Saturday lunchtime, Ponty Market 1974 – Mike Pullman
There he is look, running through the market

like a little demon, dodging the glistening pigs
and jars of lossin dants, on his way again

to the faggots and peas cafe.
As he goes in, a steam train bursts out
and behind the counter buttering up to the crusts, 
a pair of hands like his nan’s, glides
back and forth over the Mother’s Pride.
Two women in furs sit
chinking and whispering, 

side-spying and nibbling.
There’s money for you!
That poor boy! Who’s his mam?
He’s soaked look, and his daps! Shame. 
There they go speaking Welsh again when the price isn’t right.
That’s Dai the posts wife, he’s only be gone a month

and look, she’s wearing lipstick!
The coffee machine hisses like an old shunter, 
and there’s the faggots, bubbling and bobbing 
like boulders in lava. She spoons them, hot
and dripping into the creaking polystyrene,
with the mushy peas, two slices of bread and the teas
there now, set all nice and tidy in a crisp box

for the pony express of a boy to race off full pelt

with who-cares-whatever-change in damp pockets 
down the wet pavements past Tony handbags, Afzal and his rugs,
to the gas lit table-top of tams and brims, furs and gloves
for all occasions and situations; to his Mam, 
smiling beautiful hat lady of Ponty market.

Pontypridd market is one of the longest established markets in Wales.
