THE ILLEGITIMATE COMMANDER

The Napoleonesque Colonel with stars in his eyes
And thoughts for no one and truths for lies
He commanded his men with curses and threats
A deal with this devil called off all bets

Skills he had, he’d smooze with the brass
If you wore stars he’d kiss your ass
Tell the HQ what they wanted to hear
His was the only skin he held dear

If you crossed him you’d sure rue the day
For the Colonel spent nights planning to repay
Devious and tricksome and cruel to the bone
Penalties and punishments he lived to hone

Nothing satisfied this vile little man
He had another promotion to plan
The men in his unit were just pawns to be used
Nevermind the damage he did the abused

No doubt in his mind he deserved a flag
What mattered if it cost some a body bag
He was the leader a man of import and station
Obviously superior than the rest of creation

His troops were crass and not worthy to note
Uneducated peasants only a mother would dote
Stepping stones to Brigadier that’s all they are
No matter what it costs he’ll have that star

This illegitimate commander a bastard by name
Failed to take the measure of one in the game
A Sergeant whose duty was to his men
Brought the illegitimacy to its end.

