THE SERGEANT STANDS ALONE

Our Sergeant was a tough one, the bravest of us all
When other men were shaken, he rose up and stood tall
A commanding voice and presence, each man answered his call
That gray eyed Sergeant, with his raspy southern drawl

In the face of bullets and shrapnel, he faced it all and sneered
And when the enemy came hard, he just fought back and jeered
All the men were heartened, and all the men cheered
To have a Sergeant such as he, whom the enemy surely feared

But in the quiet hours, the sergeant stands alone
No one to talk to, no one to phone
All the stress and fear, are his just his to own
And it sinks ever deeper, into heart and bone

But we never saw the sergeant, struggle as he did
He kept it deep inside, and covered with a lid
Behind those NCO stripes, he kept it so well hid
So all the troops would listen, and do as they were bid

The Sergeant was our leader, tall and strong and bold
And if he was a bit rough, it was not because he was cold
He cared about each one of us, we were family so he told
Our sergeant was the best of us, a man with a heart of gold

He took us through our training, made us better than our best
He pushed harder than other sergeants, to ensure we’d pass the test
Laughingly he would joke, when your dead you can rest
What we owe our sergeant, may never be expressed

But little did we know, the turmoil that he faced
Day by grueling day, and all the nights he paced
Believing that he must do more, his mind just raced and raced
Until it all became too much, and by despair he was embraced

I got the word just yesterday, our Sergeant lost his last fight
He stood alone so many times, and stood alone that night
All I can think or say, is this shit just ain’t right.

