Bad Trail Panzer Song

The odor of shite

Clouds the sun shinning bright

The Hash won’t delight

Even in snow crystal white.

The beer better be stronger Than the effort by the hare 

Hashit for him.

The truth will be found if 

We all are passing wind.

Panzerlied

Ob's stürmt oder schneit,
Ob die Sonne uns lacht,
Der Tag glühend heiß
Oder eiskalt die Nacht.
Bestaubt sind die Gesichter,
Doch froh ist unser Sinn,
Ist unser Sinn;
Es braust unser Panzer
Im Sturmwind dahin.

If there's storm or it snows, 
Or the sun smiles on us, 
The day is burning hot, 
Or the night icy cold. 
Dusty are the faces, 
But joyful is our mind, 
Joyful our mind; 
Our tank roars ahead 
Within the storm wind.
When a hostile tank 
appears ahead of us, 
Full throttle is given 
And we close with the foe! 
It's not our life we value, 
For the army of our realm, 
Army of our realm 
For Germany to die 
Is honor most high.
And if we are abandoned 
By that unfaithful luck, 
And if we don't return 
To our homeland again, 
If a bullet strikes us down, 
If our fate calls on us, 
Yes calls on us, 
Then our tank will give us 
A metal grave
With thundering engines, 
Fast as a lightning bolt, 
The enemy engaging, 
Within our armor plates. 
Ahead of our comrades, 
In the battle, all alone, 
We stand all alone 
That's how we strike deep 
Into the enemy's ranks.
With obstacles and tanks 
The foe blocks our path, 
We laugh about it 
And simply pass them by. 
And if ahead guns threaten, 
Hidden in the yellow sand, 
In the yellow sand, 
We seek out our way, 
That no one else found

