
By Steven Duff

It was a windy Georgian Bay evening, just after dark; the first chill of late summer
and the chirp and twitter of crickets competed with the swish and tumble of trees
in the lightless sky.

Summer was well and truly on its way. It would be all downhill from here, and then
back to school.  There was no gloom, however on this night, the evening of August 14,
1945. The Japanese had packed it in after a long, destructive, and ultimately fruitless
war, heralding in my six-year old mind the lifting of rations of the basic necessities of
life, like brown sugar.

In the year 1945, my family had a cottage at Pointe-au-Baril. While the grown-ups

celebrated the end of World War II, we youngsters were packed off to bed at the usual
time, just as darkness was beginning to cloak our wind-thrashed little bay, but bed
would not last long. I was just nicely to sleep when my sister woke me up and said,
“Come outside. I don’t know what’s going on, but you’ve got to see it.”

“It” was a lurid orange glare in the southern sky, a glare so bright as to cause shad-
ows.  We were pretty scared, especially being on our own with the parents on another
island. What was happening? Was this some sort of revenge counter-attack by the
Japanese? Had Parry Sound taken fire?  Was it an enormous bush fire? Was a volcano
erupting? We know now that it was none of the above. Rather, it was the Great Fire of
Depot Harbor (yes, “harbor” was spelled without the “u” in official documents), which
exerts its fascination to this day, slightly more than 61 years after the fact.
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Peter Agnello and Lou
Cascanette in front of what

remains of the round-
house at Depot Harbor.
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