Nomad
Corey Borders
Smashwords Edition
Copyright 2008 Corey Borders
Smashwords Edition, License Notes
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
"Nomadism has lost its center as one loses his origins and his sense of belonging. It has revolted against itself like one revolts against a city[…] In this fleeing movement, in this hate of a tainted center, sometimes appears that which secretly underlies all nomadism: obsession with the encampment[…]
So, the loss of the center, the revolt against it and its lapse births a new center, intact in its precariousness. It is the fragile center of the camp."
- Daniel Klébaner
L’Adieu au baroque
Garden Prayer
Fingers trace the stem down into the loose soil,
trace roots as deep into the earth as they can.
If you pull them down low like that they come out easier.
Each weed pulled makes more room
so that the plants we want to nurture can grow.
Each weed is a bead on a rosary
as I mutter simple prayers to myself
looking for some kind of meaning in all this.
I've learned to pray other ways,
but this is the only one that feels right to me.
I can feel the muscles in my back and arms work
as I till and break apart the soil by hand.
A trickle of sweat tickles down my face.
It's moments like these when we relearn
to appreciate summer breezes,
when we are reminded how good
the simple things can be when we
breathe them in and appreciate them.
I move over to a new spot and kneel
on the grass at the edge of the garden.
I bend over and fingers begin tracing stems
down into the loose soil again
as I start a new prayer.
I Saw Death Today
I saw Death today.
He was a tall man
in a sable suit
and a long midnight overcoat.
When I saw Death
his clothes were perfectly pressed
and his hair perfectly trimmed
with a fedora sitting smartly on his head.
Death carried with him a briefcase,
heavy and bulging
with contracts and warrants
already signed.
He waited outside the red elevator.
When the doors opened he stepped in –
his thin form stretching from
floor to ceiling.
As the doors began to close
Death’s hand reached out to stop them.
His well-manicured fingers
were all grace and strength
as he pushed the door open
and admitted another passenger.
The red doors closed and gleamed
as the apparatus ground to a start
and Death and his passenger
began their descent.
Neon Gomorrah
The blacklights cause some scars to darken
like bruises that will never heal.
And they cause others to glow in the dark
like beacons advertising past injuries and pains.
You can’t hide them all, the imperfections.
Fold your arms however you wish.
Lay your hands in your lap under the table.
They will still show, drawing people’s gaze
like the Star of Bethlehem drew the Magi
with its irrepressible and inescapable pull.
These blemishes and souvenirs
make me even more conscious because
they are lacking on others.
The smooth, pristine and powdered flesh
paraded in front of hungry eyes is pure –
nothing glows, nothing darkens,
like those women have no history,
like they have never existed outside of this bar
and will cease to exist after last call.
Until tomorrow night when they will be born again
into this neon Gomorrah
to be powdered, paraded, praised and paid once again
by and for men who give them money they don’t have
and shouldn’t spend
just for a hint, a taste, a whispered reference
to a dream that they will never know.
In This Land Where Cash Is King
In this land where Cash is king
you strut like the queen of the realm.
You arch your back like
the music is walking melodic
fingers up and down your spine
and you shoot gently coy, sideways
glances at the peasants
who have come for an audience
with her highness.
When one of the peasants
lays his green calling card
down on the bar, you take notice.
For an instant you lock glances.
You can see the need that burns
behind his eyes like the
cleansing flames of a bonfire
that lick and spit and curl
over the martyr’s living flesh,
and in your eyes he sees
whatever it is he wants to see.
Your eyes promise to fill
whatever void brought him
to your court
because the dollar signs
that fill your eyes are
a brilliant, magical metal
that reflects the dream
and makes it seem all the more real
when you want it badly enough.
You hold the peasant’s gaze
as you walk toward him,
swaying in an unseen wind
as the music continues on,
still tickling you, still moving you.
As he eyes you greedily
anticipating your royal grace.
You give him the gift of your proximity
and your undivided,
if momentary, attention.
You accept his ceremonial offering,
his calling card, his tribute,
then you walk away.
The Life of a Murder Weapon
I do what I was made to do,
what I was brought into this world to do.
And, sometimes, it gets so cold.
The night air seems to seep into me,
and the clammy grip of my owner –
Hell, we’ve spent so much time together,
been so close to each other that
you could even call him my lover –
is no comfort to me. But in one instant –
what might be less than a blink of an eye
or longer than forever, depending on
whether you’re the one looking into my mouth
or cradling my rigid frame – in that instant,
the cold is gone and I scream out the
flames of eternity and finality
and I do what I was made to do.
Freedom
Freedom is a funny thing.
Everyone wants to taste it,
bathe in it at least once
in their lives. Everyone wants
to curl up with it at night
and let it whisper sweet dreams
into their awaiting ears.
Some people want to
shoot it into their veins,
others try to drink it in, and
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