About midday, Mr Alan and Mr R. J Sainsbury came along to see me, asked me how I was, well I said, 'I'm alright sir.' I asked how some of the staff were. 





‘Well I'm afraid that Florence who you were talking to, is... died.’ Apparently the light canopy in the roof had dropped on her and decapitated the poor girl.





And of course as I had been laying there, I also heard a girl in the office crying out, 'Help, help' and gradually her voice got lower and lower. 





She apparently died of suffocation, so by the grace of God I am still alive today.








