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Editorˇs Note

This chapbook was born out of a desire to give voice to something many of us go through, but few get to talk about: the silence surrounding chronic illness and disability. It is the silence borne when disease flare-ups disrupt our lives. The silence borne when doctors focus on symptoms rather than. The silence borne when friends who used to check in with us stop because we give them only complicated answers. The silence borne when society decided only the wealthy deserve care.€The writers in Chronic chose to break this silence.

Chronic illness is unpredictable, exhausting, political, and personal. The writers in this collection illustrate this. They write from their own experiences, showing how pain disrupts daily life, how illness changes memories and plans, and how getting a diagnosis is often a struggle. This is the reality of living with chronic illness: you exist within a body that doesnˇt always comply. And yet still, chronic illness and disability are not just medical issues but also political issues that exemplify how power and inequality manifest in relation to receiving or not receiving care.  











 













 













 



 





 





 













The pieces in this chapbook show the impact of ableism in relation to work, community, and care, as well as relationships between disability and gender, class, race, queerness, and the legacy of eugenics.

At its core, Chronic is about saying: I exist. I am still here. It was an honour to create this chapbook, and I thank every contributor for sharing their work with us. To every reader, I hope you approach these poems with honesty and care.



                            � Yvonne Wabai.(                                 Editor, Chronic
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Hauwa Saleh Abubakar | Three Poems 
An Insiderˇs Manual 
To Survival 





You count your breaths 
afraid to draw in for too long. 
This energy is too sacred, 
one wrong move and youˇre 
buried inside your own body. 
There must be a name for a body
that sacrifices itself to survive� 
a snake eating its own tail. 
So you bend your knees into submission, 
you stop your hands from reaching too far, 
you deny your back the right to stretch� 
there is too much to lose in every breath. 
To not call upon your bodyˇs rage, 
you gather everything you are 
and salvage it for a future that may never come. 
You canˇt give up everything for today, 
while tomorrow still breathes down your neck.
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Hauwa Saleh Abubakar | Three Poems 
Everything The World 
Owes Me





They said: 
donˇt go around saying the world owes you a living, 
it was here first. 

Then 
it should have swallowed back every grain of sand 
when I came into it. 
It should have reabsorbed 
every drop of water in the oceans. 
It should have cut down its trees 
or burned them down to the roots. 
It should have unpainted the skies and 
left them empty and wanting. 
It should have done everything in its power
to let me know 
I am unwelcome here. 

It shouldnˇt have given me things and people to love. 
It shouldnˇt have let me belong to anything in it. 

The world owes me a living and belonging,
because when I slipped into it,
covered in blood, 
its warm air wrapped itself around me 
and whispered: 
welcome home.









   





 









  























Chronic | 3



Chapbook | Yvonne



They said: donˇt go around saying the world owes you a living, 
it was here first.







They said: donˇt go around saying the world owes you a living, 
it was here first.







Hauwa Saleh Abubakar | Three Poems 
I Want To Write Poems About Other Things





describe the eyes of everyone I love 
and my favourite things about them. 
I want to write about the tenderness of being human, 
how the sky in all its stages pulls my spirit into the light. 
I want to write about all the fictional people Iˇve grown to love, 
describe each K-drama character 
and tell you what about them melts me from the inside. 
I want to fill each page with every single encounter that reminds me of 
what it means to live without a noose around my neck.  





  









 



   







But when I put pen to paper, 
the eyes of everyone I love disappear. 
The voices remind me of how I make a living by writing about people 
who describe to me exactly the way they come undone 
and everything they have lost.
The news reminds me that I am a piece of wood in a burning world 
and I am just a step away from becoming ashes. 

The voices remind me of yet another hospital visit 
and once again, I find everything I am 
flushing itself into the void of a hospital 
and I am again reminded that everything I am could be taken away 
If I let this sickness consume me.
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Someone told me I have lost a lot to this pain 
but I have not lost the thing that makes me whole. 
That I can still tell a joke while breaking a bone 
and find my way up the highest mountain. 
That when they saw pictures of my past 
they saw me as I am now. 
That I havenˇt lost the things that matter. 
But I am not sure if I still belong to what was 
and my limbs are bruised and tired from the climb. 
My lips do not have the privilege to stay upturned for too long. 
Is an image mine if it belongs to everyone else but me?

They say we should write about the good times, 
but my pages have been filled with all the things that forced me to become. 
I want to write about the good times, 
but which safe space will I run to 
when my journal is burning
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with everything the world tries 
to force me into being? 
I write poems that break me 
so I can stay whole. 
Because when I am not listening to the voices 
I rest every single time a kind hand reaches me from the other side. I take a walk outside and fill my gallery with sky pictures 
and all the things that moved me 
hoping they can hold me on days the world cannot afford to hold me. 
I let my friends roast me back into existence 
a simple prayer bringing me back into life 
and I remember I do not have to write about the good times 
to prove that I exist in their bosom. 
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