Ms. Mount Redoubt
Do you remember when Mt Redoubt
Last spoke to us?
Plooms of white rings
Were seen above the spruce trees.
Oh! but just 15 years ago
We heard her latest breath.
The ash fell like snow
Glazing the slush of Spring.
The ground swayed and churned and
Brought us to our knees.
We glanced to the sky to see the atomic cloud
But instead, she had come around.
Mt Redoubt roared with a
Thunderous gasp, Oh!
But it has been 18 years since
The boom before then.
So, in three years
Will we hear her again?
Oh! I wish Mt Redoubt would
Sing to me.

Once again.



