
A Letter to Time 
To My Precious Time, 

You are unconquerable and free, 
An impressive gift, yet an everyday 
reality. 
You are like water, endlessly flowing, 
And before you realize, you are 
already going. 

You surround us all, yet remain 
unseen, 
Sometimes you pass quickly, sometimes 
serene. 
Yet, your life is not one I would 
crave, 
Your worth and power in our society 
Have long been forgotten and left 
to decay. 

People show you no care, no respect, 
To them, you are just a means to an 
end. 
Trading their lifetime for money, 
Believing this is how the world 
should be spinning. 

It is always easy to say 
The well-known phrase, 
"unfortunately, no time," 
But does that not rather undermine 
The credibility of those who claim 
this line? 
For in doing so, they contradict 
themselves, 
Simply choosing the wrong priorities 
instead. 

Yet, for them, the day will come 
When they see what was hidden all 
along. 
They realize they have wasted you, 
On material, seemingly "essential 
commercials." 

But you march on, 
You are irreversible, 
And they— 
Only at the brink of death do they 
learn your worth. 

I, as one among them, can promise you 
this: 
One day, I will tell stories of you, 
Not about predefined societal duties. 
No! I will speak of the moments that 
moved my heart, 
Not of what others always tried to 
impart 
Or firmly insisted I should take to 
heart. 

These will be stories of breathtaking 
times, 
Unforgettable fragments of my life, 
The ones that define me, 
Shape who I am meant to be. 
And so, being myself is nothing to 
fear, 
Yet most let our 
"Oh-so-caring" society dictate their 
way. 

And you, you can only watch the 
show, 
As the light of life begins to dim and 
grow old. 
You hope they learn to cherish you 
sooner, 
For they can never replace you. 

You are unique, you will never 
return, 
Wasting you means throwing away 
happiness unearned. 
 

 

But in the end, one 
question remains— 
How many people 
are truly capable of 
change? 

 


