
WITHIN THIS BORDER, A WOMAN  
 
if  she  be  for  him   
 
 you  shall  have  her   
 
while  there’s  a  man 
 
piping  me  at noon   
 
three   milkings   scoured   with   
 
beeswax  twisting  twining   
 
among  leaves 
 
 at  this hour master   
 
take this honey breath 
 
give me  a   man   
 
mouth  filled  with  
 
honeycomb  eating   figs   
  

Micky Bayonne


	FOR US ALONE, AS ONCE WE THOUGHT 
	NOW AT LAST I KNOW WHAT LOVE IS.  

	YOU ARE NOT ABLE TO JOIN IN THEIR SONG 
	 

