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R. PRIMROSE found a precari-
¥1 sus perch in a vestibule. By the
time he reached Penn Station he
was, fit to be tied. Mr. Primrose and
another commuter bore down an a
subway turnstile at precisely the
same moment. i

Blinking as his -eyes adjusted to
daylight from subway gloom, he
heard shouts that blended with the
normal raucous pattern of downtown
New York. Then he realized some-
one was yelling, “Stop that manl
Stop, tha{ man!’ and Mr. Primrose
froze in his iracks. A man W8&s
sprawled on the sidewalk, both
hands clutching his stomach. A dark

| red stain spread on the pavement

beneath him. Mr. Primrose was
hardly aware of the big man hulk-
ing beside him. “One side - there,
Bud,'' gritted the big man, breath-
ing heavily.

Mr. Primrose paid ‘no attention. |

«That man,'” he gasped, pointing.
“He's been hurt Somebody ought to
do something.”

“Get out of my way,’' said the
big man harshly. Mr. Primrose did
not move, He was paralyzed with
horror and did not realize he was
standing at the door of a long black
sedan, preventing the big man from
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For years pulp and paper ranked as
Canada’s most important pracelime
industry - j!u,]j:,w! by wiyge- ]mul, pro-
duetion value amd exports, Tt 18
with a %

increase in vmplovinent over 1939,

wpeater than evet toeay

Spurred by war demands. Canada be-
came the fonrth steel producer aof the
United Nations and manufacture of
iron and steel products beeame the
industry --:np'lu}:'ﬁg most Canadians.
Today there are more than fwice as
many of u» engaged in this industry
as before the war.

The textile industry is our other groat
' manufacturing employer. It, too,
tremendously incroased. ita output
g0 muet war needs. Today in it, too,
far greater numbers of Canadisns
are employed than in 1939,
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%‘f—‘*—‘* TODAY Canadian manufacturing has reached

soord _peacelime heights. It has gone far beyond
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“Get out of my way.”

petting in. Mr. Primrose noticed that
tie big man was carrying a revolver.

The big man placed his free hand
un Mr. Primrose's face and shoved.
Something in Mr, Primrose’'s brain
snapped at the pain. He raised his
umbrella and brought its steel tp
down on his assailant's foot. The,

big man's pistel hand jerked con- i

vulsively.

He's going to shoot me, Mr. Prim-
rose thought. With a remote instinet
from some forgotten ancestor who
lived on raw meat, Mr. Primrose
swung his umbrella, stlver Handle
uppermost. Then a great light
fiashed and that was all Mr. Prim-
rose knew. :

“] puppose this is heaven,” Mr.
Primrose said. His gold-rimmed
glasses, he noted, were on the bed-
side table. Everything else — the
room. the bed, the whitesgarment
he was wearing — was new and
strange. A young girl wearing what
seemed to be a halo was moving
about the ToOOm.

] was about to hit somebody with
my umbrella,”” he said ruefully. “He
hit e first.” '

“No, he didn't!’’ said the girl.
‘You knocked him out. Cold as a

anything attained in pre-war ycars. During the war

we became the world's fourth industrial nation.

Now, in peacetime production again, over 9@,0[1}

Canadians are employed in maonufacturing—com-

pared to 570,000 in mid-1939. And average pay has
more than doubled!

CHARLES McNELLEN, in the
years 1920 to 1924 was driving a
truck for a Toronto electrotyping
firm. During this time he studied '
the business and was appointed as
salesman for the same company
from the latter part of 1924 until
:\prﬂ, 1931. His enthusiasm -
~pired other men who agreed o
assist him in the founding of hi-
own business. Taday he is Presi-
dent of “Bomac --one of the largest electrotyping anl
{?llr:r;ning rm:n!mnirn in Canada.

MR. McNELLEN -ays, “Cannda has been good to ﬁIt_. Shr
will proae the sanie to those young Canadians who are ready 1o
takeo wdvantage of the vastly ine rensed opportunitics she offers
today. Here, withiMbur own counlry, in coery field of endeatour,
mﬁmﬁ:i’ careers await the talented and ambitions.”
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{ront-paged. There was a picture of
nim that really did him justice, Mr.
Primrose thought. He read of his
cuploit. He was a Hero, Mr. Prim-
e heamed and went to sleep.
During his convalescence a stream
. visitors enlivened Mr, Primrose’s
ays. He had become & Big Shot.
ilix opinions were listened to with
oference. He sofinded off on World
‘vents and the Administration and
nuboudy contradicted him. He under-
-*uod this more fully when he over-
v ard a whisper: "“You can see il 1n
1= eyes—he's a killer—absolutely
. ithless!"” :
Vir Primrose grinned and thought
..+ 1he things he would say when he
‘ain saw Hardison Flint. Things
~» had been saving up for years.

. hen the gresl day came, Mr.l

aunrose walked with an  unac-
. i=tomed swagger. His hat was
vepeedl rakishly over one eye and he
iied his umbrella gaily. He re-
arsedd the speech he has pre-
e And so, Flint, I'm serving
e here and now—'  (gesture’
Ched fisty '—either 1 get my
ante of recognition or I'm leav-
‘v i miserable sweatshop today!
FHHIR
. owl vinee was booming through
. % ¢ Mr. Primrose opened the
parked PRIVATE., Hardison
1w ~eated at his desk,” thick
Loand o esvy jowls turning purple
vee n wtifl white collar. “What's
Cen™ he was screaming into a
. pephone, "This is a business«office,
v @ country club! Hereafter you
. -1 ta work on time—or elsel”™
Ite slammed down the receiver
4nd glared at Mr. Primrose. “'Hal"
.. shouted, “it's about time, Prim.
.-wse. Your department is two weeks

hohind. Let's get going on that year- |

:*T'Iq ﬂ“ﬂ!"

Mr. Primrose took a d breath.
Now or never! His lips Ir the
opening gentence of the rose
Declaration of Indespendence.\ The
words CAMS.

“Yeg, Mr. Filnt,” said Percival
Primross.
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