

  [image: Cover]




Nicky Bennett

Breathing Room


Poems on Breath, Body, and Stillness





  

  Copyright © 2026 by Nicky Bennett


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

 

  





  
    
      The body knows things the mind has not yet learned how to say.

Sometimes the first step toward understanding is simply breathing.
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  Preface



About a decade ago, during one of the hardest seasons of my life, I found yoga.

Or maybe it found me.

At the time, my life felt tight in ways that were hard to explain. My thoughts moved too quickly. My body felt heavy and tired. Even simple days carried a quiet tension that I couldn’t seem to shake.

Someone suggested yoga.

I didn’t think it was for me.

I had been a gymnast years earlier, but several surgeries and a lot of time had passed since then. My body didn’t feel flexible anymore. The first time I stepped onto a yoga mat, I could barely touch my toes.

Still, I kept showing up.

Every day for a while. Even on the days I didn’t want to.

And slowly, almost imperceptibly at first, things began to change.

My body started to move a little more freely. Ordinary movements—reaching for something on a shelf, bending down to tie my shoes—felt lighter. My mind, which had been racing for months, began to quiet down.

But the real change came from something even simpler than the movement.

The breath.

Somewhere in those early weeks I discovered that there is something almost miraculous about connecting your breath to your body. When movement follows the breath—when inhale and exhale guide what the body does next—something shifts.

The body softens.

The mind settles.

The moment opens.

I’m not writing this to convince you to become a yogi. You don’t need to meditate every day. You don’t need a yoga mat, a studio membership, or a perfect downward dog.

Breath is already with you.

You have been breathing your entire life without thinking about it. The body knows how to do this beautifully on its own.

But sometimes, when we slow down enough to notice it—when we feel the ribs widen with an inhale, or the shoulders soften during a long exhale—we begin to notice something else too.

What is happening inside us.

And around us.

The poems in this collection follow the same rhythm the body follows all day, every day:

Inhale.
The body waking and expanding.

Hold.
The quiet pause where awareness deepens.

Exhale.
Release, surrender, letting go.

Reset.
The gentle return to ordinary life, where breathing continues the way it always has.

You don’t have to read this book in any particular way. You can move through it slowly, or open to a single poem when you need a moment to pause.

The goal isn’t perfection. It isn’t discipline.

It’s simply attention.

Paying attention to the breath.

Paying attention to the body.

Paying attention to the quiet spaces that exist between the busy parts of life.

And maybe, in doing so, giving yourself a little grace.

A little patience.

A little more room inside the day.

A little more breathing room.

Before we begin, take a breath.






I

PART ONE — INHALE

Every beginning is a breath taken without thinking.







  
  
  Opening: First Breath

  
  




Before language.
Before memory.
Before the long work
of becoming a person.


A room full of quiet waiting.


White lights.
Late hours.
The steady machinery
of the body preparing itself
for arrival.


For months
the lungs have been folded
like unopened letters.


The body does not yet know air.


It knows water.
Pulse.
The dim red rhythm
of another heart.


It knows suspension.


Then—


a sudden brightness.
A shift in gravity.
Hands lifting the small weight
of a new body
into the colder world.


For a moment
nothing happens.

A silence
so thin
it almost disappears.


The lungs hesitate.


The body pauses
at the edge of a decision
it does not understand.


And then


the first breath.


Air rushes inward
like a door thrown open.


The chest rises
for the very first time.


Something invisible
enters the bloodstream.


The lungs expand
like two small wings
learning what they are.


And the body
startled by its own existence
cries out.


The first exhale
arrives as sound.


A voice
before language.


This is how life begins.


Not with words.
Not with thought.


With air.


With the quiet miracle
of a body
filling itself
with the invisible.


From that moment forward
the counting begins.


Not in years.
Not in birthdays.


In breaths.


Inhale.
Exhale.


Again.
Again.


A lifetime
measured in the simple work
of opening
and closing.


The quick breaths
of running children.


The sharp breaths
of fear.


The breath you hold
before speaking the truth.


The long slow breath
of someone
finally at rest.


Most of us never notice.


The body continues
its quiet labor
all day
all night
for decades.


Twenty thousand breaths
every day.


A tide
moving in the chest.


Air entering.
Air leaving.


Life
arriving
and departing
in small invisible waves.

But the wise ones
slow the rhythm.

They sit quietly
and listen
to the body remembering itself.


Inhale.
Exhale.
Inhale.
Exhale.


Because if life
is measured in breaths

then the slower
the lungs move

the longer
the story becomes.


And the strange truth is this—


the body has always known.


The lungs do not need instructions.


The heart does not need language.


They move
with the patience
of oceans.


Even the universe
seems to follow this pattern.

Expansion.


Release.


The long breathing
of everything.


Once
long before lungs existed


the universe itself
burst outward


matter rushing into space
like air
filling a chest.


Galaxies scattering
through darkness.


Stars igniting.


Light traveling
for billions of years
through the great inhale
of creation.


And now


here you are.


A body
in a quiet room somewhere
doing the same ancient work.


Inhale.


Exhale.


The lungs opening.


The lungs closing.


The invisible
entering the blood.


The quiet agreement
between body
and world.


Breath
after breath
after breath.


Every one of them


a small beginning.








  
  
  Morning Air

  
  




The door opens
and the morning is already waiting.


Cool air
enters the lungs
before the mind has fully arrived.


The sky is pale
with the slow work of light.


Somewhere
a bird has begun
its small declaration of morning.


The streets are quiet.


Even the houses
seem to be breathing
more slowly
than they will later.


The lungs notice first.


They open
wider than they did all night.


The ribs lift
without instruction.


Air moves inward
clear
uncomplicated
cold enough to feel alive.


The body takes it
as if remembering something
old.


Inhale.


The chest rises
like a door
swinging open.


Exhale.


The air leaves
softly
carrying the last fragments
of sleep.


Nothing dramatic happens.


No revelation.
No sudden clarity.


Only the simple agreement
between body
and world.


Air enters.


Air leaves.


The quiet machinery
of being alive
continues.


In the distance
a car passes.


Another bird answers
the first.


Light spreads slowly
across the edges
of roofs and trees.


The day
is beginning
in small increments.


But here
in this early hour
there is still space
between things.


Space
in the streets.


Space
in the sky.


Space
inside the lungs.


Another breath.


Cool air
touching the back of the throat.


The chest widening
slightly more
than the last.


It is strange
how easily the body does this.


How faithfully
the lungs continue their work
through the long hours of sleep.


All night
they lifted and fell
in the dark.


Air arriving.
Air leaving.


The steady tide
of breath
moving through the ribs.


Now the morning
enters the same way.


Quietly.


Without announcement.


The lungs accept it.


The ribs open
like windows.


Somewhere
the first door of the day
closes.


Footsteps appear
on the sidewalk.


A dog shakes
the sleep from its fur.


The world is beginning
to move.


But the breath
remains steady.


Inhale.


Exhale.


The body
remembering its rhythm.


Morning air
fills the lungs
as if it had been waiting there
all night.


Cool
and generous.


The body receives it
without question.


Another breath.


And another.


The ribs widening
just enough
to hold the day.


Because every morning
begins this way—


the body
opening itself again
to the invisible.


Air entering.


Life
quietly
continuing.
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