Become, Un-Become & Vow To
Never Stop — Refuse To Go
Back To A Recognisable You
By Shannon Crossman
“While one’s heart is being transformed into a little world,
one wants to be alone.”
— Kahlil Gibran
Creation Is Often Solitary Work
A world blooms in the center of my chest. Entire oceans
churning and masses of land being pushed to the surface.
Volcanic eruptions. Continental shifts and divides. Watery
beasts crawling onto dry land. Morphing shapes. Discovering
sound. Learning to recognize the beating rhythm of their own
heart. The sheer effort of this is why I feel the pull to
sequester. Drift away. Sort myself out from the flotsam and
jetsam of daily living. Creation is stirring inside. Raising
her shaggy head. Shaking the dust of sleep from her lids.
Curling long vicious fingers around the edges of things and
ripping.
So much is clattering to the floor these days. Slipping away.
Crashing and splintering into a kaleidoscope of fractured
bits. I used to try to glue them back together. Desperately
scrambling. Trying to find how one piece fit into the next and
the next. So that I could rebuild the picture of what had
been. But, I am over that now. Let things lie where the land.
Step over and around the debris. Slither naked and new into
what’s next.
Alone is the epicenter of my heart these days. Shaking and
screaming and pleading to be left in solitude and silence.
With nothing but the contents of my own Self for company. I

would narrow and narrow. Push through the tiniest slice of an
opening. Just so I can emerge on the other side into the vast
unknown of who I might be.
There are so many things I still do not know about myself.
Even after 47 years tromping around in this skin suit. I think
I will die with entire continents of Self unexplored. Dark,
uninhabited places where creatures have taken over the
landscape. Claimed that bit of world for themselves. No humanprint permitted. I am resigned to this truth. And yet, I would
know what is knowable. Hence the sloughing off of skins over
and over again. This new refusal to reassemble into a
recognizable shape – to make myself comfortable, to make
anyone else comfortable.
Stability is a thing I have chased my whole life. Fell face
first into the sinkhole of security. An elusive horse upon
which no rider can remain seated. Striving to be secure caused
me acres of grief. Now, as tectonic plates of self-hood
collide and quake and rend themselves to pieces, some new holy
demands freedom. The way oceans rise up and defeat everything
known to civilization. An unstoppable force. This is how it
is. How I am. Who I hope to become in the unbecoming. Security
be damned.
A world blooms in the center of my chest. Alone tattooed
across the firmament of it. Rooted deep down into the fiery
middle. In order to unfurl this a bit more, to find the new
threads, to stitch myself into the next shape and the next, I
must let go.
I cannot do this in the presence of you. Or any other. This is
solitary work. Quiet. Intense. Impossible work. No one can
follow me here. I will not allow it. Tack up no trespassing
signs everywhere. Enter at your own peril. Do not expect to be
admitted. Do not expect to return unscathed should you venture
here uninvited.

In this state, everything about me is liquid fire. Melting.
Molten. Not yet shaped. Becoming and becoming. Yes, it will
churn seas and form mountains shifting the topography of my
interior forever. Yes, it will be an impermanent thing. As was
the last world made and the one before that and the one that
comes after this new thing.
Alone is the epicenter of my heart. Beating. Rabbit fast and
quiet. Today, it is soft and tender. But soon, oh loves, soon,
a roar that reverberates across the heavens will rip through
this place. Wisdom rising up from wells I cannot know or name.
Only surrender to. Carry home on the back of my tongue to
spill into the world like holy fire. Burning away all the
dross. I am coming. Becoming. Unbecoming. And I vow to never
ever stop.
For more self-study, The Urban Howl recommends The Universe
Has Your Back: Transform Fear to Faith

.

Sip a little more from Shannon’s magic:
Residing At The Intersection Of Love And Anger
When A Wild Heart Calls You Home
At The Edge Of A Breakdown: The Beloved Self
Awaits The First Glimpse Of Wakefulness
Rise Fragile, Fierce Woman
Love: Cross Your Courageous Ass Over The
Threshold
Lost Girls Are Forever Finding Themselves
Show Me How You Get Back Up — Reveal Your
Glitter & Grit

Burn It All Down & Rise: The Magic Of An
Awakening Woman
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