
SACRIFICE—THE PRICE OF VICTORY

very deliKiitfuIly, Itiil I urn Miiro yiiu think iiKitin !tii<i .iiffiin while .«iiiKinn

"Kc«>p tho Ifonic Firos FiiirnitiK" th:it it i,s nut ynii that kt'cp the h<im«' hres
Itiirninn Oli, thank (lod, ixviplc nf America, that yoii hve in this happy,
in thi.s iH-aiitifiil land, ho far Jiway from ffic havoc anil the rava>f<'M aruJ the
tniKt'dy of war. "Keep the Flome Tires Hiiniinn." Kememher your home
firoH are Imrning to-<lay hecause inyrijid home tires in another nation have
heeri put out. Your hfimes are free throiiuh the sacrifice of other homes
in tlieir defense; your hftle chihiren are safe and iiapi)y tludiijjh the sacrifice
of countless thousands of little children in other lands. "Keep (he Home
Fires BurninK." Your home tires are iMiminn in the shelter of those frrint

lines stretching across the fields of France, the frontier of your country i-

not yoiu' own const, it is this trench carved line across the fii'lds of France.

You know I have sometimes walked up and down tho.se front line trenches
in the cold, rainy, inclement weather and I have seen the little liics of the
lad.s in the line, little fire liuckets, just liuckets with holes knocked into them,
and a liaixlfid of coal or wood or charcfiaJ, and there they were hurnint:
and sputtering fitfully in the moisture of the trenches. I liave looked at
them and thought, what pitiful tires they are! I looked ajiain and I said:
"No, they ;ire jtrand fire.s, the grandest fires in the world, liecause they were
the advance (ftiard of the tires of freedom the wide world over " Oh, yes,
kee|) the home fires hurnin^J, hut rememher it is only po.ssilile for you to do
this in the shelter of the life and sacrifice of your lads in the line.

But, oh, how much it has cost France, that line 400 miles lonn? What
is the l>rea(lth of the area of devastation? You take the enemy front line.

400 miles lonji; the front line trench, a janned, irregular line. Behind it, a
quarter of a mile behind, you have the su[)port line; and then, behind that
ajiain, about a mile behind, you have the reserve line. Behind th.at other
line.s and other lines and other lines, back, back, back, to the line of their
jjreat guns, so close together you can hardly distinguish one battery from the
next.

Between their trenches and ours you have Xo-man's latid

asked me: "Mow wide is Xo-man's land? How far "way were
the enemy's trenches across Xo-man's land?" .\nd they are sometunes
surprised when I tell them that for seven weeks 1 was fighting in a certain
sector of the trenches, the close.st point of which was about .'if;

• ards from
the nearest point of the enemy trenches. We could iiear tliem speaking
together plaiidy, we could hear them shouting to ourselves, we couM hear
them speaking to us sometimes in (piite uncom|)limentarv terms and on
more than one occasion I have heard our lads returning witli interest the
compliments.

People
you

lave
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A tiny little British Tonmiy, ho was a very tiny chap, brought in a big,

burly Prussian officer and, as they stood together, it w.as interesting to se«-

the lofty way in which this Prussian officer looked down upon the F'nglisli

Tonuiiy. He looked down upon him from every point of view, nationally,
physically, socially and intellectually and every other way until you woiiderefl
how there was anything left of that little Tonmiy. He said to him at last,

very disdainfully: "You fight for money." Just fancy, you bankers, fancy
a man telling a British Tommy that he fights for money,—and you know
how much the poor fellow gets? Twonly-live cents a day; he fights and dies
for 25 cents a day,—when he gets it, and there are all sort.s of deductions
for insurance, for fines (Tommy has a genius for fines), for all sorts of things,
and if you look at the pittance that remains, you know, it is positively cruel
to tell Tommy Atkins that he fights for money. (Laughter.) Oh no, oh


