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they’ll say is we don’t know, we can.'t tell, she might du’mp anothe

~ of ash on you just when you've got it all cleaned up. It's an oy
3 Some take it ethically. She lay and watched her forests b
! | and her elk being hunted and her lakes being fished and fo
; her ecology being tampered with and the 'smoky, snarling
; creeping closer to her skirts, until she saw it was time to
{ White Man’s Children a lesson. And she did. In the process o th
: 4 son, she blew her forests to matchsticks, fried her elk, boiled he
’ wrecked her ecosystem, and did very little damage to the citie
the lesson taught to the White Man’s Children would seem at
equivocal. "
But everybody takes it personally. We try to reduce it tohy
scale. To make a molehill out of the mountain. e
Some got very anxious, especially during the dreary'wh
that hung around the area after May 18 (the first great erupti
she blew 1300 feet of her summit all over Washington, Id:
points east) and May 25 (the first considerable ashfall in thi
populated Portland area west of the mountain). Farmers in
State who had the real fallout, six inches of ash smotheriné:
answered the reporters’ questions with polite stoicism; but
of people were cross and dull and jumpy. Some erratic beh:
really weird driving. “Everybody on my bus coming to work:
talks to everybody else, they never used to.” “Everybody
coming to work sits there like a stone instead of talking to

like they used to.” Some welcomed the mild sense of

emergency as bringing people together in mutual support. &
old, the ill—were terrified beyond reassurance. Psycholo,
that psychotics had promptly incorporated the volcano into

vate systems; some thought they were controlling her,
thought she was controlling them. Businessmen, whom we |

the Dow Jones Reports to be an almost ethereally timi
breed, read the scare stories in Eastern newspépei’s AN
their conventions here; Portland hotels are having a long ¢
A Chinese Cultural Attache, evidently preferring earthqu
come ﬁarthe_r north than San Francisco. But many T
onally exhilarated, secretly, heartlessly welcomi
"3f:!‘ 0 it, mountainl
d l;’e:éﬂlu"n the newspapers ev&yﬁ;li%;‘r‘é tha
i
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Parisons. Perhaps it would

\ioscow, Idaho or Missoula, M
Jumped on them, and don’twant
peen radioactive? It really js;
something went off in Ney
That volcano’s way out west the
Fverybody takes it per@%ﬁ

I had to go into hospit
tain was in her early phase—she

in A Child’s Christmas in Wa
ular. I was hoping she would,
obliged and held off fora m n
with the cats, with a ringside v
north about forty-five miles to
[ kept the radio tuned to
to the reports as they came in,
said. For the first couple of he
tradiction, but no panic, then or
had been about twenty n
and mud-balls began fallir
stuff got smaller, and by 1
You couldn’t see ten:
admiration. Falling mud-
I-5, was soon closed
the Toutle River towar
east, reported in to say
about ten in the mon
north, was closed,
darkness;7opote # (R
At one-thirty that.
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above the haze
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sculptured marble, a b :
sworls, curled-cloud-shapes—darkening towards the top—a wonde

One is aware of motion, but (being shaky, and looking through shak
ulars) I don't actually see the cun'?rx-bh_{e-sm.)rl-shapes move,
shadow on a sundial. It is enormous. Forty-five miles M Itis so
ger than the mountain itself. It is st/w}t, from this dtstanlc:e. I
silent. It looks not like anything earthy, from the e'arth, but it does
like anything atmospheric, a natural cloud, ezther,' The bly
stormcloud blue but the shapes are far more delicate, com,
immense than stormeloud shapes, and it has this solid look; a we
like the capital of some unimaginable column—which in'a way in
the pillar of fire being underground. bg
I
At four in the afternoon a reporter said cautiously, “Earthqe
being felt in the metropolitan area,” to which I added, with feeling
say they are!” I had decided not to panic unless the cats did. Anij
are supposed to know about earthquakes, aren’t they? 1 dont'k
what our cats know; they lay asleep in various restful and dee
poses on the swaying floor and the jiggling bed, and paid no
to anything except dinner time. I was not allowed to panie. -+
‘At four-thirty a meteorologist, explaining the height of that me
storm-blue pillar of cloud, said charmingly, “You must unders
the mountain is very warm. Warm enough to lift the airc
75,000 feet.” e
And a reporter: “Heavy mud flow on Shoestring Glacier, wit
tinuous lightning.” I tried to imagine that scene. I went to the
sion, and there it was. The radio and television coverage, Tig
was splendid. One forgets the joyful courage of reporters
men when there is something worth reporting, a real Watergal
volcano. il
- On the 19th, I wrote down from the radio, “A helicopter pic
l@gger up while he was sitting on a log surrounded by
This rescue was filmed and shown on television: the tiny figu
mg hopeless in the huge abomination of ash and mud.
this man was one of the loggers who later died in #
Hospital burn center, or if he survived. They were already |
bt the “killer eruption,” as if the mountain.
it personally . . . Of course she If
d Harry who wouldn't leave his lqiig
n cats at Spirit Lake, and quite ;
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heauty in dust clear to. :
it, she gave it to the wes 1 1. 1 ho,
build herself again. Byﬂ' Juess s
came today to see her. I
could destroy much more

On June 4 I wrote:
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Not the new summit, y

her long lovely flan]
had rain), and her S
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She made weather, like all single peaks. She put on hats,

and took them off again, and tried a different shape, and sent the

skimming off across the sky. She wore veils: around the neck; ag 0

breast: white, silver, silver-gray, gray-blue. Her taste was impeees

She knew the weathers that became her, and how to wear the ;

Dr. William Hamilton of Portland State University wrote:

« - L » . .
piece for the college paper about “volcano anxiety,” suggestin
silver cone of St. Helens had been in human eyes a breast, and

St. Helens’ real damage to us is not . . . that we have witnessed a
the trustworthiness of God (such denials are our familiar frigp&s ;
perfection of the mother that has been spoiled, for part of he
been removed. Our metaphor has had a mastectonry. "

At some deep level, the eruption of Mt. St. Helens has be‘
metaphor for the very opposite of stability—for that g
twentieth-century fears—cancer. Our uneasiness may well rest ¢
sive levels than dirty windshields.

| b
This comes far closer to home than anything else I've read
“meaning” of the eruption, and yet for me it doesn’t work
would work better for men. The trouble is, I never saw St.
breast. Some mountains, yes: Twin Peaks in San Francisco
and other round, sweet California hills—breasts, bellies,
maternal, bounteous, yielding. But St. Helens in my e
part of a woman; she is a woman. And not a mother but
These emotional perceptions and responses sound
when written out in rational prose, but the fact is that, to n
tion was all mixed up with the women’s movement. It ma
there it is; along the same lines, do you know any woman
rooting for Genuine Risk to take the Triple Crown? Part of
‘tion and exultation at each eruption was unmistakably femini
ity. You men think you're the only ones can make a .
You think you got all the firepower, and God’s on yo
you run things? Watch this, gents, Watch the Lady act
. For that's what she did. The wellbehayed, qui
den creature peaceably yielding herself to the
 said NO. And she spat dirt and smoke and st
her face, in those first March days, like 2
mﬂnaﬂso;ﬁ;harridam.Shejj Wolons

and shook and swelled, and
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A Very Warm Mountain

Her thing turns out to be more like childh
v way of thinking, Butnot on oy scle ntin
¢ speak in our terms or stoop to our scale? Why sharld.

i:lilrctlllthat we can Tecognjz\ez“ I ,e b..ear -
deformity. To her—well, for the la
entists or to the poets: © able
what she “ought” to do— a)ﬂinge}m'r =
pcrceived by that noble discipline

time-scale large enough to include
deforming it. Geology, or poetry,
cloud as, after all, very similar phenome
for St. Helens: o pleh
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