BARBAROSSA (AUTUMN 1941)

We are making good progress through this flat country.
All so unlike Sudetenland where our friends welcomed us
In German. We have showed the Poles what twentieth-century cavalry
Can do. Now PanzerKommandanten are about to cross the border
Into Ukraine. Here we will teach the Slavs how to be good Germans.
Then we face the real Russians. Split north and south for Leningrad and
Moscow before we meet the snows, but who knows our final end?
Only our Fuhrer has the will to take more land than Bonaparte.

West of Bialystok we assemble. Our thirsty engines shut down to cool. 
We read letters from our families who need to get in their fuel too.
For our sakes they hope it will soon be over. We read with a lump in our throats.
Then we hear the bells. We have been spied and churches try to warn of our threat. 
Too late, what can these serfs do? Refuelling complete we board and take our seats.
Three short blasts on the whistle. The Panzer splutters back to life. We continue east.
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