Museum
This museum with its bright red walls

open all day and all night.  No charge,

if you can find it.

This first picture, framed in black and gold,

a thousand rocks at the bottom, as old as the museum. 

Glinting water covers the rocks with white lace

which disappears in a moment.

In the picture, massive black rocks jut up out to sea, 

but the blues go out to the horizon and up into the sky 

where a few small puffs of white cannot wait - 

and glide along as if vaguely aware of

an eventual appointment with the night.

A low rising and falling sound emits from the picture

counting the seconds since the very beginning.

Brown bears in white ties and black morning coats

lumber down the museum's halls, responding

to questions, directing guests, serving guests tea

(stealing cookies and cheese from the serving carts),

whispering to each other:  "There is no time."

Works of art are displayed on ceilings and floors

in addition to the covered walls.  Penguin attendants

waddle back and forth putting pictures up,

pulling them down again to put up down the hall.

The penguins huff and puff.  It takes three or four of them

to handle the heavy frames.  It takes ten penguins to carry

in a net an explosive oil by Van Gogh.

Patrons tire sometimes and sleep on the floor,

or even move in.   Above me, a raven flaps past 

holding in her beak the canvas of a Vermeer,

the duke's eye in the unrolling canvas scrutinizes 

the gray weasels scurrying in the shadows.  

White art deco rats hang from the weasels' teeth 

by their marble tails.

Across the long hall is a painting of a family

driving down Highway 68

in an aging yellow van,

each family member staring

out a different window,

each seeing a different hall

in the museum

on a different day

in a different century

