was wholly baﬁk in his old routine. After the out-
“bresk of war, the regimen became almost intolerable,
for one sven in the prime of hsalth. As his respons-
ibilitles increased, he expended the last ounce of his
energy to wmset them. dore and more purdens fell on him,
which he indefatigably aﬁtempted to carry. Finally his
physical machine broke down, his heart failed him.

| - On Janusary 28, 1941, after a hard morning's work,
he had lunched and was driving back to his office up
O'Connor St. toward Sparks at 2.15‘p.ﬁ.-when he slumped
unconscious over the steering wheel. A policeman and
several others witnessed this. Cn the instant, his
uncontrollsd car went on and collided with an east-
bound streetcar on SparksASt.then he was 1lifted out
and taken to ths hospltal by ambulance, he was no longer
alive. The Prime Mihister was at his side very soon,
and Mrs. Skelton, qulckly notified, arrived within a
few minutes; but 1t was too late. One of his closest
friends, W.C. Clark, has written: "How on the day of
hils death he happened to be coming up Metcalfe Strest
Ab’Conﬁonzz when he slumped over the wheel of his car
1s still a mystery, buf it 1s a good guess that after

a hasty luncheon at a small cafetefﬁa he had taken out
his car to do an errand of kindness to some humble
friend." (1)

His funeral in Ottawa was attended by a large

number of statesmen, senlor Civil Sarvants, diplomats

(I} W.C., Clark: "Oscar Douglas Skelton", Frocsedings of
the Royal Society of Canada, Hay, 1941. p.l144.




