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The fig does not rush to ripen.

It lives its season.

— O.B.O.
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Dedication

For the ones

becoming in the dark.

You are seen.

You are becoming still.
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Field Notes for the Becoming Self

I didn’t set out to write a book.

I set out to listen

to the quiet corners of my own voice,

to the lives unfolding around me,

to the wisdom buried in ordinary days.

Then came the learning

in fragments, in flashes,

in failure, in movement,

in the still moments where growth happens silently.

And then,

came the living.

Not as a conclusion,

but as a becoming.

Slow, uneven, beautifully unfinished.

This book is not a manual.

It’s not a path lined with certainty.

It is a collection of field notes 

observations, reflections, moments caught mid-flight

from a life that is still learning how to live.

The fig tree, like this journey, is rooted and reaching.

Sacred and ordinary.

A witness to seasons, shadows, and sun.

So I offer you these pages not as truths,

but as invitations.

To listen.

To learn.

To live —

without punctuation.

Welcome to the becoming.

– Omondi Brian Ouma
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Epigraph


"The fig does not rush to ripen.

It lives its season."

— O.B.O.
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Author's Note
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Listen. Learn. Live — three simple words. Three essential movements of becoming.

To listen is to pause.

To learn is to reflect.

But to live — truly live — is to step forward without closure, to embrace the unfinished, the evolving, the open road.

Listen.

To the whisper between noise 

the soft voice of knowing before knowing.

Learn.

Let the stillness teach you 

every mistake, every echo, every flame.

Live

Not with a full stop 

but with breath, motion,

an open door.

You may notice the final word carries no punctuation. That choice was deliberate.

This book holds fragments, field notes,

ink from the in-between.

They are not instructions,

They are invitations.

To pause.

To gather.

To begin again.

This book is a gathering of field notes from that journey — mine and maybe yours too. Notes not of arrival, but of becoming.

May these pages invite you to listen more deeply, learn more freely, and live — fully, openly, endlessly.
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SECTION I — LISTEN
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JANUARY 7, 2023

There was a day the wind did not pass,

It only paused by the shape of your body

leaning into the ache of not knowing.

You swore the silence was empty,

but something older than language

was pressing its lips to your skin.

Not words, not roar,

but the way dust gathers in the corner of a room

when no one is looking.

Even that carries story.

You had to leave the room

before you realized it was your own breath you were hearing.

––––––––
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FEBRUARY 2, 2023

You once mistook quiet for peace

but the walls knew better.

They wore the fingerprints of arguments

no longer recalled by mouth.

A floorboard creaked without provocation.

The kettle hissed like a serpent with secrets.

You were learning: stillness has teeth.

That day, instead of praying,

you listened to the dust.

It told you stories

your ancestors never dared to speak.

You swept the floor

with your bare hands.

May 11, 2023

You kept returning to that park bench,

beneath the stubborn flame tree

with its reckless, shedding heart.

You sat like a question mark,

curved around loss you hadn’t named yet.

Then a crow, half-winged,

landed beside you

and said nothing.

That silence became your first mentor.

Later, someone would ask

how you learned to stay.

And you’d answer:

"I once watched a broken bird listen to the wind

and still choose flight."

August 30, 2023

That night, you wrote your name backwards

in the condensation on a taxi window,

as if to see what it had always meant

beneath the spell of letters.

The driver spoke in fragments,

none of them made sense,

but your bones understood.

“Some songs,” he said, “never leave the throat.”

You knew then you had one too.

You stopped at a place

with no signboard and asked for nothing.

The sky blinked twice

and kept its answer.

November 3, 2023

Your left ear itched for three days,

someone was calling you

in a language the world had forgotten

but your cells remembered.

You dipped your face in riverwater

and something in you wept.

Not of sadness. Not of joy.

Just recognition.

You tried to speak it aloud

but every vowel

turned to wind.

That’s when you learned

not everything meant to be heard

has a sound.

September 12, 2023

You saw a boy tracing circles

in the dust outside your window.

He didn't utter a word. 

Just spirals.

Just the insistence of movement.

When you opened the door, he was gone.

But the circle remained.

And you stepped into it.

The wind did not welcome you.

Nor did it resist.

It simply changed shape

to match the rhythm of your breath.

Some lessons do not arrive.

They wear the shape of your presence. 

March 4, 2023

Your childhood friend reappeared in a dream,

his voice ten years younger than his eyes.

He told you the truth about the moon

and then vanished mid-sentence.

You woke with your heart

sitting in the corner of the room.

You were not broken,

You were just a little more  rearranged.

The rest of the day,

you kept missing your own footsteps.

Turns out, some echoes lead you

into yourself.

June 19, 2023

The Moon has been watching.

It wasn't a whisper.

Not quite a shadow either.

The moon folded me into its breath

and said,

“Even what you refuse to name remembers you.”

I walked a full hour backwards,

not of nostalgia,

but to confuse the ache.

The wind wouldn’t hush.

It clapped like ancestral hands

pulling truth from my collar.

It’s strange what we mistake for silence

when the sky is actually mid-sentence.

April 11, 2023

Let the Clay Speak

Someone asked me if I pray.

I said, “Only when mud sticks to my fingers.”

There’s a holiness to shaping nothing

into something that can hold water.

Today the bowl cracked.

I didn’t fix it.

I just stared at it long enough

until it resembled my reflection.

What if breakage is a dialect

and I’ve only been fluent in denial?

The clay wants to be more than a vessel.

It wants to be forgiven.

It wants to be left unfinished.

So do I.

September 2, 2023

Unsent Letter 

Dear You-Who-Doesn’t-Remember-My-Name,

I didn’t come here for closure.

I came to see if the door still knew me.

It didn’t.

But the moths did.

They swirled around my ankles

as if to say:

“This is what forgetting sounds like.”

It’s beautiful in a feral kind of way.

I won’t lie 

I nearly called your old
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