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Born To Lead

The MI5 spies concoct a bizarre WWII deception plan 
to throw the Nazis off their trail. Full of satire, the song 
mocks their privileged belief that they were born to lead.

So you dreamt of being a pilot, but you never got to fly. So you 
dreamt of sailing the Seven Seas but never got to try. Well, let 
navy lads get soaking! We’ll all stay nice and dry. We shout to 
all the soldiers, “Jump!” And hear them shout, “How high?” 
For we were made to give the orders, while lesser men take heed. 
For some, were born to follow, but we were born to lead.
Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to MI5.
“You’re sure to save the nation,” Nanny told me in my cot.  
“For your father gave you courage.” Also, ponies and that yacht.  
My centuries of breeding, I know they’ll fail me not. For fortune 
favors bravery, and a fortune’s what I’ve got. Oh yes, some boys 
go to battle, but we’re a different breed. For some were born to 
follow, but we were born to lead.
We are the masters. We are the clever men who hold the reigns. 
For who needs guns when you’ve got brains. You’ll see, forever 
after, and when this war is done and fades to dust, the world will 
turn and say to us that we were born to lead!
When I was a young explorer, (Yes!) I discovered a new breed 
of trout. (What?) It leapt into my kayak and just briefly 
knocked me out. (Sorry, what?) The feeling was quite magical 
when it slapped me on the mouth. It made the local papers, 
“Rare fish attacks boy scout.” It’s still my proudest moment, 
of that I have no doubt. For some were born to follow, 
but I was born to find trout.
Morning gentleman…
Oh, Colonel Bevan, sir!
Watch out, boys, the big boss is here.
Welcome to military deception. Now, as you all know the 
next Allied invasion target is Sicily. And the key to invading 
Sicily is...not invading Sicily. 
I’m sorry, what?
Or at least that’s what the enemy is going to think. 
We’re going to convince the Germans that we’re headed for 
somewhere else instead. Sardinia, to be exact.



Oh, a misdirection.
Exactly!
What, so we’re going to win this war with a magic trick?
How else do we make a hundred thousand German troops 
disappear?
Sicily could turn the tide of the war, but we can’t just rock up and 
knock up on the door. For each man we’ve got, they’ve got 10 more. 
We’ll be slaughtered before we even reach the shore.
We need a way to reduce the danger, tip the odds in our favor. 	
Go to great lengths to drain the strength of the Sicilian defense by 
misdirecting their dear dictator.
Gotta make Hitler believe Sicily isn’t where we’re gonna be. Gotta 
proceed with some dishonesty. Gotta deceive ‘cause what I wanna see 
is hundreds of thousands of Germans are getting off our property.
So I need your brains to figure out how do we sell a fake campaign, 
find me a strategy, use your grey matter to tactically scatter the 
enemy to the breeze. Then, once the island is unattended, once the 
beaches are undefended, we send our boys in, then we destroy them. 
That’s how Sicily is apprehended.
So we’ve got to lie about where we strike, so we can fool the Reich. 
This plan is strictly need to know.
What we need is a genius plan! What this country needs is a 
genius man! 
We were born to lead!
Oh, brothers, let’s get winning! (Hear hear!) My mind shall set us 
free! (Three cheers!) Gonna win the war (Champagne galore!) as 
I flick the Hun the V.
I’ll definitely get a knighthood (Oh, yes.) And a Victoria Cross or 
three. Look up “victory” in the dictionary, there’s a picture there of 
me. We are the finest minds in England, on that we are agreed. For 
some were born to follow, but we were born to lead!

__________________________________________________________________________



Dear Bill

When MI5 male officers struggle to draft a convincing fake 
love letter for the deception plan, secretary Hester Leggatt 
steps in. In the process of writing, she reveals her own 

repressed grief from losing her love in WWI.

Dear Bill, I’m afraid I’ve not got long to write. I’m off to Mary’s. You 
know how she feels about bridge night. It’s been a few days. I thought 
that I’d send a few lines.
Next door’s greyhound came into the garden this morning. 
I think he likes the roses. They’re doing fine, I used some twine to 
tie them up and rein them in. I hope they’ll bloom next spring, but 
you’ll see that for yourself.
I’m following the instructions you left in your note: 
“Please devote all your time to their care.” And I have done, 
I swear. Except for the talking, I’m not going to do that! 
‘Cause talking to roses is mad, and you knew that when you 
whispered sweet nothings to flowers to make my dad cross, 
and me laugh, and it did. And why did we meet in the middle of a 
war? What a silly thing for anyone to do.
Your sister sends her love, of course, and your mother...is the same 
as ever. Diana’s piano is getting much better. Well, I say better, I 
really just mean louder, but as she tells me, that’s pretty much the 
same. Well, it makes a change from all of the noise and the sirens, and 
sometimes from all of the silence.
With six rounds of “Jingle Bells” and “We Wish You a Merry 
Christmas,” even though it is June. And it’s been a long summer, 
but she wants to be perfect for her older brother. She hopes you’ll be 
home again soon— No. She knows you’ll be home again soon.
And it’s fine, and we’re fine. It’s nice to watch her get better with 
time. I suppose they just miss you. I know they just miss you. And 
I’m not going to argue with that.
And why did we meet in the middle of a war? What a silly thing 
for anyone to do. And I’m trying my best to write everything 
down to fill in the gaps so that when you’re around, it’ll be 
like you’ve never been gone. As if you’ve been here all along. 
‘Cause you can’t just miss out on the songs.
And the roses just miss you. I know they just miss you. 
And I’m not going to argue with that. There’s so much to do 



when you come back. And I know that they say that it’s all 
for a cause. Our brave boys out fighting a war to end wars, 
but it’s like they don’t see, that when you’re far from me, 
our roses don’t get the conversation they need, which just 
seems unfair. I’m stuck here, and you’re there.
I suppose I just miss you. I know I just miss you. Even now 
I still miss you. And why did we meet in the middle of a war? 
What a silly thing for anyone...

__________________________________________________________________________

Did We Do It/Glitzy Finale
The MI5 spies celebrate the success of the WWII mission and 

honor the real men behind Major Bill Martin.

Did we do it, Johnny?
Did we do it?
We did it.
Oh! I knew it!
As much as I hate to admit it, Montagu.
Oh, I’m a genius!
Oh, here we go!
I can’t believe this!
Sicily is ours for the taking. Charles, congratulations! Ev-
eryone, in fact…that’s...brilliant!
I can’t believe they bought it! Oh, Charlie, don’t com-
plain.  It seems our Bill succeeded on his little trip to Spain. 
But we gambled so much on it. My God, are we insane?! 
We bet the whole war on a stolen corpse! Quite right! Where’s 
that champagne? 
Monty, our men could have been massacred if we did not suc-
ceed! Oh, Charlie, some were born to follow–Don’t you say it! 
We need a glitzy finale!
So, step one: the war was won. Both sides, with relief, laid down 
their guns. Germany conceded the match in the end, though we 
may have had a little help from our friends.
I got a good feeling. (USA!) I’m feeling good about this war. 



(We came and saved the day.) Sure, fascism sure took a beating, 
but that ain’t no reason for them to feel sore.
Yes, you have been defeated. Look at these guys! They’re losers, 
but they just don’t mind. ‘Cause when the chips are down and 
you’ve lost your way, there’s a home for you in the USA. So 
don’t mope, ya dopes, ‘cause we’re all feeling fine! 
Making a man! Making a hero, quick as we can. The 
nation’s in need of a marvelous man. A dependable 
dreamboat, a shining example of what humans can be. Making 
a man.
And...that’s about it, sir.
Who was he?
Who was who? 
Oh, the man who wasn’t Major Bill Martin? Now that 
the mission was a success, I doubt that anyone will ever 
really need to know. 
But luckily, Montagu’s stolen files were the starting point 
to solve one final mystery. 
His name was Glyndwr Michael.
A gardener come from Cardiff to London. (Out of desperation.) 
Born on the wrong side of the tracks. (A life lived on the line.) 
No family left to mourn him or wonder. (Just a lonely soul.) 
What happened when he fell through the cracks. (A man of no 
renown.)
The history books are sure men like Bill Martin won this fight, 
but to forget the ones behind him. Well, it never seemed quite 
right. Though it took fifty years to get it, and the government 
to let it. In Huelva a memorial now stands, looking out across 
the sea upon the sands. It reads…
“For Glyndwr Michael, who served as Major William 
Martin. The man who never was.”
If it’s down, it’s down together. If it’s up, it’s up as one. So sail 
on, boys, through stormy weather. Soon the journey will be 
done.


