A Small Window
     	A small window to the outside world. Surrounded by hundreds of pounds of metal. Will all this protect me, or will I die inside this tin can, a metal hull of a coffin? My mind races, scanning the inside of this tin can, watching as my crew members get ready for the coming battle. The tension mounts as we wait. Is it possible an implosion will come before an outside explosion strikes?
      	This small window to the world limits my vision and reduces the periphery around me. My point of view is confined to what is directly in front of me. This narrow scope does not allow for mistakes or miscalculations. The expectation of battle did not include this tin can of death or this war for world domination. Yet when my number came up, I reported as a dutiful son. Leaving the farm, with its wide-open spaces, with room to move, able to see the world in three hundred sixty degrees. Where one could feel the cool breeze at night through the wide-open window.
    	 The small window now only brings scenes of death and destruction. Images that will never leave or diminish. The savage sights and stomach-churning sounds of men dying, screaming in agony with their last breath. Fighting machines that now sit smoldering in pieces of junk that line the open fields. Do the others see what I see? Are they limited by their small windows? Do their hands tremble on the controls in anticipation or fear?
     	From the small window, I can tell it is now time. Now is the time for all good men to come to the aid of their country. My sister repeated that so many times as she practiced her typing. Will she see the irony of it? I do, but then I’m the one sitting here in a smoky tin can coming to the aid of my country. The Commander gives the ready to flip down the flap on the small window. We can no longer see, literally. I am in the dark, relying on directions and rote memory. The coppery taste of blood on my tongue flows from where I’ve bitten a hole in my lip.
     	The tin can begins to squeak and groan as I shift the gears. The tracks rumble as they move the tin can across the field in a race for victory. Adjusting the controls as the Commander calls out directions, the sounds of the gun crew loading the cannon ring out as we charge across the terrain. I move the tin can into position and brace for the recoil. Only time will tell who wins the battle. Sweat begins to pour down my face, striving to follow commands. It’s a struggle to do what I’m told as the flight or fight response tries to take control. 
     	The battle rages all around as I drive blindly through it. The gun crews load and re-load the cannon as fast as they can. We are now firing on the move. The acrid sulfur stench of gunpowder causes my stomach to lurch in an attempt to empty it of the bile rising to my throat. The callouts of the Commander over the percussive bangs can hardly be heard. The heat of the battle is no longer a metaphor. Or is it a simile? I can never remember which is which. The tin can has become an oven, getting hotter as each minute passes. It begins to bake our skin. Cooking us like the K rations we had for lunch. My mind tells me to open the tiny window. Let in some air and let out some heat.
     	I reach for the flap but stop as a sudden jolt rocks the tin can. Shifting gears, trying to get it to move, but it doesn’t move. Then switch to reverse, and again nothing. The inside of the tin can is now eerily silent. The Commander opens his hatch and rises to look. Amid the pandemonium of the battle, a shot rings out, and he falls back inside. I can’t see what has happened to him as I can’t move in the tin can. A frantic call out to him brings no response. The crew scrambles to load the cannon again. I flip up the flap.
     	Through the small window, I face death. In slow motion, the round fired from the Panzer flies across the field. Even as the gun crew fires, I know it is too late. How odd, I think back to all the tin cans shot off our fence posts back home. Competing with my friends to see how many holes we could put in the cans. How high they would fly up as the impact of the round hit them.
	The insidious scream of the Panzer’s round grows louder as it closes in on its target. It penetrates the tin can like a dull knife through butter. Ripping the metal apart at the seams, it ricochets around the tin can before blasting its lethal fragments into our soft flesh. The pain and cries of death are the last things remembered.
Now I sit forever in the driver’s seat of a World War II Army tank. A tin can filled with holes, a ghost in the hedgerows of France.
