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Please cheek with Broadcast

The following appeal by General Wavell (from India) will

be broadcast in the Home Service at 8.40 p.m. tonight.

Armistice Day, Poppy Day, 1941 - it is bound to evoke memories of earlier such

days when we thought of those whose sacrifice had given us peace and security in

our time, we hoped. We gave generously to aid those of then and their dependents
whom wounds, sickness or misfortune had disabled.

Today we stand at the sternest crisis of ail our history. We face the darkest

power, the most savage enemy that for many centuries has threatened the things we

hold most dear - freedom and justice and truth and kindliness.

It is our most dangerous hour, and yet our greatest hour. To some of those who

fought and saved us in the last war it must have seemed at one time as if their

victory had been wasted and the purpose of their sacrifice forgotten; as if when

Poppy Day came round, we flung them alms and pity, but were indifferent to or even

scornful of the great aims that had upheld them in their fight, Today they know,
and the world knows, that the old spirit of cur people was only sleeping in the

years cf peace; that it needed but the challenge of the wild boast to call it forth

in even sterner mood to meet a sterner danger.

And so today we think not only of the men of the last war, the men of the North

Sea and the Dover patrol, the men of Flanders and Artois and Picardy, the men of

Macedonia and Palestine and Mesopotamia and other distant fields, but also of those

who have fought and are fighting in the present grim struggle; the men of the Battle

of the Atlantic, the men of Dunkirk, the men of the Tattle for Britain, the men of

the Western Desert, of Greece, of Crete, of East Africa; of those who are guarding

our homes, battered and, menaced as never before, and those who are fighting overseas;
the manhood and womanhood of our nation united in steadfast determination that

liberty of action and of thought, that fair dealing and honest speaking shall not

yield to oppression and lying and cruelty. In the words of the Royal Charter of the

British Legion, "to promote unity amongst all classes
t

to make Right the master of

right, to secure peace and goodwill on earns, to safeguard and transmit to posterity
the principles of justice, freedom and democracy and to consecrate and sanctify our

comradeship by our devotion to mutual service and helpfulness."

This fund of the noble Charter just read has for more than twenty years looked

after those who suffered in the last war. It has now been extended to meet the needs

of the men and women who are fighting the present war and of their dependents, to

all three Services, the Merchant Navy and the Women's Auxiliary Services.

The present Poppy Day is its coning of age, its twenty-first annual appeal. The

first appeal raised a hundred and six thousand pounds, and the last, in 1940, five

hundred and ninety-five thousand. Let us mark this coming of age by boating all

records.

The needs of the Fund, as you will realise, are far greater than in the past,
and there can be no better way to show our gratitude to and admiration of those who

have fought and are fighting our battles than by a generous contribution to the

Poppy Fund.

You can do this by paying even more generously than over for your poppies on

Armistice Day or by sending special Poppy Day donations ad,dressed to Haig's Fund,

Cardigan House, Richmond, Surrey.

Let me recall to you for a moment the founder of the Legion and of Poppy Day,

Field-Marshal Earl Haig. There are critics of his strategy, but there can be none

of his courage - he had at all times and at all crises that steadfast unquenchable
will to victory and that belief in victory that is the first quality of all great

leaders, statesmen or soldiers, and of the British people itself, in times of danger.

It will not fall us now.

In conclusion, let me quote you some lines that seem appropriate to the present

day, written by a soldier poet who gave his life in the last war:

"Take up thy quarrel with the foe,
To you, wash foiling hands we throw
The torch. Be yours to hold, it high.
If ye break faith with us who die,
We shall not sleep.

Though poppies grow in Flanders fields."
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