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Aside from the shadows cast as far away as Pointe au Baril, what has always
intrigued me is the often-repeated observation that you could read a newspaper at the
corner of James and Seguin Streets in the middle of the night, so intense was the light
of the fire.  

Parry Sound resident Joe Brunatti had just left the show at the Strand Theatre
when a great flare bloomed in the direction of Depot Harbor, about three miles away
as the crow flies, and in a matter of minutes, everything was bathed in an apocalyp-
tic orange inferno, reflected in a huge pall of smoke that appeared to be migrating
towards the south-east.  Then came a dull concussion and a huge column of sparks
boiled into the sky.

There was, of course, a great deal of speculation, and the event was well under
way before Parry Sounders learned what had happened. Joe and his confreres were
up much of the night to see what they could, and the next day went to Depot Harbor
to see what was to be seen.  

At the time, there was no road to Depot Harbor, so the only way to go was on a
small ferry that ran from Bob’s Point across the gap to Parry Island (remains of the
landing can still be seen), hike overland on a dirt trail, and then walk along the railway
tracks the rest of the way.  All that remained of the grain elevator and transit sheds
across the harbour were smoldering, steaming piles of rubble, much of which was
nails, spikes, and reinforcement rods from the grain elevator, some it it piled four feet
high. Of the transit sheds, all that was left to be seen were the footings, still plainly
visible so many years later.

Also resident in Parry Sound was Louis Cascanette, at nine years old, a much
bigger kid than I.  By virtue both of seniority and the presence of visiting cousins (one
of whom was in the Royal Canadian Navy), Lou was able to stay up later than I and
had perhaps not slept at all when matters erupted. 

He recalls being roused out of bed to witness a strange orange-yellow daylight
that became more yellow the higher up one looked.  The light, in fact, covered the
night sky to the extent that, in comparison to my own experience, this hellish glare
shone down so directly, like the sun at noon, that shadows were virtually absent.
Lou’s vantage point was from near where the Macfarlane Street transfer station now
is, and anyone who has ever been up the hill there will appreciate the sort of view he
and his family had.

That it was some catastrophe at Depot Harbor was plain. What had caused it, of
course, was a matter of conjecture, and there were those who ventured the opinion
that it might be some dirty work by Japanese agents; or maybe there were agents who
didn’t know the war was over, a parallel situation to the Battle of New Orleans after the
conclusion of the War of 1812.

In any event, Lou’s main recollections of the fire were the fantastic colours of the
flames and what looked like flaming tires flying through the air.

Una Carson Cooper, at 19, was one of the Really Big Kids at Depot Harbor. She and
her friend Rosa Agnello were able to stay up later than us small fry. Just after dark, as
Una recalls, she and Rosa were headed to the “downtown” store, otherwise known as
Veneranda’s, to buy some sort of treat. The big grain elevator at the outer end of the
big dock was out of use and slated for demolition, but, oddly, it looked as if a light was
on in one of the windows. The girls watched it with mounting apprehension as it grew 
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