
Being and Becoming 
By Glenn Currier 

 
To my left and to my right 
no simplicity 
no unity 
no being 
being is becoming 
being is fluid 
being is the mountain stream 
being is the sun reflecting  
on the multiplicity  
of the tumult down the mountain 
movement makes the water pure 
stillness is stagnation, deterioration. 
The rush of the stream 
cleanses the rocks 
fills the water with live-giving air. 
 
But the plants grow on the banks, 
on solid ground 
fed by the water 
which has seeped through to their roots. 
Life is order 
life is process 
being is the rushing waters 
life is both 
confusion 
and order 
patterns bring unity 
only now is a time of change 
conflict 
movement 
confusion. 

 
Now there is not unity it seems 
but the stream flows between its banks. 
It has as its restraints the land 
through which it cuts. 
It has a bedrock. 
I am on the surface 
being jostled as an errant cork or a leaf. 
I will catch on to something for a while 
but will be wrestled free again. 
Enjoy the process, the freedom 
let yourself soar 
swim freely. 
 
So many stimuli around 
where do I go? 
What do I do? 
What do I read? 
Who am I? 
 
Being in society  
being of society 
knowing who I am 
knowing what I want 
I am a process. 
I am chaos. 
I have no unity. 
I am confusion. 
Too many things to do 
from which to choose. 

 
Author’s Note: This poem was obviously written at a time in my life in which I was searching for an identity, for 
something to hold onto while realizing that I was changing and that was ok.  I remember long periods from 1965 through 
the mid seventies in which I was insecure and unsure of what or who I was meant to be. Even now as I recall that season, 
I feel tense. In retrospect now in 2020 I see that my much later diagnosis with Attention Deficit Disorder gives a good 
causal explanation for my state of mind especially during this period of change. I was definitely familiar with and 
remembered studying the Greek philosopher Heraclitus whose thesis was: being is becoming. I identified with his thinking 
a great deal, as indicated in this poem. 
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