Miles Fuller
Standing Room Only

The body isatemple.
Thistempleisaman,

porous beehive of song lyrics
and cockroaches trapped in stone.
One crawled in the night

my grandmother died of a stroke.

Blood shaped like an orange,
the physician called it.

We left abirthday party, humming

with mouths open for cake and congratul ations

for arriving to this place, this moment someone says
Do you remember thisonetimewhen . . . ?

A crystal lamp with a shade like fingertips

or wings lit the phone where we got the call.

| sat under a pile of the guests' coats.

Not even coffins should be lined with wet wool.

My mother said to me Y ou talk too much,
that’ s why she died before we got to the hospital.

My father said I’ll never get to hear her play the cello again.
Didn’'t she want you to put
my drawing of it in aframe?
It's covered in dust.

Mix that dust with water, maybe someone lost will appear.
Wait—I'll frameit, neutralize the acid.

The air spoils what you create.

Grandmawas a caterer, in the past she would.

The room next door | couldn’t seeinside
but | could hear singing

In the word God | heard cello
In my footsteps | heard arise

St. Luke hovered over the sanitized bed linens.

He doesn’t practice medicine for the living anymore.



Death isagear inside my clock,
suspended in the occasional tick.
My grandfather said Who' s gonna bake for the funeral ?



