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Prologue - The Becoming Of A Pink Star
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I didn't always know who I was.

All I knew was that something in me felt different-fragmented, yet full of quiet strength. There were moments I didn't feel seen.......Moments I carried more than I knew how to name. But somehow, even in the heaviness, I kept going.

Life didn't unfold in a straight line.

It came in waves-some gentle, some breaking me open.

Love came, and some walked away. People stayed, and some walked away. But through it all, a voice within whispered, "you are not lost. You are becoming".

Like a pink star formed under quiet pressure, I've become - softly, silently, in my own time.

This isn't just a story. It's a return.

To Self.

To Light.

To Home.

“You are not broken. You are becoming.”- Patricia Kpogoh 

❧DEDICATION

To the ones who shaped me-

In love, in pain, in silence, in presence.

To my mother,

Who stood when the world expected her to fall,

Who held us when she had no one to hold her?

To my Siblings- my mirrors, my soul companions.

Especially my brother,

The First man I ever loved,

Before I knew what love even meant.

To the ones who broke me,

You didn't just leave wounds

You left wisdom.

And to those who tried to love me,

Even when I didn't yet know how to receive it

-
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Thank you for meeting me where I was.

And finally....

To You, reading this,

Walking your own path through pieces-

This book is a reminder that you're not alone.

You are becoming

In the most sacred, starlit way.

A LETTER TO YOU, Dear Reader

If you found this book, maybe a part of you is searching-

For meaning, for healing, for Home........

Or maybe, just maybe, for a piece of yourself you forgot how to hold.

I don't know the details of your story,

But I know what it feels like to be cracked open by life.

To wonder if love will stay. To carry questions no one else can answer.

To walk through healing that doesn't always look like light.

This book is not here to tell you who to be.

It's not a guidebook.

It's a mirror.

A soft place for your soul to land.

A space where the messy, magical, painful,

and sacred parts of becoming all exist without shame

As you turn these pages, know this:

You are not too late.

You are not behind.

You are not broken.

You are becoming

And your becoming is divine.

With all my love

pinkTriss
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❧Chapter 1: When The Sky Cracked
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"The absence of love only taught me how to become love for myself." — Patricia Kpogoh

I was around four when I felt what it

meant to be left behind.

Too young to name it,

too aware to forget it.

He didn't slam a door.
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Could the love you craved for be the love you were born to become?

What if the pieces you're trying to fix were never broken- but your
becoming? :

Becoming in Pieces

PATRICIA KPOGOH
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