
The Shape Becoming Takes 
 
We are always becoming. 
 
Even when we think 
we are standing still. 
 
A child becomes 
a stranger to the child 
they once were. 
A son becomes 
a father. 
A daughter becomes 
the person 
her mother once was. 
 
A life changes 
one small thing 
at a time. 
 
We don't usually notice. 
 
There is no music 
when it happens. 
No door opens. 
No voice says, 
This is who 
you are now. 
 
It happens quietly. 
 
In the things 
we stop explaining. 
In the things 
we finally understand. 
 
In the apology 
we once thought 
we were owed 
and no longer need. 
 
In the question 
we used to ask 
and have finally 
learned to live without. 



 
Sometimes becoming 
is losing something 
we thought we needed 
to remain ourselves. 
 
A certainty. 
A role. 
 
A version of the story 
we had been telling 
for so long 
we forgot 
we were the one 
telling it. 
 
Sometimes it is 
discovering 
that the person 
we were trying 
so hard to become 
 
was never 
the person 
we needed to be. 
 
There are people 
who change us 
without knowing it. 
A teacher. 
A friend. 
A child. 
 
Someone we loved. 
Someone we lost. 
 
They leave something behind. 
Not instructions. 
Not answers. 
 
Just a mark. 
And we carry it forward. 
We become 
because of them. 
 



But not only 
because of them. 
 
We become because we keep choosing. 
A different word. 
A different silence. 
A different way  
of holding someone 
when they are hurting. 
 
A different way 
of holding ourselves. 
 
Maybe that is 
the hardest part 
to understand. 
 
We are not finished 
just because 
something ended. 
 
The marriage ends. 
The childhood ends. 
The season ends. 
The life ends. 
 
But we do not. 
 
Something continues. 
 
Not unchanged. 
Not untouched. 
 
But moving. 
Learning. 
Making room. 
 
And perhaps 
that is what becoming is: 
not leaving 
who we were behind, 
but learning 
how to carry 
more of ourselves. 
 



The child. 
The parent. 
The person 
we thought we would be. 
 
The person we became instead. 
 
The ones who taught us 
how to love. 
The ones who taught us 
what love 
could cost. 
 
The ones 
we could not save. 
The ones 
we still carry. 
 
All of them 
somehow 
inside the same body. 
 
We are not one finished thing. 
 
We are a collection 
of moments 
still becoming 
a life. 
 
And maybe there is no final shape. 
 
Maybe the shape is the changing. 
The reaching. 
The making room. 
 
The becoming. 
 
Even now. 
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