher. 

Leader. 

Engineer. 

Artist. 

Entrepreneur. 

Citizen. 

So every decision​
we make about children​
is a decision​
about the country​
we will one day inherit​
from them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What We Owe Tomorrow 

 

 



 
 
 

We owe tomorrow​
more than complaints. 

We owe it​
better systems. 

Better teachers. 

Better businesses. 

Better fathers. 

Better mothers. 

Better leaders. 

Better citizens. 

Better questions. 

Better technology. 

Better opportunities. 

Not perfect people. 

Just people​
willing to leave​
something stronger​
than they found. 

That is how countries​
are actually rebuilt. 

Not overnight. 

Not by speeches. 

Brick by brick. 

 



Child by child. 

Business by business. 

Truth by truth. 

And one stubborn person​
at a time​
refusing to accept​
that broken​
must mean permanent. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XVII. THE THINGS WE LEAVE 

BEHIND 

 

The House We Inherit 

Every generation​
inherits a house​
it did not build. 

Some rooms are beautiful. 

Some are damaged. 

Some doors​
were nailed shut​

 



by people​
who were afraid​
of what might enter. 

Some windows​
were never opened. 

We inherit beliefs. 

Habits. 

Fears. 

Prejudices. 

Recipes. 

Prayers. 

Names. 

Stories. 

We inherit​
both wisdom​
and unfinished business. 

Maturity is learning​
which furniture​
to keep 

and which​
to carry outside. 

 

 

Inheritance Is Not Always Money 

 

 



Sometimes inheritance​
is a temper. 

A way of speaking. 

A distrust of strangers. 

A love of books. 

A habit of saving. 

A fear of poverty. 

A tendency​
to disappear when hurt. 

A belief​
that men must never cry. 

A belief​
that women must carry everything. 

Families pass down​
more than property. 

They pass down​
ways of seeing. 

So before saying, 

"This is just​
how our family is," 

ask: 

Who taught us this? 

And does it still​
deserve to continue? 

 

Breaking a Pattern 

 



 
 

Breaking a pattern​
rarely feels heroic. 

Usually​
it feels strange. 

You respond differently. 

You apologise sooner. 

You parent differently. 

You refuse​
what everyone before you​
accepted. 

People may say, 

"But this is how​
we have always done it." 

Exactly. 

That is why​
something has to change. 

A pattern​
does not become wisdom​
because it is old. 

Sometimes honouring​
your ancestors​
means refusing​
to repeat​
their pain. 

 

The Things Our Parents Could Not Give Us 

 



 

Parents are human. 

They carry​
their own unfinished stories. 

Some gave us​
everything they had. 

Some gave us​
what they knew. 

Some gave us​
what they could. 

Some could not give​
what they themselves​
had never received. 

Affection. 

Security. 

Communication. 

Patience. 

Money. 

Presence. 

That truth​
does not erase​
the hurt. 

But it can help​
you understand​
where some wounds​
began. 

 



And perhaps​
understanding​
can become​
the place​
where inheritance​
finally changes direction. 

 

 

The First Person to Say Enough 

 

Every family​
has a first person​
who decides: 

Enough. 

Enough violence. 

Enough silence. 

Enough addiction. 

Enough abandonment. 

Enough humiliation. 

Enough pretending. 

Enough passing pain​
to the next generation​
and calling it tradition. 

That person​
may be criticised. 

They may be called​
disrespectful. 

 



Ungrateful. 

Difficult. 

But somebody​
has to interrupt​
the machinery. 

Sometimes​
the bravest person​
in a family​
is the one​
who refuses​
to hand the damage​
to their children. 

 

 

251. The Ancestors 

 

I think about​
the people before me. 

People whose names​
I may never know. 

People who walked​
long distances. 

Worked difficult jobs. 

Raised children​
without the conveniences​
I now consider normal. 

People who survived​
things they never​
had language for. 

 



I do not romanticise​
their suffering. 

I honour their endurance. 

But honour​
should not mean​
repeating hardship​
just because they endured it. 

If they survived​
so that I could build, 

then building​
is one way​
of saying thank you. 

 

 

A Better Family 

 

A better family​
is not a family​
without conflict. 

It is a family​
that knows​
what to do​
after conflict. 

Talk. 

Listen. 

Apologise. 

Repair. 

Forgive. 

 



Set boundaries. 

Try again. 

The goal is not​
permanent harmony. 

People are too human​
for that. 

The goal is​
a home where​
love is stronger​
than pride. 

 

The Father's Toolbox 

 
 

A father should leave​
more than possessions. 

Teach them​
how to change a plug. 

Read a contract. 

Check a bank statement. 

Cook something. 

Fix a computer. 

Ask a difficult question. 

Negotiate. 

Use a screwdriver. 

Write an email. 

 



Make a budget. 

Say sorry. 

Know when to walk away. 

There are thousands​
of little things​
children can learn​
from watching​
a capable adult​
move through life. 

Do not underestimate​
ordinary competence. 

It is one of the quietest​
forms of freedom. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Mother Tongue 

 

 



 

Language is more​
than communication. 

It carries memory. 

Humour. 

History. 

Respect. 

Insults. 

Songs. 

Warnings. 

Love. 

A child who knows​
only the language​
of the classroom​
may still be missing​
the language​
of the kitchen. 

There is power​
in knowing​
where certain words​
came from. 

A mother tongue​
can become​
a bridge between​
generations. 

Do not let​
modernity convince you​
that remembering​
where your words​

 



came from​
makes you backward. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Country Inside the Family 

 

Before we fix​
a country, 

we have to examine​
the small country​
inside the house. 

How do we treat​
the person​
who cannot help us? 

How do we speak​
to children? 

How do we treat​
domestic workers? 

How do we handle money? 

Do men listen? 

 



Do women get​
to rest? 

Can children disagree​
without fear? 

Do we tell the truth? 

National character​
does not begin​
in Parliament. 

It begins​
at the dinner table. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Politics of the Kitchen 

 

Politics is not​
only elections. 

It is who eats first. 

Who cooks. 

 



Who cleans. 

Who makes decisions. 

Who controls money. 

Who gets heard. 

Who gets interrupted. 

Who is expected​
to sacrifice. 

Power exists​
inside ordinary rooms. 

That is why​
a household​
can teach democracy​
without ever​
using the word. 

Share responsibility. 

Listen. 

Negotiate. 

Respect dignity. 

Do not confuse​
authority​
with ownership​
of other human beings. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The Family Business 

 
 

Some families​
inherit businesses. 

Others inherit​
the idea​
that business​
is for other people. 

"Those people​
have connections." 

"We don't know​
how these things work." 

"People like us​
don't own companies." 

That sentence​
can become​
an invisible wall. 

But somebody​
has to become​
the first. 

The first invoice. 

The first employee. 

The first registered company. 

 



The first asset. 

The first family member​
who understands​
the numbers. 

One generation​
can change​
the financial vocabulary​
of an entire family. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The First Million 

 

People talk​
about the first million​
as though the number​
is the whole story. 

It is not. 

The first million​
means learning​
how value is created. 

How markets behave. 

How money moves. 

 



How assets work. 

How businesses scale. 

How taxes work. 

How contracts work. 

How to manage people. 

How to resist​
the temptation​
to spend​
every increase​
in income. 

The number matters. 

The knowledge​
that produced it​
matters more. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Teach Ownership Early 

 

 



Teach children​
that there is a difference​
between buying something​
and owning something. 

A toy​
is consumption. 

A skill​
can produce value. 

An asset​
can produce income. 

A business​
can employ people. 

An idea​
can become intellectual property. 

A piece of land​
can become productive. 

Ownership​
changes the question​
from: 

"What can I afford?" 

to: 

"What can I build?" 

That is a different​
way of thinking. 

 

 

The Future Has a Family Name 

 

 



The future​
will not remember​
every decision we made. 

But our children​
will live inside​
some of them. 

The debt. 

The education. 

The habits. 

The businesses. 

The relationships. 

The land. 

The knowledge. 

The reputation. 

The wounds. 

The opportunities. 

Every generation​
hands something forward. 

So before I ask, 

"What do I want​
for myself?" 

I try to ask​
the harder question: 

"What am I handing​
to the people​
who come after me?" 

 



That question​
changes everything. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XVII. THE THINGS WE LEAVE 

BEHIND (continued) 

The Inheritance of Fear 

 
 

Some families inherit fear​
before they inherit money. 

 



Fear of debt. 

Fear of failure. 

Fear of strangers. 

Fear of speaking. 

Fear of trying something​
that nobody in the family​
has tried before. 

Fear can disguise itself​
as wisdom. 

"Be careful." 

"Know your place." 

"People like us​
do not do those things." 

Sometimes caution​
keeps you alive. 

Sometimes it keeps you​
exactly where you are. 

Learn the difference. 

 

 

The Family Photograph 

There is always​
someone missing​
from the photograph. 

Someone who left. 

Someone who died. 

 



Someone who could not afford​
to travel. 

Someone who had already​
fallen out with the family. 

Someone whose name​
nobody mentions anymore. 

A photograph captures​
who stood together. 

It does not capture​
everything that happened​
before the shutter closed. 

That is why​
family history​
needs more than pictures. 

It needs truth. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Things We Never Asked 

 

What was your first job? 

Who broke your heart? 

 



What did you dream about​
before responsibility arrived? 

What were you afraid of? 

Who helped you​
when nobody knew? 

What did you lose? 

What did you survive? 

What did you wish​
your parents had taught you? 

We wait until people are gone​
to become interested​
in their stories. 

Ask while they are here. 

People carry entire libraries​
inside themselves. 

Do not wait​
for the funeral​
to discover​
the book. 

 

 

The Grandmother's Recipe 

 

A recipe can survive​
when a surname does not. 

A pinch of this. 

A handful of that. 

 



Cook until it looks right. 

No measurements. 

No spreadsheet. 

No written instructions. 

Just memory. 

Some knowledge​
was never documented​
because the people​
who carried it​
assumed someone​
would always remember. 

Someone does not. 

Write it down. 

Record the voice. 

Take the photograph. 

Ask the question. 

Preservation is not nostalgia. 

It is refusing​
to let ordinary wisdom​
disappear. 

 

 

The Family Story 

 

 



Every family​
has a story​
it tells visitors. 

Then there is​
the story it tells itself. 

And beneath that, 

the story​
nobody wants to tell. 

Every family​
has something. 

A betrayal. 

A secret. 

A migration. 

A failure. 

A sacrifice. 

A person​
who disappeared. 

A decision​
that changed everything. 

We do not need​
to expose every private wound​
to the world. 

But we should stop​
pretending families​
are only made​
of beautiful stories. 

Truth makes inheritance​
more useful. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The First One to Leave 

 

Sometimes​
someone has to leave​
the place​
where everybody expects​
them to remain. 

Not because​
they hate home. 

Because they want​
to discover​
what home never taught them. 

A new city. 

A new profession. 

A new language. 

A new way​
of thinking. 

Leaving can feel​
like betrayal​
when your family​
has survived​
by staying together. 

 



But distance​
can also bring perspective. 

You can love​
where you came from​
without allowing it​
to determine​
where you end. 

 

 

 

 

 

The Return 

 

And sometimes​
you leave​
only to understand​
why you needed​
to return. 

You see the place​
with different eyes. 

The street​
looks smaller. 

The house​
looks older. 

The people​
look more human. 

 



The things​
you once resented​
make more sense. 

You notice​
what your younger self​
could not see. 

Leaving teaches you​
that home​
is not always​
a location. 

Sometimes​
it is the collection​
of things​
you finally understand. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Family Meeting 

 

Imagine a family​
that can sit down​
and talk about money​
without shame. 

Inheritance​
without secrecy. 

 



Conflict​
without screaming. 

Children​
without fear. 

Faith​
without coercion. 

Politics​
without hatred. 

Business​
without jealousy. 

Imagine people​
being able to say: 

"I disagree." 

"I need help." 

"I was wrong." 

"I have an idea." 

"I am hurt." 

"I am proud of you." 

That is not​
a perfect family. 

It is simply​
a family​
that has learned​
how to communicate​
before problems​
become monuments. 

 

 



The Family Constitution 

 
 

Every household​
has rules. 

Some are spoken. 

Most are not. 

Who gets to decide? 

Who apologises first? 

Who handles money? 

Who is allowed​
to be angry? 

Who gets protected? 

Who gets blamed? 

Who is expected​
to sacrifice? 

The problem​
with unspoken rules​
is that children​
learn them​
without knowing​
they are learning them. 

Perhaps families​
need their own constitution: 

Tell the truth. 

Protect the vulnerable. 

Respect one another. 

 



Do not weaponise money. 

Apologise when wrong. 

Do not make children​
carry adult conflicts. 

Make room​
for everybody​
to become. 

 

 

The Legacy of a Good Name 

 

A good name​
is built slowly. 

One promise​
kept. 

One bill​
paid. 

One person​
treated fairly. 

One opportunity​
shared. 

One truth​
told when lying​
would have been easier. 

You cannot buy​
a good name​
with one large gesture. 

 



It is accumulated​
in small rooms​
where nobody​
is taking photographs. 

And once you have it, 

protect it. 

Reputation​
takes years​
to build 

and sometimes​
only one careless decision​
to damage. 

 

The People Who Made Room 

 
 

I remember​
the people​
who made room. 

A teacher​
who stayed longer. 

A stranger​
who explained something. 

A friend​
who shared a contact. 

A relative​
who believed​
before there was evidence. 

 



A person​
who said, 

"Try." 

Two letters. 

One word. 

Sometimes​
that is enough​
to alter a person's trajectory. 

If someone​
makes room for you, 

do not merely​
be grateful. 

Learn the lesson. 

Make room​
for somebody else. 

 

The Door 

 
 

A door​
is more than wood. 

It is permission. 

Someone gets invited in. 

Someone waits outside. 

Someone receives a key. 

 



Someone is told​
to come back later. 

Institutions​
have doors. 

Businesses have doors. 

Schools have doors. 

Families have doors. 

Communities have doors. 

The question is not​
whether doors exist. 

It is: 

Who controls them? 

And who gets​
to walk through? 

Justice begins​
when access​
stops depending​
entirely on​
who you know. 

 

 

 

The People Behind the Numbers 

 

 

We love numbers​
because numbers​
do not complain. 

Unemployment percentage. 

 



Pass rate. 

Crime statistic. 

GDP. 

Inflation. 

Population. 

But every number​
contains a human story. 

One unemployed person​
is somebody's parent. 

One school dropout​
is somebody's child. 

One failed business​
is somebody's savings. 

One successful graduate​
may be the first​
in an entire family. 

Numbers help us​
understand scale. 

Stories help us​
remember meaning. 

A serious society​
needs both. 

 

The Work of Repair 

 

We talk constantly​
about building. 

 



Build businesses. 

Build homes. 

Build schools. 

Build wealth. 

But some things​
must first be repaired. 

Trust. 

Families. 

Institutions. 

Reputations. 

Communities. 

Broken relationships. 

A repaired thing​
does not become​
what it was before. 

Sometimes​
it becomes stronger​
because now​
you know where​
it can break. 

Repair is not failure. 

It is another form​
of craftsmanship. 

 

 

What We Hand Forward 

 



 

One day​
we will hand​
everything forward. 

Not necessarily​
when we die. 

Every day. 

Our children​
watch us. 

Our students​
copy us. 

Our employees​
learn from us. 

Our communities​
absorb our habits. 

Our businesses​
reflect our ethics. 

Our words​
become somebody else's​
inner voice. 

That is the terrifying​
and beautiful part. 

We are already​
leaving things behind. 

The only question is: 

What are we teaching​
the future to inherit? 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XVIII. THE WORK OF BECOMING 

 

You Are Allowed to Change 

 

There is a strange pressure​
to remain consistent​

 



with the person​
people first met. 

As though changing​
your mind​
means you lied before. 

It does not. 

You learned. 

You experienced. 

You discovered. 

You grew. 

The person who made​
that decision​
did not have​
today's information. 

Do not turn consistency​
into a prison. 

Sometimes integrity​
requires changing direction​
when the evidence changes. 

 

 

 

The Older Version 

 

I sometimes miss​
the person I was. 

 



Not because​
he was better. 

Because he was lighter. 

He had fewer responsibilities. 

Fewer questions. 

Fewer people​
depending on him. 

Then life added weight. 

And weight changes posture. 

You cannot always​
go back. 

But you can recover​
some things. 

Curiosity. 

Laughter. 

Wonder. 

The ability​
to waste an afternoon​
without feeling guilty. 

Growing up​
should not mean​
becoming permanently serious. 

 

 

 

 



The Things I Know Now 

I know now​
that not every argument​
needs a winner. 

Not every silence​
needs an explanation. 

Not every opportunity​
needs acceptance. 

Not every person​
needs access. 

Not every failure​
needs shame. 

Not every success​
needs celebration. 

Not every opinion​
deserves my response. 

And not every problem​
is mine to solve. 

There is freedom​
in understanding​
the difference​
between responsibility​
and interference. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Weight of Knowing Better 

 
 

Knowing better​
creates responsibility. 

Once you understand​
that something is harmful, 

you cannot keep doing it​
and call ignorance​
your excuse. 

Once you learn​
how money works, 

you cannot remain​
careless forever. 

Once you understand​
your child's need​
for attention, 

you cannot blame​
your own childhood​
for every absence. 

Knowledge​
does not automatically​
produce change. 

But it removes​
some excuses. 

The more you know, 

the more carefully​
you must choose. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The Apology to Myself 

 

I owe myself​
an apology too. 

For every year​
I spent believing​
I had to prove​
my worth. 

For every room​
where I stayed​
after respect​
had already left. 

For every opportunity​
I rejected​
because I was afraid​
of failing publicly. 

For every dream​
I postponed​
until circumstances​
became perfect. 

For every time​
I confused exhaustion​
with achievement. 

 



I cannot change​
the years. 

But I can stop​
charging my future​
for the mistakes​
of my past. 

 

 

The Quiet Confidence 

 

Confidence used to mean​
having an answer. 

Now I think​
it means being able​
to survive​
not having one. 

You can say: 

"I don't know." 

"Let me check." 

"I was wrong." 

"I need help." 

"I need more time." 

None of these​
make you weak. 

They make you​
harder to manipulate. 

 



A person who does not​
need to appear certain​
can actually learn. 

And learning​
is a much stronger​
position than pretending. 

 

 

The Man Who Can Walk Away 

 
 

There is power​
in knowing​
you can leave. 

Not every job. 

Not every relationship. 

Not every argument. 

Not every room. 

Not because​
you are better​
than everybody. 

Because you understand​
that staying​
also has a price. 

Some people​
will test your boundaries​
until they discover​
there is no consequence. 

 



Walking away​
is not always defeat. 

Sometimes​
it is the consequence. 

 

The Difference Between Loneliness and Solitude 

 
 

Loneliness says: 

Nobody is here. 

Solitude says: 

I am here. 

The difference​
is profound. 

One feels like absence. 

The other​
can become presence. 

A quiet room​
can become a classroom. 

A walk​
can become a reflection. 

A blank page​
can become a conversation. 

Being alone​
does not automatically​
mean being abandoned. 

 



Sometimes​
you need enough silence​
to hear yourself​
without everybody else's​
opinion talking over you. 

 

 

The Company You Keep 

 
 

People leave fingerprints​
on your thinking. 

You borrow phrases. 

Habits. 

Standards. 

Excuses. 

Ambitions. 

Even your definition​
of normal​
can come from​
the people around you. 

That is why​
company matters. 

Not because​
you must become​
antisocial. 

Because proximity​
teaches. 

 



Spend enough time​
around people​
who normalise mediocrity, 

and eventually​
excellence starts​
looking strange. 

Choose carefully. 

The room​
is teaching you​
even when nobody​
is speaking. 

 

 

The Friend Who Challenges You 

 
 

I do not need​
a friend​
who agrees with me​
all the time. 

I need someone​
who can say: 

"That is a bad idea." 

"You are wrong." 

"You are being unfair." 

"You are avoiding​
the real issue." 

"You can do better." 

 



That kind of friendship​
is rare. 

Praise feeds the ego. 

Truth develops​
the character. 

Give me the person​
who risks​
my temporary displeasure​
to protect​
my long-term growth. 

 

 

The Danger of Echoes 

 

If everyone​
around you agrees, 

check the room. 

Maybe you are brilliant. 

Maybe you are surrounded​
by echoes. 

An echo​
does not challenge​
the original sound. 

It only returns it. 

That is why​
good thinkers​
seek friction. 

Different disciplines. 

 



Different generations. 

Different experiences. 

Different opinions. 

Not every disagreement​
is useful. 

But a life​
without meaningful disagreement​
can become​
a very comfortable prison. 

 

 

The Person Nobody Sees 

 

There is a version​
of you​
that exists​
when nobody​
needs anything. 

No employer. 

No customer. 

No child. 

No audience. 

No followers. 

No expectations. 

Who are you then? 

What do you read? 

 



What do you think about? 

What do you make? 

What do you pray about? 

What do you do​
when there is​
nothing to prove? 

That person matters. 

Because eventually​
every performance ends. 

And you still​
have to live​
with yourself. 

 

 

The Work Nobody Can Outsource 

 

Nobody can outsource​
your character. 

Someone can manage​
your calendar. 

Your accountant​
can manage​
your books. 

Your assistant​
can manage​
your messages. 

Your team​
can run operations. 

 



But nobody else​
can decide​
whether you are honest. 

That remains yours. 

Leadership begins​
where delegation ends. 

You can hand away tasks. 

You cannot hand away​
responsibility. 

 

The Courage to Be Ordinary 

 

Not everybody​
needs to be extraordinary. 

There is dignity​
in being ordinary​
and dependable. 

Going to work. 

Raising children. 

Paying bills. 

Helping neighbours. 

Keeping promises. 

Doing good work​
without needing​
a personal brand around it. 

The internet​
has convinced us​

 



that everyone needs​
a story worth filming. 

Perhaps some of the best lives​
will never go viral. 

They will simply​
make a few people​
feel loved. 

That is not small. 

 

 

Still Becoming 

 

I am still learning​
how to be a man. 

Still learning​
how to be a father. 

Still learning​
how to build. 

Still learning​
how to love. 

Still learning​
how to rest. 

Still learning​
how to say no. 

Still learning​
how to apologise. 

Still learning​
how to carry ambition​

 



without letting ambition​
carry me away. 

There is no final version. 

Only another morning. 

Another decision. 

Another chance​
to become​
a little more honest​
than yesterday. 

And perhaps​
that is enough. 

Still becoming. 

 

 

 

XIX. THE WORK OF 

BECOMING(continued) 

The Man I Thought I Had to Be 

 

For years​
I thought being a man​
meant having answers. 

Knowing what to do. 

Knowing how to provide. 

Knowing how to fix. 

 



Knowing how to endure. 

Then life introduced me​
to problems​
that could not be fixed​
with confidence. 

Some required patience. 

Some required apology. 

Some required help. 

Some required sitting quietly​
beside people​
whose pain​
I could not solve. 

That changed me. 

Perhaps manhood​
is not knowing everything. 

Perhaps it is becoming​
someone who can be trusted​
when he does not. 

 

 

The Performance of Strength 

 

There is a kind of strength​
that performs. 

Loud voice. 

Hard face. 

Never admitting fear. 

 



Never asking questions. 

Never saying, 

"I need you." 

It looks powerful​
until life applies​
enough pressure. 

Then the performance cracks. 

Real strength​
is quieter. 

It can say, 

"I am struggling." 

"I made a mistake." 

"I need advice." 

"I do not know." 

"I am afraid." 

And still, 

"I will face it." 

Courage does not require​
the absence of fear. 

Only the refusal​
to let fear​
make every decision. 

 

 

The Day I Stopped Keeping Score 

 



 

Who called first? 

Who apologised? 

Who gave more? 

Who earned more? 

Who supported me? 

Who failed me? 

Who was there? 

Who disappeared? 

Keeping score​
can make a person​
feel justified​
and still leave them​
completely unhappy. 

Not every relationship​
needs an accountant. 

Some things​
need boundaries. 

Some need forgiveness. 

Some need distance. 

Some need gratitude. 

And some need to end. 

But constantly calculating​
who owes whom​
turns human connection​
into bookkeeping. 

 



I want fewer ledgers. 

More truth. 

 

 

The People I Misjudged 

 
 

I have been wrong​
about people. 

Sometimes​
I mistook quietness​
for arrogance. 

Confidence​
for arrogance. 

Kindness​
for weakness. 

Distance​
for hatred. 

Success​
for character. 

Failure​
for laziness. 

People are complicated. 

A single moment​
is rarely enough​
to understand​
a whole person. 

So I am slower now. 

 



I watch patterns. 

How they treat people​
who cannot benefit them. 

How they speak​
when nobody important​
is listening. 

How they behave​
when they lose. 

Character appears​
most clearly​
when there is​
nothing to gain. 

 

The Person Who Disappoints You 

 

Someone will disappoint you. 

Eventually. 

Even people​
you love. 

Especially people​
you love. 

Because love​
does not make humans​
perfect. 

The question is not​
whether disappointment​
will happen. 

 



It is what happens​
after it. 

Do they take responsibility? 

Do you communicate? 

Can trust be repaired? 

Is the behaviour​
a mistake​
or a pattern? 

Forgiveness​
does not require​
pretending nothing happened. 

Sometimes forgiveness​
means releasing the anger​
while keeping​
the boundary. 

Both can exist. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Difference Between Forgiveness and Access 

 

I can forgive you​
without inviting you​
back into my life. 

That is not contradiction. 

 



Forgiveness deals​
with what happens​
inside me. 

Access deals​
with what happens​
around me. 

I can release resentment​
and still remember​
what the experience​
taught me. 

I can wish you well​
from a distance. 

I can stop hating you​
without pretending​
I trust you. 

Some doors​
close peacefully. 

They still close. 

 

 

The Man Who Learns to Listen 

 

Listening is harder​
than speaking. 

Speaking lets you​
control the room. 

Listening gives​
the room away. 

 



You cannot prepare​
your answer​
while pretending​
to hear someone. 

You have to stay. 

Hear the words. 

Notice the pauses. 

Notice what changed​
when they said​
that one particular thing. 

Sometimes people​
do not need advice. 

They need somebody​
who can hold​
their sentence​
without immediately​
throwing one back. 

I am still learning​
that silence​
can be a form​
of service. 

 

 

The Argument I No Longer Need 

 

Some arguments​
are designed​
to produce understanding. 

 



Others are designed​
to produce victory. 

I am no longer​
interested in the second. 

If someone has already​
decided what I am, 

I cannot debate them​
into knowing me. 

If somebody​
wants to misunderstand, 

let them. 

There is a freedom​
in leaving​
some accusations​
unanswered. 

Not every lie​
requires your labour​
to dismantle it. 

Sometimes​
your life​
is the rebuttal. 

 

 

The Quiet Exit 

 

I used to think​
every ending​
needed an announcement. 

 



Now I understand​
some endings​
need only departure. 

No dramatic speech. 

No final paragraph. 

No audience. 

Just the recognition​
that something​
has become unhealthy​
and the decision​
to stop participating. 

A quiet exit​
can be more powerful​
than a loud goodbye. 

You do not always​
need to slam the door. 

Sometimes​
you simply​
stop opening it. 

 

 

Three Hundred 

 
 

Three hundred thoughts. 

Three hundred attempts​
to put language​
around a life​

 



that refuses​
to be simple. 

There were pages​
about money. 

Children. 

Work. 

Faith. 

Failure. 

Friendship. 

South Africa. 

Technology. 

Poverty. 

Ambition. 

Solitude. 

Legacy. 

But beneath all of them​
there was one question: 

What do I do​
with the life​
I have been given? 

I do not have​
a perfect answer. 

I have never had one. 

What I have​
is another morning. 

 



Another blank page. 

Another problem​
that might become​
an opportunity. 

Another person​
I might help. 

Another mistake​
I might avoid. 

Another one​
I might make. 

So three hundred​
is not an ending. 

It is a checkpoint. 

The page turns. 

The work continues. 

And I am still​
becoming. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



WHAT WE DO WITH WHAT REMAINS 

 

There comes a point in every book​
where the writer must stop writing. 

Not because there is nothing left to say. 

Because eventually​
the words have to leave the page​
and become somebody's life. 

That is the difficult part. 

A book can make you think. 

It can make you remember. 

It can make you angry. 

It can make you cry. 

It can give language​
to something you have carried​
for years without knowing​
what to call it. 

But a book cannot live for you. 

It cannot make the phone call. 

It cannot apologise. 

It cannot leave the room. 

It cannot start the business. 

It cannot raise the child. 

It cannot learn the skill. 

 



It cannot forgive the person​
you have spent years resenting. 

It cannot build the country. 

It cannot become​
the person you keep saying​
you are becoming. 

That part belongs to you. 

And perhaps​
that is why these pages​
had to end here. 

Not with certainty. 

With responsibility. 

Because the older I become,​
the less interested I am​
in having the perfect answer​
and the more interested I am​
in asking the useful question. 

What will you do​
with what remains? 

What will you do​
with the time? 

With the knowledge? 

With the scars? 

With the opportunities? 

With the children? 

With the mistakes? 

With the money? 

 



With the talent​
you keep postponing? 

With the years​
that are still yours? 

We spend so much of life​
looking at what we lost​
that we sometimes fail​
to notice what survived. 

Look again. 

You survived. 

The idea survived. 

The child survived. 

The dream survived. 

The faith survived. 

The curiosity survived. 

The ability to begin again​
survived. 

Maybe not everything. 

But something. 

And sometimes​
something is enough. 

 

 

 

 



WHAT REMAINS AFTER THE FIRE 

 

There are seasons​
that take almost everything. 

They remove certainty. 

They rearrange friendships. 

They expose people. 

They empty accounts. 

They change families. 

They make old ambitions​
look strangely unimportant. 

They force you​
to meet yourself​
without the decorations. 

And when the noise settles, 

you discover something​
you could not have understood​
while everything was burning: 

Not everything that is lost​
needs to be recovered. 

Some things​
were only occupying space. 

Some identities​
were borrowed. 

Some relationships​
were sustained by fear. 

 



Some ambitions​
belonged to somebody else. 

Some versions of you​
were built entirely​
around surviving. 

You are allowed​
to leave them behind. 

There is no prize​
for carrying yesterday​
into every tomorrow. 

 

DO NOT WASTE THE LESSON 

 

Pain does not automatically​
make a person wise. 

Some people suffer​
and become cruel. 

Some become bitter. 

Some become suspicious​
of everyone. 

Some spend the rest​
of their lives​
punishing innocent people​
for what guilty people did. 

So suffering alone​
is not transformation. 

The transformation​
comes afterwards. 

 



What did you learn? 

What will you refuse​
to repeat? 

Who will you become​
because you now know​
what you did not know before? 

That is where meaning begins. 

If you have been betrayed,​
learn discernment. 

If you have been poor,​
learn how money works. 

If you have been ignored,​
learn to recognise your own value. 

If you have failed,​
learn how to build better. 

If you have lost people,​
learn to love the living​
while they are still here. 

If you have been wounded,​
do not automatically​
become a wound​
in somebody else's life. 

Do something​
with what happened to you. 

Otherwise pain​
has taken something from you​
and taught you nothing​
in return. 

 

 



BUILD SOMETHING 

 

This is the part​
where I leave poetry​
and speak plainly. 

Build something. 

It does not have​
to be enormous. 

Build a business. 

Build a home. 

Build a skill. 

Build a relationship​
worth protecting. 

Build a body of work. 

Build a better family. 

Build a classroom. 

Build a garden. 

Build a reputation​
for keeping your word. 

Build something​
that did not exist​
before you decided​
to make it. 

We have become​
too fascinated​
with announcing. 

Launch. 

 



Announcement. 

Coming soon. 

Big things coming. 

Watch this space. 

But the world​
is not changed​
by what we announce. 

It is changed​
by what we finish. 

Build quietly. 

Let the work​
make the noise. 

 

MAKE YOUR LIFE USEFUL 

 
 

I no longer think​
the highest form​
of success​
is becoming important. 

I think it is becoming useful. 

Useful to your children. 

Useful to your family. 

Useful to your community. 

Useful to somebody​
who has not yet​
met you. 

 



Useful to the stranger​
who will one day​
find something​
you created. 

Useful to the young person​
who needs somebody​
to say, 

"You can learn this." 

Useful to the entrepreneur​
who needs a door opened. 

Useful to the student​
who needs one person​
to believe​
they are capable. 

Useful to the country​
that needs citizens​
who do more​
than complain about it. 

There is dignity​
in usefulness. 

There is legacy​
in usefulness. 

And unlike attention, 

usefulness survives​
when nobody is watching. 

 

 

DO NOT WAIT FOR THE PERFECT LIFE 

 



 

There will never be​
a perfect morning​
when everything is aligned. 

There will always​
be a bill. 

A difficult person. 

An unfinished task. 

A family problem. 

A political problem. 

A personal weakness. 

Something you wish​
you could change. 

Do not wait​
for all of it​
to disappear. 

Live anyway. 

Love anyway. 

Create anyway. 

Learn anyway. 

Laugh anyway. 

Start anyway. 

You can build​
a meaningful life​
inside imperfect circumstances. 

In fact, 

 



that may be​
the only kind of life​
anybody ever gets. 

 

 

 

AND WHEN YOU HAVE ENOUGH 

 

When you finally have enough, 

do not become​
another locked gate. 

Remember the person​
you were​
when you needed access. 

Remember the unanswered email. 

The rejection. 

The empty bank account. 

The person​
who gave you a chance. 

Remember the teacher. 

The friend. 

The stranger. 

The person​
who opened a door​
without asking​

 



what they would get​
in return. 

Then become​
that person​
for somebody else. 

Because success​
that stops with you​
is merely consumption. 

Success that multiplies​
becomes legacy. 

 

TO THE PERSON READING THIS 

 

Perhaps you found this book​
at the right time. 

Perhaps you found it​
at the wrong time. 

Perhaps you read​
every page. 

Perhaps you skipped​
most of them. 

Perhaps one sentence​
stayed with you. 

If so, 

take that sentence. 

You do not need​
to take everything. 

 



Take what is useful. 

Leave what is not. 

Argue with me. 

Disagree. 

Question. 

Think. 

Then go live. 

That is what​
these pages were always​
supposed to do. 

Not become your prison. 

Not become your doctrine. 

Not become another voice​
telling you who to be. 

Just become​
a mirror for a moment. 

And if the reflection​
showed you something​
worth changing, 

change it. 

 

 

THE LAST THING I WANT TO SAY 

 

Life will not always​
be kind. 

 



People will disappoint you. 

Money will disappear​
and return. 

Plans will fail. 

People you love​
will leave. 

Some doors​
will remain closed. 

You will make decisions​
you regret. 

You will sometimes​
be misunderstood. 

You will sometimes​
be the one​
who misunderstood. 

There will be mornings​
when you feel powerful. 

And others​
when getting out of bed​
feels like an argument​
with the entire world. 

Still, 

there is something​
beautiful about being here. 

The chance​
to learn one more thing. 

Meet one more person. 

Write one more page. 

 



Raise one more child. 

Repair one more relationship. 

Build one more thing. 

Tell one more truth. 

Give one more person​
a reason to believe​
their circumstances​
are not their destiny. 

We are temporary. 

That is not depressing. 

It is an instruction. 

It means the time matters. 

The people matter. 

The work matters. 

The words matter. 

The way we treat​
one another matters. 

So do not spend​
your entire life​
trying to become​
unforgettable. 

Become worthwhile. 

Become honest. 

Become useful. 

Become brave enough​
to change. 

 



Become humble enough​
to learn. 

Become strong enough​
to begin again. 

And when your own chapter​
eventually closes, 

let there be something​
left behind​
that does not need​
your name attached to it. 

A child who became confident. 

A student who became capable. 

A business that employed people. 

A book that helped someone. 

A home that felt safe. 

A community that became stronger. 

A stranger​
who received a chance. 

A person​
who decided not to give up​
because something you built​
gave them another possibility. 

That is enough. 

More than enough. 

Because perhaps​
the purpose of a life​
was never to prove​
that we were here. 

 



Perhaps it was​
to leave evidence​
that our being here​
mattered. 

So the pages end. 

But your life does not. 

Close the book. 

Look around. 

There is still work to do. 

There are still people to love. 

There are still things to learn. 

There are still doors to build. 

There are still wounds to repair. 

There are still children​
watching what we do. 

There is still a country​
waiting for better builders. 

There is still a future​
that has not yet​
been written. 

And somewhere inside​
all of that uncertainty, 

there is still you. 

Still breathing. 

Still learning. 

Still becoming. 

 



Still capable​
of beginning again. 

So begin. 

Not tomorrow. 

Not when everything​
makes sense. 

Not when you feel ready. 

Begin with what you have. 

Begin where you are. 

Begin badly if necessary. 

Begin quietly. 

Begin afraid. 

Begin with faith. 

Begin with one page. 

One call. 

One lesson. 

One apology. 

One idea. 

One customer. 

One child. 

One decision. 

One small act​
of courage. 

Then another. 

 



And another. 

Until one day​
you look backwards 

and realise 

you did not merely​
survive your life. 

You built one. 

THE END. 
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