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On Feeling, Fragility, and the Poetry of Being

Transcendence Series — Book Ten

Copyright © 2026 Omondi Brian Ouma

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in critical articles or reviews.

This work is Volume Ten of the Transcendence Series, a philosophical and poetic continuum exploring human awareness, discipline, vulnerability, inner evolution, and the subtle architecture of being.

Transcendence Series — Selected Volumes

Strings and Fringes

The Disciplined Art of Life

A Poem a Day Keeps Clatter Away

The Wild Side of Being Human

Echoes of Embers

Echoes of Unfinished Goodbyes

Listen. Learn. Live

What It Is Like A Man

Think Yourself Higher — Outlast the Temporary

This volume is a work of reflective prose and poetic inquiry. Names, characters, and incidents may be imagined or symbolic. Any resemblance to actual persons or events is coincidental.

First Edition.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Do we remember to feel, or do we feel to remember? Is the body wiser than the mind? Or, is the mind simply late to it's own apprenticeship? Every motion, every hesitation, every tremor in the spine is a stanza in the infinite composition of being.
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This is the tenth volume in a sequence of observing, listening, and naming. Read slowly. Pause. Attend. The book waits for you as you wait for it.


















Movement I — FEELING
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Sometimes a feeling comes

Preceding the thought that names it.

It moves through the body first,

a warmth in the chest,

a tightening in the throat,

a sudden quiet.

Only later do we assign it names.

We later call it

love,

or fear,

or longing.

But before then...

It is just something

asking to be seen, maybe acknowledged, maybe recognized.

There are memories

that do not return as images

but as sensations.

A room you no longer remember

still smells like the soup you last sipped in there, the previous afternoon.

A voice you can't quite place

still lives somewhere

behind the cages of your ribs.

Have you ever felt that?

As if the past did not disappear,

it only learned

how to breathe inside you, slowly, quietly.

Sometimes I think

we fall in love

not with a person

but with a way they make us feel momentarily at home inside ourselves...

Or maybe that's too simple.

But isn't it strange how some people touch a place in us we didn't know was lonely?

I once held a hand

and felt

an entire life

pass through that contact. 

Not the future. Not the past.

Just a quiet, trembling present that said:

You are here,

and so am I.

Why did that feel so much like meaning?

––––––––
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There are days

when the heart feels

heavier than the body.

You wake up already tired 

not from work,

but from remembering. A name. A face. A moment that never quite finished happening.

Is that what grief is?

Not loss 

but unfinished love?

Sometimes I wonder...

do we feel to remember,

or do we remember to feel...?

A glance crosses the street.

A stranger smiles briefly.

And suddenly 

something stirs

in a place we thought we had sealed.

Do you notice it?

The small tremor before recognition?

The body remembering before the mind catches up?

We say we love someone.

But perhaps...

it is not them we love.

Not entirely.

Perhaps we love the way they make the air around us quiver with something familiar we have lost long ago...

And if that is true,

then...

what is love, really?

I feel a song in the distance.

It is not music yet,

not fully formed.

It brushes the ribs,

lingers in the throat,

leaves my hands empty.

Does it belong to me?

Or to the world?

Or...

to someone I used to be?

Sometimes grief comes gently.

It does not break the doors down.

It waits.

It leans in the doorway.

It hums quietly.

Have you let it speak to you,

or do you run

to explain it away

before it imagines settling?

I think of memory...

not as a map,

no,

not as a chain of facts,

but as a rhythm,

a pulse inside the chest

that says,

you have lived,

and therefore you are still here.

Do you feel it there?

Or do we forget

the heart has its own logic

we rarely obey?

Sometimes joy is not a flash of light,

but a pause...

a subtle breathing space

between one sorrow and another.

Why does it feel

so fragile,

so fleeting...

so essential?

Do we notice the way hands touch,

or the way silence touches us more?

Is it the space between words

that teaches us

what words cannot hold?

And if that is true...

why do we always rush

to fill it with explanation?

A feeling rises in me now...

but I hesitate.

It wants a name.

It wants a story.

Yet I leave it unnamed.

Is that...

perhaps...

the truest way to feel?

Or a fallacy,

A perjury?

––––––––
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Even the ordinary,

the daily pulse,

carries a small poetry:

The way coffee cools in the cup,

The way shadows bend at noon,

The way our own breath returns to us

like a question

we never answer...

Do you hear it?

Or do we always need the music

to have words?

––––––––
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Sometimes the wind passes through a window

and you feel it brush your skin

like a hand you forgot you wanted to hold.

Is that a longing?

Or just the body remembering air that mistakenly smells the same within its memory?

A candle flickers.

I watch the shadow move across the wall.

It seems alive for a moment,

then still.

Does this happen to the heart too?

Does it flicker quietly,

then rests

as if nothing has passed?

I remember a street at dusk

where the light was soft enough
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