
My Ambition 
 

When leaving school, it was my aim, 
To be a grocer, what a game, 

Three years I stuck it, then got tired, 
And so from this I then retired. 

 
I next desired to be a clerk, 

And in this line I soon found work, 
At Tonbridge in a Merchant’s Shop,  

And twelve months after, they went pop. 
 

From there I got a better job, 
It meant a rise of seven bob, 

I stayed there for five years or so, 
And then war broke out you know. 

 
Was in the Territorials then, 

Been in ‘em since nineteen nought ten, 
But up to then my rank was private, 

“Ambition” said “You must improve it”. 
 

So there and then I bought some books, 
And midst my comrades surly looks, 

I studied musketry and drill, 
Thinks I “My rank improve I will”. 

 
I studied hard with might and main, 

My first Lance Corporal stripe to gain, 
And proud the day when first put on 

The first of my “ambition”. 
 

My second stripe came out at last, 
I thought “I’m getting on quite fast”, 

But this still keener made “Ambition”, 
I must obtain Sergeant’s position. 

 
I think it must have been two years, 
Before the rumour reached my ears, 

That Sergeant I was to become, 
Thinks I “Ambitions never done”. 

 
Thus having reached such dizzy height, 

I thought “Ambition’s finished quite, 
I’m sure I cannot higher go, 

But then of course you never know. 
 

To my surprise and wondering gloom, 
A message came from Orderly Room, 

My coat and top I then seize, 
The Major wants the Sergeant please. 

 
 
 
 
 
 



I, conscience smitten take my place, 
the Major with a smiling face 

Says “Well Sergeant your Ambition, 
Has gained you a King’s Commission. 

 
I thought it must be just a dream, 
But no the circumstances seem, 
To point to it that it’s quite real, 

As the old Major’s smiles reveal. 
 

It’s true enough.  To school, I go, 
To Bangalore, a three month show, 

For an Officer to make me fit, 
Then for exams I have to sit. 

 
And then through these, I’ve struggled on, 

Pushed by my magic “Ambition”, 
And then to regiment I am posted, 
In North West India to be roasted. 

 
And after wandering in the hot, 
Of India, Persia and Mespot, 

When all at home have got a job, 
In ’22 here comes demob. 

 
An ungrateful Government says “go”, 

Then home we have to come you know, 
Thinks I “Goodbye” to my Ambition, 

Of being someone in position. 
 

But, no my luck is never dead, 
And different thoughts enter my head, 

Within two months of the above, 
I fell quite hopelessly in love. 

 
My ideal girl I’d met at last, 

The one I’d pictured for years past, 
When introduced I first became, 
At once she set my heart aflame. 

 
And now “Ambition” once more burns, 

A different plan within me yearns, 
To marry her’s my chief “Ambition”, 

And so I still seek high position. 
 

With her as my chief inspiration, 
No bounds what next my aspiration, 

For now that we have exchanged rings 
Inspires me to far greater things. 
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