Joe House


Museum Guard

After Marcus Cafagna’s “The Cockroaches of Tuol Seng Museum”
He stands in the corner

quiet and motionless, arms folded



like a scolding mother standing

over a disobedient child.

His look is retrofitted


to a generation long passed…

his guard’s outfit that looks


far more like a police uniform



than the suits of the others

that surround him, the thick black


glasses—even the physique—



slightly pudgy and wrinkled

under the constable’s hat


that conceals a mat of graying



hair, lying like a dead animal

on top of his head. He


does not move from the corner,



guarding the abstraction

and realism that is all around,


the Warhol in the far



corner, a picture of the Bambino

several times over, the reflection next to him,


which I find so cool, wondering



what he would say if I asked

him the cost. Silently, he still stands


as the chills on my body



cause me to look at him

only briefly over my shoulder.


His gaze penetrates and moves


my core, surfacing a fear

not yet fully explained. I glance again…


disbelief…the fear manifests.



He was so real; he was too real,
yet too archaic…he was a museum


guard that belonged in a museum,



His waxy figure keeping watch at night. 
