Poem with a Spinal Cord

Milk
Bernadette Horton

From the breast it erupts: the giver of life
to the new-born child.
Back in older days
Its value was so great
It was delivered to our door with coloured tops.
Its sad devaluation came about
As we commercialised, and ransacked farms,
Made senseless quotas; abandoned the animals
that gave birth to it,
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We lost coal back in ‘85
And soon water and gas were auctioned off,
The milk of human kindness deceived
by a government hellbent on lining their capitalist pockets
with the very things we thought
were owned by us all.

The thread of life hanging on by a vein
Let’s bring our milkman back again.
