Not To Be Used For Babies 






Old Glyn, our milkman came from down the country


Between Waun-arlwydd and Mynydd Bach y Glo 





A neighbour of innumerable uncles and cousins


In an untidy region of marsh and pasture and mines.   





He spoke Welsh, of course, but was frequently too drunk 


To talk in any language.  





His milk, though, was good


And his measure generous, as he splashed it into the jug From a bright battered can with a big extra splash


For a good boy.








The spokes of his light trap 


And the big brass churn amidships shone in the sun


And his brisk mare Shan was a champion trotter;





And when I took the reins of the Saturday morning


(With Glyn’s big paw still on them, just in case)





I drove the chariot of the sun, I was Caesar, Ben Hur,


I was a big boy, helping the milkman. 





My parents said among themselves it was drink,


When Glyn stopped coming.  





I think it was the bottles,


And the new ways, the zombie electric trolley,


The precisely measured pints. 





 Nobody is cheated now, 


There is nothing extra, splashed out in good will


For a good boy. 





 I buy my milk in a tin.





It is a dry powder. They have ground Glyn’s bones. 








