
         Peter Campion 

The Lunette 

 

The painting fading on its face 

was Botticelli’s Venus as  

a hippie—quattrocento tresses 

streaming through outer space. 

The time the image hit me was 

one morning riding bikes 

after my parents left me there 

(I never went inside the house.) 

The mother, from behind a screen, 

shouted “be nice” to her son 

as we lunged around their cul-de-sac. 

He had red hair, was quiet, thin. 

Almost a fight, our circling: 

spotting his sideways cringe, 

I felt superior to him 

and eager to leave, and, pedaling 

past him, striding up above 

the bike, I glimpsed a section of 

the gable, pediment, lunette, 

and that goddess someone’s love 

of art or spontaneity 

or acid left for all to see 

forever, and I laughed at it. 

All this forgotten forty years. 

A filling station near Cheyenne. 

I’m standing at the pump, alone. 

A family in their SUV 

idles nearby, is gone.  



The starry darkness switches on, 

making the land one long gray sweep 

up to the mountains. Then that laugh 

of nervous fear and vague derision, 

but rearranged as anagram: 

“There’s very little makes a home, 

and in that little, everything. 

Where was that house? What was their name? 

After so long, who knows why 

it all springs up from memory, 

weird charm to wield against the night. . .” 

Then, no, nothing—western sky.  

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Waking Image 

 

A field beside a lake in Maine, and the people there 

(it’s the waning years of my parents’ generation’s 

dream of new-found innocence) are nude, 

and not the nude of magazines, though not unappealing, 

just a little sagging here or creased there,  

and somehow in repeal from language—language 

that ground them down in automatic cycles 

they have now escaped  

to speak the nearly aristocratic 

language of nudity, so much more 

articulately human than anything 

I in my clothes would be bringing—more than my stare,  

my language intrudes here, language 

that even in ecstasy  

disgorges such vulgar  

gulps of air to which the bodies,  

in their silence of being  

not images but bodies, ask, please, at least for these 

admittedly naïve instants in sunshine, please let us be.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Search 

 

It starts with baseball scores, or auction sites 

for Roman coins or prints of coral plants, 

then drifts to homes for rent: “Back patio. 

Lawn care provided. Pets with good behavior.” 

Dragging a little man across the screen, 

you make a street take form. White garden urns. 

Glistening knocker. But some barrier 

always intrudes, the draw line of the net 

cinches, and messages grow frantic, 

as if a fabled land enticed from just 

beyond, “a country men call Lamory 

where all go naked and there is no woman 

wedded but women all are common there, 

and they forsake no man for there is no one 

under a lock and rich is one man as another.” 

Or people hidden past the networked walls  

phase to insectoid scroungers: “They have 

ladders and tunnels. Or they swim, or bribe 

someone on border patrol who, guess what, is 

one of them, and they work for drug cartels,” 

hatred the mirror of desire, mirror 

of terror: “They have an evil custom there, 

for they feast gladlier on men’s flesh. Though corn 

and wheat and flesh of fish remain abundant. 

And merchants haul their children there to sell. 

And those who have grown fat they eat them. 

And those still lean they keep till they be fat.” 

Only a screen. But flip it off and the search 



flows on, codes scattering through dark    

like voices: nearly sentient, they coil 

and burst to articulate spittle drip 

of fricative and sibilant, skid  

and crash in primordial broil of “kill, kill” 

or cooing “oo, oo.” The data pour 

forever outward, blasted toward a space 

imagination dreams just past its grasp: 

“On many of the mountains they have 

heads of hounds, and at feasts about the table 

spirals a vine of gold that stretches through the hall 

and it hath grapes of chrysolite and topaz. 

And jugglers cause cups of wine to fall 

unto the mouths of people that they may drink them. 

And in the wilderness beyond the court 

are dragons and many elephants 

all blue and white, and unicorns and lions.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
“I Saw a Film Today, Oh Boy” 

 

This was last winter, which meant loneliness, impatience 

for whatever new life. Maybe I was 

raggedy wire from that but wasn’t drunk or high, 

my heart was beating fine, and the floor was moving.  

Bad ice on the road from Eden Prairie, roses 

or lilies, what’s wrong with Adrianna—down front, 

everything everyone was saying blended, frayed. 

I closed my eyes and saw a scatter of digital blips  

become night cities beneath a wing, and that was home, 

or—no, it was random circuitries, sprawl, or worse, 

oceans of machination, and the voices tangling 

got automatic. Even words I was thinking felt 

not mine, or else, like animal tracks to the animal, 

nothing you choose, though, as the lights went down, oh yeah, 

“there’s the someone in you who saw you seeing that.” 

How to describe? A phantom-me in the seat behind me 

leaned through darkness to declaim it near my ear: 

“You think your life is over, think a new one’s waiting, 

think it’s just you—think, think, think—though stop 

and look any day and you’ll see most people, 

in offices, hospitals, also in bedrooms,  

in ways they hold their bodies, rhythms of dialogue 

and silence—even with their sincerity—play roles, 

but peek from the edges. You know what I’m telling you? 

That glint from someone? ‘Here’s the animal I was 

before I was my name.’ Admit that’s what you love. 

That’s what got you here, though always being beginners 

means never knowing how to prolong the moment,    



so you must make it your task—” and here his words grow 

woolly in memory, but demonstrative: 

“You must study like actors with their characters 

to hold, reveal, outlast the torrents of emotion 

and thought—becoming someone then no one again, 

as ocean turns to Neptune, who turns to ocean.” 

It took five minutes. I snapped to, walked out, splashed 

water on my face, came back and watched the movie. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


