WAITING FOR YOU

NADIM SADAKA




EVERYTHING YOU THOUGHT YOU KNEW,
SHATTER IT IN TWO.

.’




breatl)e

you Promised me a city,
but gave me a fvi[[azge,
isn’t it such a pity?
for me to suffer such a Pi[[age.
you tooka[l my bumbled bands could carry,
and buried my broken bones in your dzm[) lit cewmeter).
you [eft in the middle of the m‘g/vt,
without the s[ig/vtest warning,
booked the furt/vest f[fgbt,
and [eft me in eternal mourning.
your presence no [onger [z‘ngers,
now tlvcztyour portrait bas been erased,
)ou’H no [onger fee[ 7)) fz‘ngers,
running down)our waist.
the g[are ofyour shadow,
trancing out the front door,
(s ammunition for m)y rusted crossbow,
to cry m)self to sleep and more.
_you tore my [ungs into two,

how am 1 supposed to breathe without you?



[ am a[one,

surrounded fgy pain that is fsomegrown.

p[agued with immense dread,

fmppz’ness bas no bome inside m) bhead.

the tainted wounds that colour the day darker,

stain my vision with the strengtb ofcz permanent marker.
I struggfe to see,

the nai[—[oftfng inconsistency,

of my re[ationsf:z’p with these trees,

the roots that beckon to aid me.

with strugg[e and Pczin,

and my tongue wmpped in ce[[opkane,

[ tore my pa[m with a thorn,

and watched the blood be born.

maybe there is peace to be found amongst the un/(’nown,
ma)be becmtifu[ tlsz’ngs could caress my cfvee/dpone.

at the coldest bour of the m’gbt,

wmpped in tbe arms Of tbe 0[61 oaktree,

I couldn’t belp but cry,

[ookup to the 5191,
and ask,




tbe 074!)’ SO?/!?ZCZ

alone in the cottage,
and it's bard to ac/@zowlec{ge,

the perpetua[ silence.

white sheets and dusted fmmes,

my passing wasn't my greatest pain,
it was the d@/ the door s[ammed,
it was the way my ears fe[t eterna[[) damaged.
it's the only sound that's stuck with me,

it's the on[) menory that's come with me.




beath and beather

@ beath and beather,

beld their world togetfaer.

when they danced into each other’s eyes,
their bearts glistened like a swarm of fireflies.
they kissed in the daylight,
laid amongst the sbrooms,
and fornicated in the moonlight,
surrounded by lovestruck_fumes.
when all bad been done,
and they looked up at the rising sun,
they turned a shade of strawberry.
embarrassed of what they bad become,
they fled to the forest.
they stashed away their rum and cannabis,
all the while [z’stening to the roaring voices of rqya[ anabsts,
mocking their forbidden love,
and dangerous touch.
beath and beather,
would die in the forest clearing,

tortured to deat}a éD} t})e voices Of tise serpents,

d?’ld Z'/?B MOC/QBU Of tbe roots berzeczt}) I'})B surfazce. @



[ddy 6"()8)‘g7'8€72

she was the lady evergreen,

=) fairer than the dar/@st of dreams.
ber [z'ps Projected a luminous g[a_w,

ber touch inﬂfcted a rooting averﬂaw.

all the inbabitants would blossom and spring,
and sway in the bjpnot-ic wind. £

she was the beiress that cammanded a” 1,




fractured (my beart is beavy)

['m bro/@n. I tore myse[ fto pieces; threw my fmgments onto
isolated beaches. 1 don't /Q«zow how it got this way; 1 guess my
beart bad enougb of bez‘ng an as/vtrcy for everyones cigarettes.
When 1 stare at myself in the mirror, 1 strugg[e to find who 1
need to be. [ gaze into the unknown and see visions of my
fmgments f[ocztt'ng in someones’ river. It frigbtens me; not
knowing what piece of me 1'll breakuext. My beart is bemgy
and tired ofwaitz’ng for)ou. Who? Me. I'm waiting for me to
fz’nd the truth. 1'm smndfng éy the wooden gates and waiting
for this pain to be erased; swept away fy the [anguczge of the
trees. 1'm fractured, but 1 want to be mended; 1 don't want to

be dBfBﬂCG[BS‘S anymore.



wi[dfz’re

I started a wildfire,
and listened to the trees burm‘ng tbroug/y the ozmp[z’fier.
the matches 1 stored in wy éczck Pocket,
the fadedportmit of us in my antique [ocket,
the czftertaste of comfort in my mouth,
the de[z’(gfat in seeing the trees burn all the way south.
their wkispers trz'ckfed into my mind,
the wood-carved syméo[s were the on[) sign,
enougk to tip me over the ea{ge,
for me to see my fmctured reﬂectfon in the river over the [edge.
the Peop[e of the trees promz‘sed to colour me in,
but bow can_you trace over spz'”ed sing
I needed to see the cmck[z’ng embers,
it was the on[) way for them to surrender,

fee[ grief for their crimes,

empty out their wasted faourg[ass ofa [z'fe.




speak_

I couldn’t speakwitbout my bands,

because 1 wouldn’t have been able to have described,
the freedom of my fz’ngers running tbrougb the sands,
and the dz’sgust ofpic/@'ng up the medication Prescribed.
I wrote in my journa[ that 1 was free,

but really,

I'm stuckwitk me.

at least 1 can spea/b

to the birds and the bees,

and the windowsill trees,

that extend their branches for me.




even z'fjou won't wait for me,

the trees cz[m;ys will,



died for)ou

I watched my body drift into the sea,
c[oal@d with moss,
and tattooed with tears from the strawberry tree.
[ was z'nfcztuated from the start,
but 1 should’ve listened to the false alarm,
/(_nown that this bond was everyt/ving but a workof art.

I fozmg myself out to dry,
but where were you in this faé[ed [uﬂab)?
I’d often bathe in a bath full of ice,

cmd remem[oer tfve mowment your [z’ps tczsted [z'ke sugar cmd spz’ce,

a mixture from anotber man 1 could never be.
I lied for you,
told m)se[fl Was e've;yrbing I wanted to be,
when in reaz[igy,
I was crippfed on the z'nsz'de,
crying for d@[ig/ﬂt.
I tried for you,
I built the bomesyou wanted,
and exorcised the structures that were haunted,
by your former lovers,
and the distaste of)our strict motber.
I died for you,
cleansed my soul bare,

saw you [eafve cmdfozde 6[361’17]981’6.




misery [oves company

misery [oves the company,
it loves the angst and the sadness,
it craves the depressed that travel from upcountry,
tormented lgy metropofz'mn madness.
tkeg[oom in the c[c_zy[it s@,
it smiled at m)y czrr'i'vcz[,
it took. one g[cmce at my b[ackcye,
to determine that 1 had fougbt for revival,
but fa,i[ed,
and unmz’fed,
spz'm[[z’ng out of control,

ZOang my essence ﬂnd m)y bedi’t CH’ZG[ SOZ/![.




be)ond this Pamdise

I don't know what waits for me,

a bumbled vf[[czge or a bust[fng city street.
but 1've made some frz'ends,

and made some amends,

with the fmgments I created,

and the person | berated.

['me ready to leave the woes bebind,
reczabz to adjust my fmme of mind.

ob Pamdise,
you cleansed me in your river stream,
c/mngea[ me lz’ke a magicczl d@:dream.
b@zond)our [ove,

lies more and more,

a bountffu[ quantity of vine-covered doors,

U'll find them and bring them bome.



