
Empty Gallery, Museum of Fine Arts 
  

It’s tempting to hide behind angles 

and pretend that the lack of art 
is actually the essence of art. 

  

The gallery appears empty, 

but if I shift my line of sight 
this way or that the shadow 

cast by the cloudy ceiling 

thickens to blur the distinction 
between art and its absence. 

  

This shadow drains from a slot 
in time and space concealed by 

a moveable wall intended 

for paintings still unpainted. 
  

The institutional oak floor 

looks freshly varnished, unscuffed 

by people eager for pastel 
moments to take home and cuddle 

in bed when the lights go out. 

  
I could shift my position, 

but the geometry’s insistent. 

Soon the dark creeping from the left 
will meet the grainy shade falling 

from that grim aesthetic distance 

no one is tall enough to reach. 
 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

A Wake of Buzzards 
 

A wake of buzzards overhead. 

A day so finely textured 
that I can barely feel the rain 

sifting through nineteenth-century 

palettes painters have abandoned 
in favor of different spectra. 

  

You sent me off to recycle 
a week’s worth of private debris 

complete with bottles, boxes, and cans 

but didn’t expected the buzzards 
to remark on every morsel 

scrapped from our kitchen table. 

  



I could feature them on pages 
of elegies I’ve left unwritten 

in hopes of famous resurrections 

our dead friends have yet to enjoy 
with the usual shrieks and giggles 

and commitment to smiling dogma. 

  

The arrogant punctuation 
of the drifting, circling birds 

resolves the white space otherwise 

likely to congeal into snowfall 
you’d expect me to shovel away 

with a sea-shanty on my lips. 

  
How much logic applies itself 

to random natural expressions? 

We’ve wasted several lifetimes 
attempting to apply each other 

to holes in the universe that 

otherwise would bleed to death. 

  
Although our metaphysics failed, 

at least we have the honesty 

to bare ourselves to the buzzards 
once or twice every season 

and invite them, with sarcasm, 

to dip their crude beaks and feed. 
 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 
Nothing of the Promised Land 

 

Angling up a stairway 

of tough institutional gray, 
I turn and glimpse an old friend 

retreating into his office. 

Last summer I mourned his death 
  

on a day when the woods were filled 

with architectural debris. His face, 
as it turned the last time to the light, 

flustered like paper in the wind. 

I suppose he has returned to search 
  

for the bon mot that eluded him 

in the latticework of text he left 

smoldering in computer files. 
He will know it by its form 

and not its content, which always 



  
seems both racial and post-racial, 

bluff as political handshakes. 

He will know its transparency, 
despite its hard edges, and see 

through it to a landscape beyond. 

  

I should knock on his office door, 
but what if his spirit answers 

with all that distance in his eyes?— 

nothing of the Promised Land but 

the endless desert beyond. 
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