Steven Campbell

Independence Day

It is Independence Day

and he sits naked on the porch

wrapped in U.S. wool

smoking and shaking

like a busted chainsaw.

Morning's rest has been 

forbidden by the recurrance

of a dream filled with the rage

of enemies unseen.

It has been years since he has been

visited by these visions but

he remembers them to be his own

and he flicks the remains 

of his cigarette into 

the dank olive weeds that

surround his home like an army

and returns to do battle

far beyond the black vail of sleep. 

Of light and music……

It is late autumn and

darkness is still strange

at this hour.

A distant train moans 

through the open window 

like a forgotten lover

as the fan spans the width 

of their room.

She lies naked 

covered only by notes and 

a corner of a shabby quilt.

He watches the purple and sienna light

of candles climb her spine

and fall into shadows 

around her shoulders

from the ragged recliner 

across the room.

He thinks of waking her

but he will only watch 

as her breast rise and fall  

gently to the sound of the music.
