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    To all the voices that never found a sky to echo in. 

To the dreamers, and the unseen. To the seekers, the wanderers and those who are to listen between silences. 

This is for every soul unravelling into their becoming.



    



  	
        
            
            Breathe;

Not as flesh does, but as flame does.

Inward.Vast.Voiceless.

Let Silence hold your name until it unspells itself into something more ancient than sound.

You stand where time exhales,

Between the last heartbeat of what was,

And the first whisper of what might be.

Here even memory forgets it's footsteps.

And prophecy pauses mid-sentence, waiting for you to complete it.

 

You are the script, not written, but writing itself.

 

Every scar is a syllable.

Every question, 

A comma.

Curved in light,

Every choice,

A sacred glyph etched beneath your ribs or rather, lips.

So inhale like you are tasting dawn.

And exhale as if you are carving constellations!

 

This is not the end,

This is the sacred still hush before your voice becomes the next unfolding sky!
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Epigraph
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Breathe

not as flesh does, but as flame does: inward, vast, voiceless.

Let silence hold your name until it unspells itself into something more ancient than sound.

You stand where time exhales between the last heartbeat of what was and the first whisper of what might be.

Here, even memory forgets its footsteps, and prophecy pauses mid-sentence, waiting for your breath to complete it.

You are the script not written upon, but writing.

Every scar is a syllable, every question a comma curled in light, every choice a sacred glyph etched beneath your ribs or rather your lips.

So inhale like you are tasting dawn, and exhale as if you are carving constellations.

This is not the end.

This is the sacred still the hush before your voice becomes the next unfolding sky.
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To all the voices that never found a sky to echo in, to the dreamers, and the unseen, 

To the seekers, the wanderers, and those who dare to listen between silences. This is for every soul unraveling into their becoming.
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Author's Note

This novel was never meant to be a straight path. It is a weaving of echoes, breath, myth, memory, and soul. Each chapter is both a portal and a mirror. Some truths are not meant to be told, only remembered. Others are never remembered until they are felt. Let this book be your invitation—into yourself, beyond yourself. Beyond the Obvious was never just a novel. It began as a breath—unfinished, half-remembered, like a word whispered in the dark by something ancient, tender, and unrelenting. These thirty chapters are thresholds. Each one a door, a flame, a riddle. I wrote them not only to tell a story, but to listen to the one inside you that has been waiting to awaken. You’ll find maps made of memory, rivers that run backward, libraries of the forgotten, and voices that speak in dreams. But most of all, I hope you find yourself. Not the self others named you, but the one still becoming. The one hiding in the hush. The one who breathes as stars do slow, luminous, eternal. With deepest gratitude for joining me on this pilgrimage through the unseen, way through to; Beyond the obvious.

Omondi Brian Ouma

––––––––

[image: ]


Table of Contents



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The Celestial Whisper

[image: ]




Chapter 2: The Place Between

Chapter 3: Archives of Forgotten Light

Chapter 4: The Language of Stones

Chapter 5: The Descent of Names

Chapter 6: The Hall of Thirst

Chapter 7: The Map That Bleeds

Chapter 8: The Children Who Don’t Sleep

Chapter 9: The Library of Forgotten Futures

Chapter 10: The River That Remembers Backwards

Chapter 11: Threshold of Shadows

Chapter 12: The City That Dreams in Ruins

Chapter 13: The Forgotten Architect

Chapter 14: The Language of Roots

Chapter 15: The Map Beneath Their Feet

Chapter 16: Of Fire and Footsteps

Chapter 17: The River That Remembers

Chapter 18: The Beforelight

Chapter 19: The Codex Beneath

Chapter 20: The Mirrored Valley

Chapter 21: The Gate of Becoming

Chapter 22: The World Without Sky

Chapter 23: The Gate of Unknowing

Chapter 24: The Murmuring Threshold

Chapter 25: The Breath Between Worlds

Chapter 26: The Watcher in the Marrow

Chapter 27: Breathscript: The Hallowed Interval

Chapter 28: Echoes of Firelight

Chapter 29: The Valley of Unfinished Songs

Chapter 30: The Return of the Known

Prologue:

The Whisper in the Sky

❂

“The sky had secrets to spill that night, and the stars were unburdening them.”

It began with stillness—not silence, but a hush like the held breath before the overture of some ancient song. The air was unusually soft, scented faintly of jasmine and iron, as if the world had exhaled something forgotten. Ten-year-old John lay flat on his back, feeling the cool blades of grass press against his spine, the earth’s heartbeat slow and patient beneath him. Next to him, his brother Keg stirred, older by two years but never far in spirit. Their bodies made small silhouettes against the field’s pale green, two smudges of curiosity beneath a sky unraveling its riddles.

A breeze licked John’s cheek, bringing with it something not of this world—a taste, a tremor, a tug in the chest like grief without cause. He opened his eyes, and the heavens opened with him.

Above, the stars were no longer stars. They danced. Not flickering or twinkling like they did on normal nights, but swaying in a pattern too intricate for the human mind. Threads of light braided and unbraided themselves, forming impossible shapes that pulsed with intention. Orbs of pale violet and electric gold hovered, then spiraled, becoming great arcs of fire that left no smoke, only resonance.

John's lips parted, but no sound came.

“Keg,” he breathed, nudging the figure beside him.

Keg blinked himself awake, then sat up slowly, brushing sleep from his eyes as if it were dust. His gaze rose. And froze.

“What is that?” he asked, though the question was as futile as trying to trap the wind.

John didn’t answer. He couldn’t. No one could name such a vision and not betray it. They both watched, shoulders brushing, legs drawn up, small hands resting on trembling knees. There was no panic. No primal fear. Only awe, the kind that empties you before it fills you.

The field around them seemed to listen too. Crickets had gone mute. Trees leaned inward. Even the moon, usually the boldest witness of night, dimmed its gaze as if to better behold the sky’s performance.

From the vault of shifting light came music—first like a single note plucked on a crystal harp, then another, then a thousand more, cascading into a harmony not made of instruments but of intention. The melody didn’t just reach the ear; it moved through bone, marrow, memory. It sounded like laughter underwater. Like tears caught in amber. Like voices from a place where pain had no name.

And then, like mist taking shape, came the whisper.

A voice, older than time, gentler than sleep:

> “Today, you have been redeemed.

Your waiting has passed through sieves of time.

One thing remains: wait a little more.”

The words did not echo—they folded into the world, seeping into the grass, the stones, the skin of two young boys watching their lives dissolve.

Then silence. The real kind. Not emptiness, but ending. And maybe—beginning.

The stars twisted inward. The light condensed as if being pulled by a breath at the center of all things. A flash, not of brightness but of memory collapsing. The sky turned itself inside out, and in that moment, the world sighed.

The earth trembled—subtle, like a skipped heartbeat. John felt his spine hum against the ground. Trees shuddered. A ripple moved across the field like an invisible tide.

Keg reached for his brother’s hand. Found it. Held on.

They did not scream. They didn’t run. Children, yes—but some part of them knew. This was not death. Not destruction. It was invitation.

They closed their eyes.

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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The Celestial Whisper

❂

John reached out, his small fingers brushing against Keg’s, not for safety but to share the moment—two boys under a sky unraveling into something not of this earth. Above them, the heavens had opened in silence, a slow ballet of celestial lights folding and unfolding like the breath of a dreaming god.

They could not speak.

Not for lack of words, but because awe had sealed their lips with reverence. Their mouths hung open, not in fear but wonder—pure and childlike. The sky was alive with colors that had no name, and woven through the trembling firmament was a sound—distant, impossible, and beautiful.

A melody.

Not sung, not played, but remembered, as though it had always been inside them. It rose like incense from another world, thin and trembling, yet resonant enough to unseat their fears. The fear that had shadowed them—of noise, of crowds, of what they had left behind—dissolved in that spectral harmony. Instead came a wave: curiosity, excitement, and an electric tingling that tickled their bellies like laughter waiting to happen.

Then—a voice.

Not spoken. Not shouted. But whispered through the very marrow of the air, inside the melody itself.

> “Today, you are redeemed.

Your waiting has been sifted through a thousand sieves.

And now, one more thing remains:

Wait—just a little more.”

And then—silence.

Not the silence of absence, but a silence that watched.

Then came the implosion.

A sucking inwardness, like the world folding in on itself. The landscape they knew—fractured, broken, chaotic—began to shimmer at the edges, peeling away. The skies collapsed in a hush. Trees bowed as if in reverence. The ground shimmered like glass and then, quite simply, was no longer there.

Their world was vanishing, and they—just ten and eight—could only watch.

They understood everything.

And nothing.

How could they know? How could they possibly know that what had just occurred would bend the spine of their story into a shape no one had ever seen before?

—-
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They woke to water.

Dripping softly from above, striking a taut ceiling that shimmered with a dull translucence. At first, it looked like sky wrapped in plastic. Then it moved—no, breathed—as if they had been tucked inside the belly of something vast and calm.

John blinked and turned his head toward his brother.

“Keg,” he whispered. “Am I dreaming? Or is this—whatever this is—our new home?”

Keg turned slowly. The light that filtered through the glimmering roof made his eyes look older than ten. He didn’t answer right away. His face moved through a hundred thoughts, each too large to speak. Finally, he let out a breath. Not confusion. Not despair.

Relief.

“We’re free,” he said. “That’s all I know.”

Outside the membrane, there was only stillness. No footsteps. No shouting. No metallic hum of cities chewing through time. Keg tilted his head.

“Listen.”

John did.

Silence—but not empty. It had texture, weight. An eerie silence that hummed with a kind of possibility. It wasn’t the absence of sound. It was the presence of something greater than sound. A pause that waited for something sacred to begin.

“We’re far from that planet now,” Keg continued. “Far from their noises. Their ways.”

He looked over at his brother and smiled for the first time.

“How could we be afraid here? How could fear live in this stillness?”

Then, again, as if to remind himself: “To be afraid now? That’s a no.”

He reached out and held John’s hand.

“This is it, lil bro. Our new home.”

He looked upward at the slow-drifting ceiling that curved like the inside of a cathedral. “Welcome to our paradise.”
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Chapter 2
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The Place Between

✶

It was not dawn, yet light moved like it knew where it was going.

They stood still, the air around them pulsing with a soft, rhythmic shimmer. Above, the sky—if it could be called that—was not open or endless, but curved like the underside of a translucent dome, cellophane stretched thin over silence. Its folds bent as though stirred by invisible tides. No wind brushed their faces. Yet everything moved with unseen breath.

Beneath their bare feet, the ground pulsed faintly—like skin over a slow, steady heartbeat. It was not soil, nor stone, nor anything they had ever walked upon before. It gave beneath their weight, springing back after each step like a memory remembering itself. The surface sparkled faintly in shades of pearl and ash, as though it had been spun from ancient light.

John crouched and touched it with his fingers. It was warm. Not the warmth of heat, but of something living.

“What do you think it is?” he asked, his voice hushed, not out of fear, but reverence.

Keg did not answer right away. He was watching the sky, or rather the way the light inside it folded—fluid and deliberate, like it knew where to fall. “Not earth,” he said finally. “But not not earth, either.”

Around them stretched a vast horizon, empty of trees, stars, mountains, or landmarks—just space, like a page waiting to be written. And yet the space felt full. Not with things, but with attention. The silence here was listening. Holding its breath.

They walked slowly, instinctively, as if disturbing the hush might unravel it. Each step was absorbed before sound could be born, like noise was not allowed in this place, or had simply never been invented. The light bent with them, shifting as they moved, casting no shadows.

The air smelled of old libraries, worn pages and candle soot. Rain, just before it falls. Distant thunder that never arrives. It smelled, John thought, like before—before trouble, before endings.

He looked at his brother. Keg walked slightly ahead, his hands open at his sides as if measuring the weight of this new world in his palms. There was something in his eyes—a stillness too large for childhood.

“Do you think this is what the end looks like?” John asked.

Keg’s answer came easily, but felt carved from stone. “No. This is what after looks like.”

As if summoned by that word, the sky shifted. A shimmer unfurled like a veil being drawn back. Not fast. Not sudden. Just... inevitable.

From it emerged a shape—no footsteps, no sound. It simply was, as though it had been there all along, waiting to be noticed. A figure tall and robed in motion, cloaked in something that resembled wind, though no breeze stirred. Its face held no features, yet it looked at them. Its eyes were not eyes, but closed windows lit from within.

Neither male nor female, nor anything John had a name for. It was more song than form. More presence than being.

“You are not lost,” the voice said—not aloud, but inside them. The words rang like bells submerged in water. “You are remembered.”

The sound made John’s spine prickle. Not from cold. From truth.

He reached for Keg’s hand and felt its warmth—still human. Still real.

“You were pulled from the crumble,” the figure said. “Kept in the hush. Because your names were spoken beyond time.”

John felt those words nest in his ribs like seeds. He didn’t know what they meant, not entirely, but they fit. Perfectly.

“You are not survivors,” the figure continued. “You are echoes.”

And then, as gently as it had appeared, the figure faded—not into the air, but into the listening. As if it had never been separate from it.

The silence returned, but now it vibrated—thicker somehow, like a note still ringing after the instrument is gone.

From beneath their feet, small orbs of light began to rise. First one, then another, then dozens—tiny spheres of colorless glow, lifting slowly, as if remembering how to fly. They moved with purpose, surrounding the boys in loose spirals. Each one hummed faintly, not in tune, but in harmony.

The lights brushed against John’s arms, his face, his chest. They were warm and impossibly soft, like memories given form. He did not flinch. Instead, he let them move through him, their song passing through bone and breath.

“Why us?” Keg whispered. The question wasn’t defiance. It was wonder. As if he was not asking for an explanation, but for meaning.

There was no reply.

Instead, from somewhere unseen—perhaps from beneath the ground, or within the air itself—a thousand wings beat once. A sound vast and quiet at once, like every page of every sacred book being turned in unison.

John shivered.

Then the ground beneath them pulsed again—not as tremor, but as signal. Something below had awakened.

They turned slowly, and behind them, where before there had been nothing, now stood a structure—no, a threshold. An archway, built of shimmering stone, its angles both alien and familiar. It didn’t lead anywhere. Not yet. Its center still shimmered like a curtain of liquid silver.

John stepped toward it without thinking. Not out of bravery. But longing.

Keg followed.

The orbs drifted with them, like a quiet procession.

At the edge of the archway, they paused.

“What if we forget who we are?” John asked.

Keg knelt beside him. “Then we remember each other.”

And they stepped through.

The silver parted like breath. And the hush closed behind them—not as a door, but as a vow.
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Chapter 3
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The Archive of Forgotten Light

⟡

The orbs drifted ahead, their movement slow and deliberate, like monks in procession. John and Keg followed, their steps muffled against a ground that felt neither solid nor soft—like walking atop the skin of a dream. Above them, the sky had grown stranger, filled with patterns that shifted when not looked at directly. Stars rearranged themselves like thoughts. A moon blinked.

Then it emerged—not from behind a ridge or beneath a horizon, but from within the air itself: a vast, living structure woven of shadow and shimmer. It pulsed faintly, breathing with the rhythm of something alive and ancient.

It was the Archive.

A building, if one could call it that, shaped by memory instead of stone. Pillars rose and twisted like vines of smoke. Its ceiling disappeared into a soft spiral of galaxies held captive in amber. Floating shelves drifted without tether, arranged by the logic of emotion rather than alphabet or number. Each shelf bore no books, but filaments—thin, glowing threads of memory, gently pulsing with forgotten stories.

John hesitated at the entrance. “Do you feel that?”

Keg nodded. “Like we’re walking into a memory we haven’t lived yet.”

Inside, the air was thick with whispering. Not loud or frightening—more like the murmurs of old songs half-remembered, of lullabies your mother never quite finished. Each sound curled around their ankles like mist. As they walked deeper, strands of light rose in response, sensing them. One thread brushed John’s arm and he shivered—not in fear, but recognition.
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