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The forces of nature in violent dis-
turbance constituted a memorable
and majestic spectacle, The storm
was punetnated by alternate vivid
flash and terrific reverberation high
over maiuntain, river and lake.
There was hittle rain and for long
periods at a stretech we stood in the
darkness in- front of the log house
in its isolated and impressive setting
upon the bank of the Harrison River
watching the play of sheet, forked
and chain lightning above and be-
tween the mountain peaks and ridges
and listening to the cataclysmie
erashes and rumblings, which sug-
cested nothing so muceh as the thund-
er of the guns in France.

ight hundred feet up the side of
the thickly wooded mountain across
the river two magnificent cedars had
heen selected by the gods of the
lichtning for sacerifice upon the «ltar
of their fury.
a fearful rending, for, when seen
next day, the great trees stood torn
c¢lean from pinnicle to base. Above

them a faint prelimmary curl of

smoke told of the ineipient fire
threatening an extensive area of
forest monarchs and smaller brush.
lmagination could almost sense the

There must have been.

By Noel Robinson

mmarticulate ery of those splendid
trees  for protection against
fiery enemy :
Oh, can it be that last tled
roseate light
L'l see no more—no more will
signal morn
With my high coronet: laugh at
the blight
Of Autumn or of winters vet
unborn:
Feel the dark smother of the
misty rains;
Hear cool nocturnal sylphs sing
soft refrains?

ther

Led by a particularly conscientious
«nd efticient fire-warden we blazed a
wayv to the
which proved to he more or less of a
hollow on the mountain side. And
there we fought the fire for the bet-
ter part of a week, ultimately ¢lear-
g with axe and spade and mattock
a swathe right round it and remov-
mg every tiace of vegzetation from
the ground covered by that swathe.
Though a summer of almost nnin-
terrupted sunshine had rendered the
bush dry as tinder there was no wind
and the sparks did not fly far. Mag-
nificiently the flames wreathed them-
selves about the lower bulk of the
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scene of operations;
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<+ { . AN “ACT OF GOD”

great trees and licked up the brush,
Neething, crackling, hissing, they
made their own wind, and there were
times when it seemed that nothing
could stop them spreading. But the
magic cirele held good.

As tree after tree was attacked—
despite the intense heat—with mas-
ses of earth heaved against its sizzl-
ing, blazing sides the tlames leapt
to other vietims. But none leaped
The fight resolved
Subtly
insiduons the fire pushed its way un-

the magie cirele,
itself mto a war of attritien.

der the surface during the night,

tflameless but persstent, smouldering
vet impotent when it reached the
barrier of cleared earth which hem-
med it in,

It was a quite ordinary experience
in the fire-warden’s life; but it was
some years since the writer had tak-
en part in fire-tighting and ke was
not sorry that this “*Act of God™
had afforded an opportunity for
once again realizing the devastating
possibilities latent in the bush dur-
ing every dry summer, !




