

    
        
          Echoes of Becoming

        

        
        
          Alex Telman

        

        
          Published by Alex Telman, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      ECHOES OF BECOMING

    

    
      First edition. April 28, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Alex Telman.

    

    
    
      Written by Alex Telman.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Introduction: Echoes of Becoming

The Quiet Before Change

The Threshold

The Heaviness of What’s Lost, The Seed of What’s to Come

Through the Void

Roots

The Quiet Storm

The Weight of Expectations

Breaking Free

Breaking Free from the Past

Breaking Free

Loneliness vs. Solitude

Solitude

Fear vs. Courage

Courage

Doubt and Faith

Faith

Quiet Strength

Resilience in Silence

The Fear of Letting Go

Release

The Journey to Self-Acceptance

Becoming Whole

Rebirth and Transformation

Emergence

The Power of Small Moments

In the Quiet of the Moment

Embracing Change

The Path of Change

The Cost of Growth

The Weight of Becoming

Self-Doubt vs. Self-Confidence

The Journey to Confidence

Healing from Heartbreak

The Path to Healing

The Quiet Rebellion

The Quiet Rebellion 2

Forgiveness and Freedom

Forgiveness and Freedom 2

Finding Your Voice

Finding Your Voice 2

The Unseen Battles

The Unseen Battles 2

The Quiet Ache

The Deepening 1

The Sting of Not Fitting In

A Journey Toward Self-Acceptance

The Tight Rope

The Deepening 2

The Quiet Moments

The Journey Through Loss

A Flicker in the Dark

Through the Chasm

The Wait

The Slow Bloom

The Struggle

The Flow

The Fear of the Heart

The Deepening 3

The Silent Weight

The Deepening 4

The Tightened Grip

The Deepening 5

The Bitter-Sweetness

The Deepening 6

About Alex Telman

Other Titles by Alex Telman

Sign up for Alex Telman's Mailing List

Further Reading: Awaken Your Inner Peace

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Introduction: Echoes of Becoming
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In every fleeting moment, we are becoming. It’s a quiet, often overlooked truth—transformation does not arrive with grand gestures or dramatic turns. Instead, it is woven in the subtleties: a thought that lingers just beyond our grasp, a choice made in the stillness of the early hours, a feeling that rises without warning. It’s in these small, almost imperceptible shifts that we unfold—revealing who we are, who we once were, and who we are still learning to become.

Echoes of Becoming is an invitation to explore this delicate, ongoing process of change. This collection does not promise easy answers or neatly wrapped conclusions. Rather, it calls you to sit with the discomfort, the quiet strength, and the grace that lie in the journey itself. Here, you will find poems that trace the edges of heartbreak, hope, reinvention, and release. It is a celebration of those unspoken moments—those whispers of growth—that shape us even when we are unaware.

The structure of Echoes of Becoming mirrors the complexity of transformation, combining two forms: the short, meditative poem and the expansive narrative. These elements work in harmony, reflecting both the inner and outer aspects of change.

The short poems capture emotion in its rawest, most distilled form. They are intimate and unadorned, speaking directly to the heart—simple truths we carry within us, though we may never fully express them. These poems are the quiet whispers of your own soul, the unvoiced feelings that shape your every breath.

The narrative poems open these emotions into a broader landscape. They tell stories—vivid, tender, and real—that illustrate how transformation unfolds in the world around us and within us. Where the short poems grasp at feelings, the narratives give them flesh and voice. They invite you into the messy, beautiful reality of becoming, showing the evolution of the self in action, in relationships, and in the world.

After each pairing of poems, you will find an explanation—offering insight into the themes, emotions, and journey behind the poems. These reflections help to deepen the understanding of the personal growth and change explored in the verses, giving you space to contemplate the connections between each poem and its wider implications for life and transformation.

As you journey through these pages, you may notice echoes—repeated themes, familiar emotions—appearing again and again, in different forms. These echoes are intentional. Transformation is never linear. It is cyclical, a dance of revisiting the same questions, struggles, and revelations, all while drawing closer to who we are meant to be. In these echoes, we discover the deepest truths about ourselves—resonating in new ways as we grow and change.

Echoes of Becoming is a tribute to the quiet power of transformation—how it moves beneath the surface, ripples outward, and leaves its mark, even if we can’t always see it. Each word, every line in this collection, is an invitation to listen—to hear the echoes of your own becoming, to feel the changes within, and to honor the path that brought you here.
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The Quiet Before Change
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In the hush before a breath is drawn,
A silence where no sound dares to belong,
The heart beats soft in a still river's tide,
Waiting for the world to collide.

––––––––
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THE SPACE BETWEEN THE thought and the word,
A pause so deep, you can almost hear
The weight of choice, heavy but blurred,
Each path ahead both far and near.

––––––––
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WHAT WAITS BEHIND THAT quiet door,
Is it joy, is it sorrow, or something more?
The mind, a flutter, a trembling leaf,
Clings to the moment, uncertain, brief.

––––––––
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IN THIS STILLNESS, time holds its breath,
The past lingers like a whispered death,
And yet the future spins its thread,
A promise of life, or one misled.

––––––––
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THE QUIET BEFORE THE storm's release,
Is a prayer, a question, a moment of peace,
The universe bends to what’s unknown,
As the soul stands still, yet fully grown.
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The Threshold
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At the edge, where shadows blur the line,
A figure stands, unsure but poised,
Between the past that once was mine
And the future I’ve yet to voice.

––––––––
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THE WIND WHISPERS SOFT across the skin,
A moment like this, a space in time,
I feel the pull, the ache within,
A call to leap, a call to climb.

––––––––
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BEHIND ME, MEMORIES stretch like chains,
Familiar, heavy, and laced with fears,
Each step forward feels like pain,
Yet, each step pulls me to what appears.

––––––––
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THE FACE I WORE ONCE now feels strange,
A mask I’ve shed without regret,
But in the mirror, I see the range,
Of choices waiting, each a threat.

––––––––
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MY HANDS SHAKE, AS if unsure
If this moment is mine to claim,
The ground beneath me feels too pure,
And yet, the world is calling my name.

––––––––
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I THINK OF ALL I’VE built, all lost,
The loves that left, the dreams that died,
Yet in this silence, I see the cost—
Is change a curse, or a gift denied?

––––––––
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THE HOURS STRETCH, an endless thread,
Each second suspended, raw, undone,
I fear the future’s silent dread,
And yet, I fear not moving on.

––––––––
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THE WORLD BELOW WAITS to collide,
The unknown steps I must take alone,
The final choice that I must decide,
To stand still, or to be unknown.

––––––––
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IN THIS QUIET, ALL is still,
No wind, no whisper, no gentle sound,
The weight of time is pressing, still,
My feet remain on solid ground.

––––––––
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I FEEL THE PULL OF who I’ve been,
The love I lost, the pain I knew,
The yearning to start again,
To rise from ashes, to begin anew.

––––––––
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BUT CHANGE, LIKE FIRE, burns too bright,
Can I withstand its heated flame?
Can I embrace the endless night,
Or am I too afraid to claim my name?

––––––––
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I STAND HERE—FROZEN, yet so near,
The edge that calls me, pulls me close,
But is the leap a path to fear,
Or freedom that I’ll never know?

––––––––
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THE WIND PICKS UP, my heart beats loud,
The quiet once held is now undone,
A storm that rises, swift and proud,
And yet, the moment has just begun.

––––––––
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SO HERE I STAND, BETWEEN the door,
Between what was, and what could be,
The quiet before the final roar,
I take the step—I set myself free.

––––––––
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EXPLANATION OF THE Pairing:

The pairing of these two poems—"The Quiet Before Change” and “The Threshold”—captures the pivotal moment of transition in a person’s life. The short poem encapsulates the emotional stillness that precedes a decision, focusing on the weight of uncertainty and the silence that wraps itself around us when we stand at a crossroads. It explores the space between action and inaction, emphasizing the quiet tension of waiting.

The long narrative poem, “The Threshold”, deepens this theme by introducing a character who stands at the precipice of a life-altering decision. The poem brings to life the internal struggle of leaving behind the past and embracing an unknown future. The emotional tension, fear, and longing expressed in the short poem are mirrored in the long poem, which explores the complexities of making a choice when the path forward is both daunting and promising.

Together, the pairing illustrates the universal experience of standing at the threshold of change—caught between who we were and who we could become. The short poem’s contemplative tone contrasts with the long poem’s dynamic exploration of decision-making, highlighting the internal shift from quiet contemplation to bold action.
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The Heaviness of What’s Lost, The Seed of What’s to Come
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The weight of loss, like stone, is pressed
Into the chest, a constant guest,
Each breath a struggle, slow and deep,
Where once was joy, now shadows creep.

––––––––
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WHAT ONCE WAS WHOLE now breaks apart,
A fractured soul, a shattered heart.
The world feels vast, a hollowed space,
As time ticks by, a bitter chase.

––––––––
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YET IN THE QUIET, SMALL and slight,
A flicker stirs within the night—
A seed, unspoken, buried deep,
A promise sown in fields of grief.

––––––––
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WHAT’S GONE IS GONE, and yet we stand,
In silent mourning, hand in hand.
For though the earth may seem to weep,
In time, new roots beneath will sleep.

––––––––
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THE WEIGHT WILL LIFT, though not today,
For loss must bend the heart, and sway.
But in its wake, a strength will rise,
A quiet power, unseen, belies.

––––––––
[image: image]


FOR EVEN AS THE DARKNESS falls,
A tender bud will break these walls—
The heaviness, the dark despair,
Becomes the soil where we repair.
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Through the Void
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The day you left, the sun did hide,
As though the world could not abide,
A sorrow deep, a chasm wide,
A hole where once you stood beside.

––––––––
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I HEAR YOUR VOICE WITHIN the wind,
The echo of where we had been—
Yet all that’s left is empty space,
The shadow of your gentle face.

––––––––
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I REACH FOR YOU IN every room,
But all I grasp is endless gloom,
A hollow ache within my chest,
A heart still pounding, but not blessed.

––––––––
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THE QUIET STRETCHES, long and cold,
And yet, it tells a story bold—
For in the ache, the grief, the tear,
A seed of strength begins to appear.

––––––––
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AT FIRST, I FEAR IT’S just a dream,
A fleeting thought, a distant gleam,
But slowly, something starts to grow,
A power rising, deep and slow.

––––––––
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I STAND ALONE, YET not alone—
For though you’ve gone, I have been shown
A light within this endless night,
A quiet flame, a distant sight.

––––––––
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THE WEIGHT OF LOSS is still so near,
But with it comes a strange new fear—
The fear that I might never find
A path without you by my side.

––––––––
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BUT IN THIS PLACE OF dark and stone,
I find the strength to stand alone,
For something whispers through the pain:
I am not lost, but born again.

––––––––
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EACH TEAR I SHED IS not in vain,
For in the void, I break the chain—
The past still calls, but I have learned
That loss can lead to what’s returned.

––––––––
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IN EVERY CRACK, A LIGHT can break,
In every sorrow, something wakes—
A strength that blooms from deep inside,
A force that nothing can divide.

––––––––
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THE DARK, ONCE HEAVY, now gives way
To something brighter, born of day—
The void you left, now filled with me,
A self reborn, a soul set free.

––––––––
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I CARRY YOU, BUT I stand tall,
For in my heart, I’ve heard the call—
To rise again, to face the sun,
For what is lost has just begun.

––––––––
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THROUGH THIS DARK AND tender ache,
A new life rises, free from fate.
I walk the path that now is mine,
Through loss, I bloom, through grief, I shine.

––––––––
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EXPLANATION OF THE Pairing:

The pairing of “The Heaviness of What’s Lost, The Seed of What’s to Come” and “Through the Void” explores the transformative power of loss and the quiet strength that can arise from it. The short poem sets the emotional tone of the journey, capturing the depth of sorrow and the faint glimmer of hope that lingers even in the darkest moments. It reflects the emotional heaviness of what has been lost, but also hints at the possibility of renewal, symbolized by the "seed" planted in the soil of grief.

The long poem, “Through the Void”, delves deeper into this theme by narrating the personal experience of mourning and finding new strength through the pain. The character in the narrative initially feels overwhelmed by the void left by
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