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What Time Could Not Steal 
Some lives shine early. 
Others take fire, pressure, and patience before their 
value is seen. 

This is the story of a man whose life was often 
misunderstood—not for lack of effort, but because 
timing, choices, and circumstances do not always align.  

It is not a tale of perfection, but of endurance. And 
endurance, I have learned, is its own form of success. 
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Not Quite Silver: A Life Misread 

Where family came before comfort 

Born into Responsibility in the 60’s in downtown —a place of deep roots, 
shared struggles, and strong communal life. I came into the world as the 
son of a farmer and a trader.  

My father worked the land with patience and strength, tending to a large 
cocoa farm, yam fields, and other plantations. My mother was a 
hardworking trader, wise with people and tireless in effort. 

The land fed us, and trade sustained us. Cocoa farms, yam plantations, 
and hard work formed the backbone of our household. 

Growing up, responsibility came early. I looked after my siblings, but it 
was never a one-way duty—we all looked after one another. Life taught 
us cooperation before it taught us comfort.  

Those early years shaped my sense of duty, endurance, and family 
loyalty. In that shared care, I learned loyalty, patience, and the quiet 
strength that would later define my survival. 
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The Foundation of Education 

My formal education began at Saint Stephen’s Primary School. From 
there, I proceeded to secondary school, completing my studies in 1978. 

Boarding school life was surprisingly pleasant. I had a senior student who 
looked after me, shielding me from the harsh punishments many others 
faced. Because of that guidance—and my own nature—I lived a 
disciplined life. I was taught morals, self-control, and good conduct. 

I had no girlfriend during those years. My focus was on books. I took 
pride in my studies and often showed off by owning every 
recommended textbook. My family could afford it—farming had been 
good to us—and I carried my books as symbols of seriousness and 
ambition. 
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A Taste of Prosperity - Early Success and Missed Wisdom 

Money came easily; saving did not 

Life took a turn when my uncle—of blessed memory—visited me both at 
home and at school. His presence opened doors and widened my vision. 

After secondary school, I moved to Lagos and began working in a bank, 
following the path of my uncle and my brothers. Life felt good—very 
good. Money came in regularly, but savings did not. I lived in the 
moment. 

I attended parties across Lagos, Ondo, and Abeokuta. Opportunities to 
buy property passed through my hands like water. I did not see their 
value then.  I studied banking to a certain level and later ventured into 
business, including cement trading in Apapa, Lagos. 

Those were years of confidence and comfort, but also years of lessons 
not yet learned. 
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London and Lost Direction 

When vision meets reality 

In 1986, I left Nigeria for London at the invitation of my brother. It felt 
like the start of a bigger destiny. I began accounting studies, hopeful and 
determined. 

However, along the journey, immigration problems arose. These issues 
dragged on for many years, slowly derailing my vision of academic 
advancement. Dreams were delayed, confidence tested, and plans 
interrupted. 

 

Debt, Determination, and Discipline 

Refusing to stop while everything said “stop” 

I later opened an African store, hoping to build stability. Instead, I found 
myself deep in debt—thousands of pounds owed. It was one of the most 
challenging periods of my life. 

Yet, even in difficulty, I refused to surrender to despair. I returned to 
education and embarked on a BSc in Computer Science. The journey was 
extremely rough. 

I woke up at 5 a.m. every day, travelled long distances to the university, 
returned late in the evening, and then worked in the shop. My wife 
supported me while caring for our young children. Those days 
demanded everything—body, mind, and spirit. We were exhausted, but 
united. 
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Work, Pause, and Pandemic 

After completing university, I worked for about two years. Then came the 
pandemic—and with it, another turning point. I resigned from my job 
and remained unemployed for four long years. 

During this time, my wife stepped forward bravely. She worked as an 
Amazon delivery driver and later as an Uber driver. During the pandemic, 
she nearly lost her life while working. Fear became a daily companion. 

At our lowest point, bailiffs came to cut off our gas and electricity. Panic 
filled our home. We did not know what to do. 

But somehow—by resilience, faith, and endurance—we survived the 
season of no job and no money. 
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Redemption and Family 

After everything, life still offered grace. 

We raised our children with intention and commitment. The journey had 
not been smooth, but it had been meaningful. Pain refined us. Struggle 
strengthened us. Survival reshaped our values. 

I learned that life is not measured only by wealth or qualifications, but by 
perseverance, responsibility, and the ability to rise again after being 
misread by circumstances. 

I learned that wealth without wisdom is temporary. That discipline 
delayed is still discipline learned. That a man’s worth is not measured by 
how often he falls—but by how often he rises with responsibility intact. 

 

Epilogue: A Life Still Speaking 

My story is not one of perfection—it is one of persistence. From 
downtown to Lagos, from London to the depths of hardship, I walked 
through abundance and lack, wisdom and mistakes, hope and delay. 

And still, I stand. 
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Epilogue: Not Quite Silver: A Life Misread 

My life may not glitter in the way others expect. But it has weight. It has 
story. It has meaning. 

If this book proves anything, it is this: 
A life misread is not a life wasted. 
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Not Quite Silver: A Life Misread 
 
From the outside, the story seemed simple: comfort, advantage, an easy 
start. From the inside, it was anything but. 
 
In Not Quite Silver: A Life Misread, the author dismantles the quiet 
assumptions that follow a life perceived as privileged. Through intimate 
reflection and clear-eyed honesty, this book explores what it means to 
grow up misread—judged by appearances, measured against 
expectations that never fit, and shaped by struggles no one thought to 
look for. 
 
This is not a story of denial, nor a plea for sympathy. It is a reckoning 
with the distance between how a life looks and how it is lived. With 
restraint and emotional precision, the book examines identity, resilience, 
and the subtle harm of being seen but not understood. 
 
Not Quite Silver is for anyone who has carried a narrative they did not 
choose—and quietly rewritten it anyway. 
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