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To the caretakers; the family members, lovers, strangers. To those who stitch our pieces back together through care. May we remember we are never whole without care.
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As a poet, I dream, unknowingly layering words in endless languages, building utopia with every letter.

I used to think I was only a novelist. Fantasy and creative nonfiction had poured out of me since I was 13. Now, I know better. I am a poet who sometimes writes poetic novels.

I wrote my first poem in this collection while sitting beside my sister during her most intense round of chemotherapy. It was her third out of a potential four rounds. The first two rounds resulted in ICU visits, but I wasn't there.

That January, living in Belfast, I knew something was wrong. It took me a few days to be able to name that she was not okay after round one. Sleep abandoned me for days, and as I stared at the full moon one night, I knew. I called my other sister and asked if she knew. She said she had posted on Facebook but had not heard from her. My sister contacted me a few days later, after leaving the ICU.

She asked me to come for round three. I flew over, quarantining in this COVID world, to be there - again.

Sitting by her side transported me back to when I was 17. I had watched loved ones die while chemo poured into their veins.

I saw everyone I loved dying then, as I did for years after 17.

I remained frozen in March 2021 for nearly two years.

The cancer cleared after that third round. A victory most of us did not expect.

Then, in June 2022, as I was about to visit her without the weight of cancer between us for the first time in years, the call came - it had metastasized. No chemo this time, only excruciating pain and surgery.

The floodgates opened, and these poems came through me, in this exact order, these exact words. Only the spelling has been modified. Nothing else.

This is the story of watching a loved one survive and die at the same time. It is not about my sister or me, or either of our outcomes. It is about witnessing.

I wrote this for the global majority - Trans, Muslim, disabled, and displaced Indigenous Folks who are not permitted to witness our loved ones. Instead, we are relegated to voices of our identities, as if we do not witness and experience our own cancer and death due to terminal illness. Or as if we do not love and that death is not a constant in our relationships.

These poems are love for every person whose story is erased in the guise of representing single identities.

This is for me, you, and everyone.

2025 Update

Three years have past since I sat in spaces that I now occupy to write these words. Much has changed as you can imagine. Three years is potentially multiple lifetimes for Stage 4 Cancer. Three years is potentially multiple lifetimes around family. Three years are multiple lifetimes in a world where genocide feeds off our family lines and sells us products in return. 

These poems are still largely unaltered, but I have also added a few poems to the beginning before the original poetry written more recently. My sister died July, 2025. She is home, and these words can now find their own home.
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​It Ends

July 2025
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I will not sugarcoat 

our relationship

now that you’ve gone 

we were messy 

we were loving 

we were family 

you were not a saint 

I am not a saint 

in between conflict, 

growth,

care, 

we lived 

may you finally

finally

rest
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she’s nearing the end now. 

she’d be in hospice if she wasn’t too fragile to be released from hospital. 

and all the stuff we thought might be problems have turned into problems.
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I told my best

friend that you’re

dying

she didn’t know

who you were 

no one currently

in my life

knew you

not even your

ghost

as if you

were never 

really here 

why is it

everyone I mourn

feels like a 

hallucination? 

no one there

to validate 

that they even

existed, let alone

that I loved

I’m tired

of mourning people

no one 

will ever know

about
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you were the

original poetry 

even that’s moved

on 
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