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“The Starlight She Becomes is a beautiful collection of transformation and acceptance. Parker’s words are drenched with honesty and care. A much needed celebration of being trans and reminder of what we’re fighting for and how worth the fight it is. This book made me want to grab a coffee with Parker and give her a hug.”


 —  MICHAELA ANGEMEER


author of Please Look into the Mirror


“A beautifully vulnerable metamorphosis, Parker Lee masterfully guides us through her most authentic work to date.”


 —  ALEX ANDRINA


author of Between Scylla & Charybdis


“A celestial journey that will take you through galaxies of self-discovery, gender identity, & sapphic romance. Parker Lee has become an expert at balancing beauty with brutal honesty, & she has once again proven herself to be an essential voice of the millennial generation.”


 —  AMANDA LOVELACE


author of she followed the moon back to herself
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the starlight she becomes contains sensitive material relating to the following topics:


anxiety and depression, alcohol abuse, death, disordered eating, gender dysphoria, queerphobia, the covid-19 pandemic, passive suicidal ideation, and potentially more.


Please remember to practice self-care before, during, and after reading.


Copyright © 2025 Parker Lee


Cover illustration © 2025 Amber Liu


Interior Design © 2025 Central Avenue Marketing


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fi ctitiously and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.


Published by Central Avenue Poetry, an imprint of Central Avenue Marketing Ltd. centralavenuepublishing.com


the starlight she becomes


Trade Paperback: 978-1-77168-414-9


Epub: 978-1-77168-415-6


Published in Canada


1. POETRY / LGBT 2. POETRY / Themes & Subjects - Inspiration


1 3 5 7 9 10 8 6 4 2




[image: central avenue]
















for


every version


of myself


that has ever


and will ever


exist.














Dear Reader,


This book has probably been the most difficult one for me to write thus far. After I turned in the manuscript for my book coffee days whiskey nights in January of 2020, I immediately began working on the next one. Up until that point, I had been consistent in releasing at least one book a year, and I had no intention of breaking that trend, but I found myself very lost as to what I wanted this book to become. A few months later, the COVID-19 pandemic hit, and needless to say, it didn’t make writing any easier.


I think it goes without saying that the pandemic changed all of us collectively, and this book is a direct result of the transformation I went through over the last four, nearly five years. With that said, it’s important to note that while this book does contain poems that directly reference the pandemic, I didn’t want this to be a book about the pandemic. Instead, it’s a book about not just surviving, but thriving. It’s a book about overcoming and becoming. And it’s a book about trans joy and sapphic love.


Thank you so much for reading, and for coming on this journey with me.


With love and starlight,


Parker
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it’s me, but better



it’s 6:00 am


and i am up before the sun.


i’ve rebranded myself


a morning person, you see.


i even have a routine now:


wake up


make coffee


do yoga


meditate


write


that’s where i always get stuck.


i’m in a better place now,


and inspiration isn’t always easy


to come by when you’ve stopped


being your own worst enemy.


i think about reopening the scars


i have from the last time i bled


myself dry in the name of “art,”


but that’s not me anymore.


no more resurrecting the past


and giving it new life on paper.


what’s dead will remain buried,


while i focus on living for a change.















don’t call it an exorcism



it feels good to finally be in control


of my own life again. i’ve been on autopilot


for two years while my demons took my body


out on a road trip through every city my issues


call home. at least, that’s the metaphor i would’ve


used had i not done so much work on myself.


because as hard as it is to admit, that self-destructive


being isn’t some otherworldly entity pulling my strings,


but a living, breathing part of who i am at my core.


i needed to understand that before i could ever think


of coming back to myself. i needed to acknowledge


my shadow instead of pretending it doesn’t exist.


i needed to understand it to understand myself.


i needed to learn how to walk side by side with it,


because try as you might, there’s no outrunning


the very thing that lives inside of you.















pocket-sized rebellion



i once wrote about how i wouldn’t put myself in a box to meet another’s expectations, but all i’ve done is taken myself out of a metaphorical box and put myself into a digital one, curating myself like an influencer’s social media feed. branding myself for double-taps to beat an algorithm that casts judgement as harshly as any human, breaking myself down into bytesized pieces to make my highly-debated trans existence more digestible for everyone. but i’m so much more than can be confined to a 1080 x 1080 square, so i’m taking a step back and giving myself permission to do exactly what i’ve spent the last three years preaching about:
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