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«Nearly twenty years,” mused our eagle companion,
«and Mount St. Helens continues to renew,” Our ascent
(o the crater’s edge confirmed her past voleanic fury—
vallevs were carved by fire, forests charred to rock, and
one scorched to dust. It wasn’t until we were flying
away, en route to a Broadway performance in Seattle,
that we spotted the pockets of grass, wildflower, and new 1
timber, determined to replenish a barren landscape.
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