
Room for one more: "fter the hunger strike we got an absolute ’’thing'* 
about food - we talked about it day and night, the subject never palled. 
As soon as we sat down to a meal, we started all over again, swopping 
recipes, rmzdraigxen remeiabrances of memorable meals, restaurants we have 
known, and so on endlessly. So I called this one:

•VHA.T DO DETAINEES TALK ABOUT?
We’ve endured incarceration 
With a stoic resignation
And a patience that has conquered every mood.
.7e can weather a % crisis
For our one and only vice is
Our all-absorhing interest in food.
What do detainees talk about
During the morning walk about
When grinding down the gravel? Do they brood?
Is it goddip, plots or chatter 
,7hen they natter, natter, natter?
No. They're voicing views about their favourite food.
When sitting down at table 
You might think we are able
To discuss and solve the problems of the nation.
But we avoid such precipes;
We swop our favourite recipes.
And that’s the summit of our conversation.
When we put our heads together 
Is it politics or the weather,
Subversion, or the H.bomb, or just bitchin'
About police and Saracens?
No, we're weighing up comparisons
On the merits of the haute or bourgeois kitchen.
There must have been some urgency 
For a. National Emergency,
And our thoughts about Erasmus may be crude,
But if we're learned discernment
From this enforced internment
It’s only of our palates and our food.
But while we argue which is finer,
Food from India, Spain or China,
Or the restuarants in Paris or in Rome,
Our idea of ambrosia
Is smaller and much cosier -
A glass of v/ine or cup of tea at home.
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It is still astonishing to me what you and Vera did on our behalfs - 
not astonishing that you should do it, but that you managed to do so 
much, and give so much time, while so tied up with family and work.
I am going to visit Leo again tomorrow, and will take pour letters over 
to read to him. I really must get down to work, so will leave all the 
other questions unanswered for the moment, and add a couple of verses. 
All my love to you both, and to the boys - how I would love to s ee the$. 
Do you still take those colour stills? (I’ve just thought what an 
international family you have become - A South African and Canadsian 
living in America wi th an English maid.) Tons of love J

PRETORIA CENTRAL REFRAIN - or What did you do in t he Great Emergency,
Mummy?

It' s Sunday again, and here we are sitting.
And reading, or talking, and knitting and knitting.
We're up in the morning, we each make our bed;  ̂ .
We eat up our breakfa-s-t of porridge and bread.
Then out in the yard we go for a bit 
And under a palm tree we sit and we knit.
''unday papers and scones in the world that we quit.
^ut here we just sit and we knit and we knit,
We knit, and we knit, and we knit, and we knit.
Now Monday has come, and the children are dressed 
In shirts or in blouses, with gyms kfeg nicely pressed.
They're ready for school; while to work folks are flitting.
While here we are - sitting, and knitting and knitting.
Are the streets jammed with traffic? i'le don't care a bit.
We just sit and we knit and we knit and we knit,
And we knit and we knit and we knit.

Wednesday and Thursday, Friday and Saturday,
Each one like the former, each one like the latter day.
Cold days or warm days, we care not one whit.
We just sit and read, or we read and we knit.
At night round the table in nightgowns we sit,
And we talk, or we road, or we just sit and knit.
There are earthquakes and floods, or a batsman gets hit 
But we're quite unaware, so we sit and we knit,
Yes we knit, and we knit, and we knit and we 1-ini11
One day they will say, "The Emergency's over.
You may pack and return to your husband or lover.
^our children are waiting, so why don't you jpdcfeiii flit?"
We won’t even hear them. We’ll sit and we'll knit.
The prison door’s open, and Spengler has gone 
But the women detainees sit on and sit on.
And three decades later, they'll dig through the grit 
And there they will find us, while we sit and knit.
While we sit and we read, or we read, or we sit,
And we knit, and we knit, and we knit, and we knit.
(Spengler’\  the head of the Siecial Brandi )
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WHAT DO DETAINEES TALK ABOUT?

We've endured incarceration 
With a stoic resignation

And a patience that has conquered every mood.

We can weather out a crisis

For our one and only vice is

Our all-absorbing interest in food.

What do detainees talk about
During the morning walk about

When grinding down the gravel? Do they brood?

Is it gossip, plots or chatter 

When they natter, natter, natter?
No. They're voicing views about their favourite food.

When sitting down at table

You might think that we are able

To discuss and solve the problems of the nation.
But we avoid such precipes;
We swop our favourite recipes.

And that's the summit of our conversation.



What Do Detainees Talk About? (2)

When we put our hoads topethor 

Is it politics or the weather,
Subversion, or the H. bomb, or Just bitchin* 

About police and Saracens?

No, we're weighing up comparisons

Ob the merits of the hsute or bourgeois kitchen.

There Bust have been some urgency 

For a National Emergency,

And our thoughts about Erasmus may be crude,
But if wo'vo learned discernment

From this enforced internment

It's only of our palate* and our food.

But whilo to argue which Is finer,
Food frou India, Spain or China,

Or the restaurants in Paris or in Borne,

Our idea of ambrosia
Is smaller and much cosior -

A glass of wine or cup of tea at home.



PR1ST0RIA CENTRAL REHiAIN

or

What Did You Do lu the- Great &aargency. Muaay?

It’s Sunday again, and bore we are sitting

And reading, or talking, and knitting and knitting.
We're up in the aorning, we each make our bed;

We eat up our breakfast of porridge and bread*
Then out in the yard wo go for a bit 

And under a palm tree we sit and we knit*

Sunday papers and scones in the world that we quit*

But here wo just sit and we knit and we knit,

We knit and we knit, and we knit, and wo knit.

Now Monday has cooo, and the children are dressed 

in shirts or in blouses, with gyms nicoly pressed.

They’re ready for school; whilo to work folks are flitting, 

While here we are - sitting, and knitting and knitting.
Are the streets j anted with traffic? We don't care a hit. 

We just sit and we knit and we knit and we knit,
And we knit and we knit and wo knit.



Pretoria Central Refrain (2)

Wednesday and Thursday, Friday and Saturday,

Each one like the former, each one like the latter day. 

Cold days or warm days, we care not one whit*

We Just sit and read, or we read and we knit.

At night round the table in nightgowns we sit,
And we talk, or we read, or we just sit and knit.

There are earthquakes and floods, or a batsman gets hit 
But we're quite unaware, so we sit and we knit,

Yes we knit, and we knit, and we knit and we knit!

One day they will say, "The Emergency's over.

You may pack and return to your husband or lover.

Your children are waiting, so why don't you flit?”

We won't even hear them. We'll sit and we'll knit.

The prison door's open, and Spengler* had gone 
But the women detainees sit on and sit on.

And three decades later, they'll dig through the grit 
And there they will find us, while we sit and knit. 

While we sit and we read, or we read, or we sit,

And we knit, and we knit, and we knit, and we knit.

* Spengler is the head of the Special Branch.
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Thanks for the memory __ •'owr»a( H*
Of Matron’s gorgeous brows - the galo*v«-sfe~flowers:
And voices harsh that called Vagarsh! And the oddest

mealtime hours;
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Rica setting hair - she had a certain flair;
And letters from home and Sarah's Ma that all of us

could share;
And Sheila's knitting, big enough to accommodate a pair 
How lovely it was.
Many'* the time that we feasted,
And there was a time that we fasted;
Well, it was hell while it lasted
But we laughed a lot the night Verwoerd was shot,
So thanks for the memory
Of husbands and their news - cabbages and stews;
A butter pat and half a sprat and ghastly acorn

brews;
How dreadful it was!
And thanks for the memory
Of Myrtle's special diet, - the lack of peace and quiet;
And how we left the Port that night it really was a

riot;
How lovely it was.
Ann with her sense of balance 
And Gertrude and her his tory 
And how we fitted Sonia in;
And blankets rough that shed their fluff,
So thanks for the memory
Of Freda's midnight roar - ere'.rang through the door;
And Hilda and Shulameth eating latkes by the

score;
It sometimes was a headache and it often was a bore 
How lovely it was,
Thanks for the memory
Of Dickie who hated the rabble - Kay and her games of scrabble; 
Margaret and her biology books, impervious to the babble;
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Molly -the prisoners' friend - and stompies without an end; 
And .memories of "that night" that nearly drove me round

the bendl
How ghastly it was.
Rose Was the one who lost things;
And Violet was the hoarder
But oh how we all adored her
When she went to bed all striped in red,
And thanks for the memory
Of the knitting done by Yetta, and blintzes - they were better; 
And Betty who would have lived alone if only we had

let her;
And Winnie who might have been married, but two men came to

get her;How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Mary and of Jane - at least they kept us sane;
Of men from the Grays and Chekov plays and that shunting

m i d u i  gli b tx’?a±ii,
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And thanks for the memory
Of the voice of Mrs. Reading - Glucose we were needing;
And-Trudy telling.the Special Branch the advantage of

* 1 breast feeding;
How lovely it was!
Becky and her dry-cleaning;
And Hannah who brought us water;
The cups'we downed until we nearly drowned 
And night-time meetings on the triple-seatings;
Thanks 'for the memory 
But strictly entre nous 
We're tired of the view;
We may be tough, but enough's enough 
We want to say adieu
We"d gladly join the many - we're sick of being the few;
So thank you so much!
And thanks for the memory 
Of glaring lights at six 
A visit from the dicks;
Lights out at eight - a dreadful fate for girls in such

, a fix;
Thank you so much I * “ ;/
And thanks for the memory 'V;
Of stompies smuggled out - and men on roofs who shout 
Some spicy news, and lovely views 
Which we could do without!
How lovely it was.
So thanks for the memory \
Of lazy sunny morns - on tatty prison lawns;
Of ping pong bouts, hysteric shouts and walks that gave

us corns;
We're not so keen on Royalty but we're tired of being pawns;
And thank you so much.
Many's the time' that we've wanted 
A rest cure at state expense;
Well it was swell while it lasted,
Now we want the other side of the fence.
And thanks for the memory
Of the cell that was so bleak - the silence week after week;
The peephole in the door, the wardress’s roar, and the joy

to hear Lilian speakl
How lovely it was I 
So thanks for the memory-
Of interminable hours - lit by Hannah's lovely flowers;
‘And the miles we walked, when we talked and talked 
Of the freedom no longer ours;
Hovr lovely it was I . .. .
And thanks for the memory ... V
Of a night spent with a rat - and Horace the gaol cat;
Allowed to be with Hannah and me, and he soon put an end

to thatl
How frightened I we*»!
And thanks for the memory
Of looking without leave at Madinage's reprieve!
.Of getting a letter (there was nothing better!)
And tJhe ones we didn't receive!
How lovely it was!

-2-

. .. ,7. Page 3/.... ?:•:



So thanks for the memory ' - .■•<
Of Myrtle leading gym to keep us all in trim ;
The bellies, and the bottoms pounding on prison blankets griî I 
Oh thank you so much.
Remember the days that we fasted?
And how we made up when we feasted 
On madumbies golden and luscious stew; .
And cabbage like you never knew!
Thank you so much. -i v
And thanks for the memory
Of a Colonel we can sue for periods overdue;
And what about irdemnity - or doesn’t it cover that too?
How lovely it was. '
So thanks for the memory
Of clanking midnight pails and Dickie’s anguished wails;
And fulsome burps and noisy slurps of self-control that fails 
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Chianti cooking wine - salami spiced and fine;
Of herrings in cream and scaithe supreme of which there was

no sign;
How lovely it was.
Thanks for the memory
Of our bottoms in the air - and curlers in our hair;
And private moments on the lav that Hilda's drawn with care; 
She caught'us with our pants down, which really wasn’t fair! 
Thank you so much.
And thanks for the memory
Of a day when we were blue cause Arine said it was true 
And we should, sot a date to celebrate our victory over fate; 
Thank you so much.
And thanks for the memory
Of males upon a roof - and tobacco that was proof
That wo were not aloof from the Colonel^s stern reproof;
How frightened we were.
Many an expectation 
Of visitors at the door 
Ended in rumours circulating 
xhat never got us anywhere at allI
So thanks for the memory 
Of laughter gay and tears,
But never days of fears;
Where there right io there we fight 
To Hell with Government sneers.
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of silences at night - of thoughts that are alight;
In every heart a secret, part: that longs for another sight; 
How LONELY we were.
One day we were all down-hearted 
When in two groups we were parted;
But that was the day that we started
To eat again -
’Twas such a treat againI
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fhanks for the memory
Of peaceful Sunday morns - wagtails on the lawps;
That Sonia fed with crumbs of bread instead of juicy

worms;
How lovely it was,
And thanks for the memory
Of Ludgrove's weekly prayer - mimosa in our hair;
Kay's Irish jigs, the food for pigs that was our daily

fare;
How frightful it was.
And there was the bug that we harboured 
By Dicky of course "twas discovered.
She was especially favoured;
She departed, we were martyred
And thanks for the memory 
Of crimes we learned in gaol; tricks that never fail;
The way that Betty snatched the news in front of

Matron's head,
The whispers in the visitors' room and Captain Laddybed 
That one we loved.
So thanks for the memory
Of Sundays in the sun - and washing neatly done;
Of Yetta waiting patiently for Rabbe Katz to come;
How .eager she was.
And thanks for the memory
Of that morning in Marshall Square - the cream of the named

were there;
But some cf the resurrections made us open our eyes and stare; 
How startling it was I
And thanks for the memory
Of the joy-ride in the pick-up - and the row that we did

kick up;
Trying to sing the Marseillaise while the jolts they made us

hiccup;
How tuneful it wasn'ti 
And thanks for the memory
Of mattresses with lumps that didn't fit our bumps;
And lavs that always overflowed and wetted our poor rumps;
How stinky it was I
And thanks for the memory
Of quacks prescribing pills supposed to cure our ills;
But they nearly killed our Bettie with nausea and chills;
How ghastly it was I
And thanks for the memory
Of sirens screeching shrill T'wards the hospital on the hill; 
Did they ask the patient if he could afford to pay his bill? 
Thank you, Mr. Pratt I
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THANKS FOR THE MEMORY!

Thanks for the memory ,r*^
Of Matron's gorgeous brows - the galaxy of flowers;
And voices harsh that called VagarshI And the oddest

mealtime hours;
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Rica setting hair - she had a certain flair;
And letters from home and Sarah's Ma that all of us

could share;
And Sheila's knitting, big enough to accommodate a pair 
How lovely it was.
Many*1# the time that we feasted,
And there was a time that we fasted;
Well, it was hell while it lasted
But we laughed a lot the night Verwoerd was shot ,
So thanks for the memory
Of husbands and their news - cabbages and stews;
A butter pat and half a sprat and ghastly acorn

brews;
How dreadful it was!
And thanks for the memoiy
Of Myrtle's special diet, - the lack of peace and quiet;
And how we left the Fart that night it really was a

riot;
How lovely it was.
Ann with her sense of balance 
And Gertrude and her his tory 
And how we fitted Sonia in;
And blankets rough that shed their fluff,
So thanks for the memory
Of Freda's midnight roar - ere-.^ing through the door;
And Hilda and Shulameth eating latkes by the

score;
It sometimes was a headache and it often was a bore 
How lovely it was,
Thanks for the memory
Of Dickie who hated the rabble - Kay and her games of scrabble; 
Margaret and her biology books, impervious to the babble;
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Molly the prisoners’ friend - and stompies without an end;

. And memories of "that nightthat nearly drove me round 
..... the bendi

How ghastly it was.
Rose was the one who lost things;
And Violet was the hoarder
But oh how we all adored her
When she went to bed all striped in red,
And thanks for the memory
Of the knitting done by Yetta, and blintzes - they were better; 
And Betty who. would have lived alone if only we had

let her;
And Winnie who might have been married, but two men came to

get her;
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Mary and of Jane - at least they kept us sane;
Of men from the Grays and Chekov plays and that shunting

m i d i i i  girt l.ra±ti }
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And thanks for the memory
Of the voice of Mrs. Reading - Glucose we were needing;
And Trudy telling the Special Branch the advantage of 

:; ' breast feeding;
How lovely it was I
Becky and her dry-cleaning;
And Hannah who brought us water;
The cups we downed until we nearly drowned 
And night^tine meetings on the triple-seatings;
Thanks for the memory
But strictly entre nous ? .
We're tired of the view; r.
We may be tough, but enough's enough 
We want to say adieu ■
We'd gladly join the many - we're sick of being the few;
So thank you so much!
And thanks for the memory 
Of glaring lights at six 
A visit from the dicks; •
Lights out at eight - a dreadful fate for girls in such

a fix;
Thank you so much!
And thanks for the memory
Of stompies smuggled out - and men on roofs who shout 
Some spicy news, and lovely views 
Which we could do without!
How lovely it was„
So thanks for the memory
Of lazy sunny morns - on tatty prison lawns;
Of ping pong bouts, hysteric shouts and walks that gave

us corns;
Welre not so keen on Royalty but we're tired of being pawns; 
And thank you so much.

• • {■ ■ .. ■ \ ■ - •*'
Many's th£‘ time that we've wanted * ’
A rest cure at state expense;
Well it was swell while it lasted,
Now we want the other side of the fence.
And thanks for the memory
Of the cell that was so bleak - the silence week after week; 
The peephole in the door, the wardress's roar, and the joy

to hear Lilian speak!
How lovely it was!
So thanks for the memory
Of interminable hours - lit by Hannah's lovely flowers;
And the miles we walked, when we talked and talked 
Of the freedom no longer ours;
How lovely it was!
And thanks for the memory
Of a night spent with a rat - and Horace the gaol cat; 
Allowed to be with Hannah and me, and he soon put an end

to that! ;-
How frightened I ws&!

■ ria‘j ,And thanks for the memory
Of looking without leave at Madinage's reprieve!
Of getting a letter (there was nothing better!)
And the ones we didn't receive!
How lovely it was!

. Page 3/....



So thanks for the memory
Of Myrtle, leading gym to keep us all,in trim ;
The bellies and the bottoms pounding on prison blankets grisf! 
Oh thank you so much.
Remember the days that we fasted?
And how we made up when we feasted 
On madumbies golden and luscious stew;
And cabbage like you never knew!
Thank you so much. '
And. thanks for the memory
Of a Colonel we can sue for periods overdue;
And what about irriemnity - or doesn't it cover that too?
How lovely it wan.
So thanks for the memory
Of clanking midnight pails and Dickie's anguished wails;
And fulsome burps and noisy slurps of self-control that fails 
How lo.ve.ly it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Chianti cooking wine - salami spiced and fine;
Of herrings in cream and scaithe supreme of which there was

no sign;
How lovely it was.
Thanks for the memory
Of our bottoms in the air - and curie rs in our hair;
And private moments on the lav that Hilda's drawn with care; 
She caught us with our pants down, which really wasn't fairi 
Thank you so much.

/ i 
And thanks for the memory
Of a day when we were blue cause Anne said it was true 
And we should set a date to celebrate our victory over fate; 
Thank you so much. • 4 .k

And thanks for the memory
Of males upon a roof - and tobacco that was proof
That we were not aloof from the Colonel's stern reproof;
How frightened we were.
Many an expectation 
Of visitors at the door 
Ended in rumours circulating 
hat never got us anywhere at all! ‘ ,
So thanks for the memory 
Of laughter gay and tears,
But never days of fears;
Where there right is there we fight 
To Hell with Government sneers.
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of silences at night - of thoughts that are alight;
In every heart a secret part that longs for another sight; 
How LONELY we were.
One day we were all down-hearted 
When in two groups we were parted;
But that was the day that we started
To eat again -
'Twas such a treat again!

-3-
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fhanks for the memory
Of peaceful Sunday morns - wagtails on the la*$s;
That Sonia fed with crumbs of bread instead of juicy

worms;
How lovely it was,
And thanks for the memory
Of Iudgrove's weekly prayer - mimosa in our hair;
Kay's Irish jigs, the food for pigs that was our daily

fare;
How frightful it was.
And there was the bug that we harboured 
By Dicky of course ftwas discovered*
She was especially favoured;
She departed, we were martyred
And thanks for the memory
Of crimes we learned in gaol; tricks that never fail;
The way that Betty snatched the news in front of

Matron's head,
The whispers in the visitors' room and Captain Laddybed 
That one we loved.
So: thanks for the memory
Of Sundays in the sun - and washing neatly done;
Of Yetta waiting patiently for Rabbe Katz to come;
How eager she was.
And. thanks for the memory
Of that morning in Marshall Square - the cream of the named

 ̂ were there;
But some of the resurrections made us open our eyes and stare; 
How startling it was!
And thanks for the memory
Of the joy-ride in the pick-up - and the row that we did

kick up;
Trying to sing the Marseillaise while the jolts they made us 

■ ‘ hiccup;
How tuneful it wasn't!
And thanks for the memory
Of mattresses with lumps that didn't fit our bumps;
And lavs that always overflowed and wetted our poor rumps;
How stinky it was!
And thanks for the memory
Of quacks prescribing pills supposed to cure our ills;
But they nearly killed our Bettie with nausea and chills;
How ghastly it was I
And thanks for the memory
Of sirens screeching shrill T'wards the hospital on the hill; 
Did they ask the patient if he could afford to pay his bill? 
Thank you, Mr. Pratt I
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Thanks for the memory AotUifu^ /5̂ ' CWLn U
Of Matron's gorgeous brows - the ga3fexy'*kf/flowers; >̂ 4*
And voices harsh that called VagarshI And the oddest *

mealtime hours;
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Rica setting hair - she had a certain flair;
And letters from home and Sarah's Ma that all of us

could share;
And Sheila's knitting, big enough to accommodate a pair 
How lovely it was.
Many'* the time that we feasted,
And there was a time that we fasted;
Well, it was hell while it lasted
But we laughed a lot the night Verwoerd was shot,
So thanks for the memory
Of husbands and their news - cabbages and stews;
A butter pat a.nd half a sprat and ghastly acorn

brews;
How dreadful it was I 
And thanks for the memory
Of Myrtle's special diet, - the lack of peace and quiet;
And how we left the Part that night it really was a

riot;
How lovely it was.
Ann with her sense of balance 
And Gertrude and her has tory 
And how we fitted Sonia in;
And blankets rough that shed their fluff,
So thanks for the memory
Of Freda's midnight roar - ere- .̂ ing through the door;
And Hilda and Shulameth eating latkes by the

score;
It sometimes was a headache and it often was a bore 
How lovely it was,
Thanks for the.memory
Of Dickie who hated the rabble - Kay and her games of scrabble; 
Margaret and her biology books, impervious to the babble;
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Molly the prisoners' friend - and stompies without an end;
And memories of "that night" that nearly drove me round

the bendi
How ghastly it was.

b • .Rose was the one who lost things;
And Violet was the hoarder
But oh how we all adored her
When she went to bed all striped in red,
And thanks for the memory
Of the knitting done by Yetta, and blintzes - they were better; 
And Betty who would have lived alone if only we had

let her;
And Winnie who might have been married, but two men came to

get her;
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of Mary and of Jane - at least they kept us sane;
Of men, from the Grays and Chekov plays and that shunting

midniglib lj.*a±n;
How lwely It was Page 2 / . . .

And



And thanks for the memory f '
Of the voice of Mrs. Reading - Glucose we were needing;
And Trudy telling the Special Branch the advantage of

breast feeding;
How lovely it was!
Becky and her dry-cleaning;
And Hannah who brought us water; v .
The cups we downed until we nearly drowned 
And night-time .meetings on the triple-seatings;
Thanks for the memory •
But strictly entre nous 
We're tired of the-view; ri 
We may be tough, but enough's enough 
We want to say adieu
We"d gladly join the many - we're sick of being the few;
So thank you so muchi ,, :
And thanks for the memory 
Of glaring lights at six 
A visit; frbm the dicks;
Lights out at eight - a dreadful fate for girls in such

a fix;
Thank you so much!

- , • o -*rAnd thanks for, the memory . r.
Of stompies smuggled out - and men on roofs who shout 
Some spicy news, and lovely views :1 : .
Which we could do without! o M
How lovely it was.
So thanks for the memory
Of lazy sunny morns- on tatty prison lawns;
Of ping pong bouts, hysteric shouts and walks that gave

• : us corns;
We're not so keen on Royalty but we're tired of being pawns 
And thank you so much.
Many1s the time that we‘ve wanted 
A rest cure at state expense;
Well it was swell while it lasted, • . :
Now we want the other side of the fence.
And thanks for the memory
Of the cell that was so bleak - the silence week after week 
The peephole in the door, the wardress's roar, and the joy

to hear Lilian speak!
How lovely it was!•••-■ ••••v* r r*f ■ r -v • • • •
So thanks for the memory
Of interminable hours - lit by Hannah's lovely flowers;
And the miles we walked, when we talked and talked 
Of the freedom no longer ours;-; 4
How lovely it was!
And thanks for the memory
Of a night spent with a rat - and,<Horace the gaol cat; ; 
Allowed to be with Hannah and me, and he soon put an end

c '1 . to that!
How frightened. I ws&i .. .
And thanks for the memory 1
Of looking without leave at Madinage1s reprieve I 
Of getting a letter (there was nothing better!) r"
And the ones we didn't receive! n
How lovely it was! * . r';'f ( ■ '



So thanks for the memory
Of Myrtle leading gym to keep us all in trim ;
The bellies and the bottoms pounding on prison blankets grii*! 
Oh thank you so much. - ■?

\Cl.Y ’ 1 ,ty. tr .
Remember the days that we fasted?
And how we made up when we feasted 
On madumbies golden and luscious stew;.
And cabbage like you never knewl 
Thank you so much.
And thanks for the memory
Of a Colonel we can sue for periods overdue;
And what about indemnity - or doesn't it cover that too?
How lovely it was.
So thanks for the memory
Of clanking midnight pails and Dickie's anguished wails;
And fulsome burps and noisy slurps of self-control that fails 
How lovely it was.

•* (

And thanks for the menory
Of Chianti cooking wine - salami spiced and fine;
Of herrings in cream and scaithe supreme of which there was

no Sign;
How lovely it was.
Thanks for the memory
Of our bottoms in the air - and curlers in our hair;
And private moments on the lav that Hilda’s drawn with care; 
She caught us with our pants down, which really wasn’t fair! 
Thank you so much.
And thanks for the memory
Of a day when we were blue cause Anne said it was true 
And we should set a date to celebrate our victory over fate; 
Thank you so much.
And thanks for the memory
Of males upon a roof - and tobacco that was proof
That we were not aloof from the Colonelps stern reproof;
How frightened we were.
Many an expectation 
Of visitors at the door 
Ended in rumours circulating 
xhat never got us anywhere at all!
So thanks for the memory 
Of laughter gay and tears,
But never days of fears;
Where there right is there we fi^ht 
To Hell with Government sneers.
How lovely it was.
And thanks for the memory
Of silences at night - of thoughts that are alight;
In every heart a secret part that longs for another sight; 
How LONELY we were. .
One day we were all down-hearted 
When in two groups we were parted;
But that was the day that we started
To eat again -
'Twas such a treat againI
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fhanks for the memory ...
Of peaceful Sunday morns - wagtails on the lawjas;
That Sonia fed with crumbs of bread instead of juicy

worms;
How lovely it was,
And thanks for the memory
Of Ludgrove's weekly prayer - mimosa in our hair;
Kay's Irish jigs, the food for pigs that was our daily

fare;
How frightful it was.
And there was the bug that we harboured 
By Dicky of course "twas discovered.
She was especially favoured;
She departed, we were martyred
And thanks for the memory
Of crimes we learned in gaol; tricks that never fail;
The way that Betty snatched the news in front of

Matron's head,
The whispers in the visitors' room and Captain Laddybed 
That'one we loved.
So thanks for the memory
Of Sundays in the sun - and washing neatly done;
Of Yetta waiting patiently for Rabbe Katz to come;
How eager she was.
And thanks for the memory
Of that morning in Marshall Square - the cream of the named

were there;
But some of the resurrections made us open our eyes and stare 
How startling it was I
And thanks for the memory r
'Of the joy-ride in the pick-up - and the row that we did

kick up;
Trying to sing the Marseillaise while the jolts they made us

hiccup;
How tuneful it wasn't!
And thanks for the memory
Of mattresses with lumps that didn't fit our bumps;
And lavs that always overflowed and wetted our poor rumps;
How stinky it was!
And thanks for the memory
Of quacks prescribing pills supposed to cure our ills;
But they nearly killed our Bettie with nausea and chills;
How ghastly it was!
And thanks for the memory
Of sirens screeching shrill T'wards the hospital on the hill 
Did they ask the patient if he could afford to pay his bill? 
Thank you, Mr. Pratt!
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