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Extract from recorded Postscript by L.W.

Brockington, now on his return to Canada, in

9 o'c news tonight:

The great thing that made me proud concerned Canada’s latest contribution

to Britain. For many months, Canada has been helping Britain to finance her

purchases in Canada and the United States. Seven hundred million dollars have

been advanced. That loan will bear no interest during wartime and its future

repayment is left for the future to determine. But in order that Britain may
have no further difficulties or at least fewer difficulties hereafter from the
North American Continent, Canada will provide Britain as an outright and free will

gift with one thousand million dollars worth for the munitions of war, raw

materials and food stuffs.

Now that in itself wouldn’t make any Canadian say he was proud. For good
accounts, says the French proverb, make good friends, and great gifts in times

of trouble are better than good accounts. But what did make me proud, would make

every Canadian proud, was Mr. Churchill’s obvious happiness. I hope I shall be

forgiven, if when I go home, I tell my fellow citizens, how, as I sat in Mr.

Churchill’s room on one of his troublous days, he fairly glowed with pleasure as

he told me of Mr. McKenzie King’s message to him about that gift. A great handed

and a great hearted generosity he called it. I think Canadians will look upon
it only as a part of their duty to you, who have done so much, but I think they
will be proud that it encouraged this great people and warmed the heart of the

brave man who has dedicated himself to our deliverance.

I’ll be home with the fishermen and the farmers and the lumbermen, the

ship-builders and the merchants, of Nova Scotia and New Brunswick and Prince

Edward Island. Where loyal Canadian fisher folk of German descent, sing their own

songs on the decks of Canadian corvettes. Where lingers the old Gaelic tongue,

so rich in old wisdom, gathered in the islands of the highlands seas. Where

there is that sacrificial passion for education which is the exaltation of the

Scottish people. Where neither timenor space can break the loyalty and the

ancestral tie.

I’m going back to Quebec where nearly four million men and women, whose

ancestors left France two or three hundred years ago,
have held, as every true

Briton would wish them to do, their ancient speech and ancient faith, with a

pride and a tenacity, unsurpassed. It’s a long time ago since a King of England

promised them that they should, and the faithful keeping of that promise is part

of the glory of free Canada, now strong in the equal partnership of two great

races. And the giving and keeping of that promise, are reasons why, more than

once in Canada’s history, the loyalty of French speaking Canadians to themselves

and to us, has helped to keep Canada within the British family, while in the

fateful year of 1939, when a great gentleman and a compassionate lady, the

King of England and the Queen of England, and the King and Queen of Canada, came

to us, there were many transfigured faces along the great pathways of faith, in

the ancient province of NewFrance. I’m going back to the great agricultural,

industrial and mining province of Ontario, where Englishmen, Scotsmen and

Irishmen, Canadians all, cherish wistful memories and an abiding love for the

land whence their fathers came.

/I am



I can going bade to the far west, where under the banner of Britain,
and of Canada, the new world order has gradually but surely taken shape.
A new frontier of freedom, - a land of hope and glory for many peoples,
some of them old in tragedy, - a land measured by milestones of mercy,

tilled by goodwill, and watered by the rains of racial reconciliation.

A broad land, sometimes a hard land, "where life is a long drawn question
between a crop and a crop," - a land of great stillnesses sometimes, and

great lonelinesses and many forests and many rivers, and high mountains

that point the road to the Pacific.

I’m going bank to eleven and a half millions of my fellow citizens.

Men with many pasts and only one future. Who was it who said, "Words

are the daughters of earth, but things are the sons of Heaven." I’ve

never been able to find out. And I wonder how they’re getting on with

the tilings of war in Canada? I got a telegram the other day. It told

me a few facts. It said that there were in the armed forces of Canada

today, three hundred and eighty-seven thousand men, ready to go anywhere.

A hundred and fifty thousand of them already overseas. Two hundred and

sixty thousand of them in the Army. Twenty seven thousand of them in the

Navy. And a hundred thousand of them in the Air Force. We hadn’t built

a Navy. We hadn’t much of a one when the war started. When the war began,
we had about thirteen ships and fourteen hundred men. We now have twenty

seven thousand men and nearly four hundred ships. We have an Air Force of

one hundred thousand. And under the air Training Plan, ninety air Schools,

a hundred and thirty air establishments. They’re flying a million aircraft

miles a day.

Since the war began, excluding Hong Kong, two thousand six hundred and

fourteen Canadians had been killed. Not very many but they were the faces

that we’d loved long since and lost awhile. We have built factories,

where hundred of thousands of man and increasing thousands of women are

turning out the munitions of wax. We have enough wheat to feed you for two

years. Wheat already in storage. We are sending you butter, and milk, and

bacon and cheese. By July of last year, we’d already sent you two thousand

million pounds of food. I tell you these figures, I won’t bore you with

then, but I mention them just for the sake of a few facts. They may just

sound a little bit like silly boasting anyhow, but they were just meant to

show you that another free people, inheriting great traditions, sharing great

traditions and creating great traditions, will not rest from its labours

until Hitler’s darkness yields to the dawn and light becomes once more, the

shadow of God.
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