
Argument
by Paul Hoy

The flowers printed on your teacup 
by your lips just now,
or rather the flowers on a vine 
circling. 
We stir.
Fingerprints mark
time,
coil away
like our faces turned to
bees, our 
sweetness stuck
to darkness. 
So tiny,
or rather so far,
the flowers on 
your teacup 
singing 
distant bells
Or, the bee humming like
a spoon.


