Social Life of a Code Breaker Girl


Monday morning, the sun is shining and I’m stuck in here with this man,
I can already hear the telegraph tapping out the Germans’ plan.
Dot dot, dash dot dash dot, the message begins, and as I stop and listen
My mind goes back to Saturday night and how the mirror ball glistened.
How I glided ‘round the dancefloor as the big band played their tune,
Dot dot dot dot space, dash, dot dash, the waltzing rhythm makes me sway,
[bookmark: _GoBack]My thoughts must stay here on my work, I’ll be back in the ballroom soon.
Dash dot, dash dash dot dot, the register carries me away.
The sound of the enemy’s beat is a tick, not the thunderous drums
And the message within that ominous code is bad news for our boys at the front,
One final dot, the message ends, and I take my notes along
For another to decipher ‘die botschaft’ in the enemy’s sweet song

