
and girls; F lorette  t-ra te  and 
G eorgette D raper of the camp 
staff, and cam p cook Hugh Mc
D onald, all of O ttaw a.

A moment later there was a 
jangling, crunching crash, a 
nightmare of whirling unreality 
with pain unnoticed, and then 
all was still.

T here  was no panic, no cry 
of pain, no hysteria.

“We had been com ing up be
hind the truck  at about tw ice 
its speed” , Mr. Fogo la te r re- 

| called, "and  the truck  was go
, ing betw een 20 and 30 miles an 
| hour.
I “ I d on 't know  w hether the 

d riv e r  tried  to tu rn  out and 
’ pass o r not, bu t if he did he 

never made it.
“We plowed into the back of 

the truck almost dead-centre.
•‘The bus seem ed to stagger 

under us.
“ It shuddered, there w as a 

h o rrib le  grinding sound, and 
then it flipped  over.

“C hildren  and luggage filled 
the inside in a tum bled mess. j 

Children Didn’t Panic.
“T hank  God the kids kept 

th e ir  heads and d idn 't panic.
“They w ere scared. Who 

w asn 't? B ut they  scram bled out 
w ithou t pushing and causing 
m ore in ju ries.”

The d riv e r d idn 't move.
Little Johnny Rowan-Legg, 

behind him, crawled ahead and 
out through the shattered wind
shield.

Blood from  cuts on faces, 
hands, legs, ran  along the cream  
enam elled  ceiling of the bus, 
w hich w as now a w all.

The huge vehicle lay on its 
left side, across the d itch at the 
rig h t of the road, its fron t end 
in a grain  field, sm ashed and 
tw isted  and grotesque w ith  w ire 
fencing tau t over the hum p of 
its w reckage.

Dump Truck Wrecked.
A dozen yards aw ay the dum p 

tru ck  lay broken, in the ditch, 
its cab crum bled u nder it, 
w heels upw ard, one pa ir of the 
huge double w heels ripped off. 
its load of gravel strew n about 
the area.

Somehow, incredibly, driver

system : "A ttention, please. Char- of
tered  coach from  Canoe Lake or
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near A rnprior. F u rth e r  details w  
will be made available s h - r r K "  ^  

M inutes later, a copy of The 
Jo u rn a l carry ing  first hews 
flashes of the accident reached 
the term inal.

“We nearlv  w ent crazy” , said 
H. W. M acLean, of 241 Irving 
avenue. “M.v son Sandy was on 
tha t bus. We knew  some of the 
ch ildren had been injured. We 
didn’t know who they w ere.”

Taken to hospital in A rnprior 
w ith the o ther children  for a 
medical check-up, Gordon Dewar 
insisted on phoning his parents.

“I knew  they would be w ait
ing at the bus term inal ’ in 
O ttaw a” , G ordie said.

“I knew  they would be w orry 
ing. So I telephoned there .”

W ith a sob in her th roat the 
boy's m other answ ered the PA 
system 's call, picked up the 
phone and learned  her son was t' 
all right. o

She asked him  if a boy nam ed c 
M acLean was un in jured . ii

“You mean Sandy?” G ordie u 
said. “Sure, he's right here.j 
Does his m other w ant to ta lk  to hi 
him ?” ’ bi

Mrs. M acLean, who had ac- bi 
com panied Mrs. D ewar to the c 
phone, also learned  good news a 
from  her boy. ’ h

i O ther parents who had drifted  
to the bank of wall phones when si 
they saw  and heard the happy a
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Jim Cherry drew himself out 
from under, ^blood running from 
his face and hands.

His w ork-m ate, G illan, lay 
dazed in the flattened  cab and 
J im  C herry  got him  out through 
a glassless w indow.

“I don 't know  w hat happen
ed", C herry  told The Journal, 
afte r he’d had his superficial 
cuts fixed up.

“ I d id n 't see the bus coming 
in my side m irror.

“A ll I know  is we w ere d riv 
ing along and— bang— I was 
craw ling  out of the w reckage. 
I ’m  not even sure how I got 
out. Then I thought about G illan 
and w en t to help him .”

Both w ere covered w ith  blood 
bu t only  from  shallow  cuts. Both 
w ere trea ted  a t A rnp rio r and re 
tu rned  to the scene of their 
am azing escape.

Anne Tolmie. 14, daughter nf 
Mr. and Mrs. J. Row Tolmie,
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