ASSIGNMENT 4: WRITING ABOUT DICTION INDIVIDUAL PRACTICE

Write this paragraph individually as practice. Remember to prewrite first. When
everyone is finished, the class should discuss the paragraphs, so you need to be
prepared te share your paragraph. Listen carefully as other students read theirs.
Identify strengths of the paragraphs as yon discuss them.

PROMPT:

In this passage the narrator, N. Scott Momaday, introduces the reader to the
wonders of Yellowstone. In a well organized paragraph, discuss how the anthor
uses diction to relay this experience,

The Way to Rainy Mountain by N. Scott Momaday

“...Yellowstone, it seemed to me, was the top of the world, a region of deep lakes
and dark timber, canyens and waterfalls. But, beautiful as it is, one might have the
sense of confinement there. The skyline in all directions is close at hand, the high
wall of the woods and deep cleavages of shade. There is a perfect freedom in the
mountains, but it belongs to the eagle and the elk, the badger and the bear. The
Kiowas reckoned their stature by the distance they could see, and they were bent
and blind in the wilderness.

“Descending eastward, the highland meadows are a stairway to the plain. In July
the inland slope of the Rockies is lnxuriant with flax and buckwheat, stonecrop and
the larkspur. The earth unfolds and the limit of the land recedes. Clusters of trees
and animals grazing far in the distance cause the vision to reach away and wonder
to build upon the mind, The sun follows a longer course in the day, and the sky is
immense beyond all comparison. The great billowing clouds that sail upon it are
shadows that move upon the grain like water, dividing light. Farther down, in the
Iand of the Crows and Blackfeet, the plain is yellow. Sweet clover takes hold of the
hills and bends upon itself to cover and seal the soil. There the Kiowas paused on
their way; they had come to the place where they must change their lives. The sun is
at home on the plains. Precisely there does it have the certain character of a god.
When the Kiowas came to the land of the Crows, they could see the dark lees of the
hills at dawn across the Bighorn River, the profusion of light on the grain shelves,
the oldest deity ranging after the solstices. Not yet would they veer southward to the
caldron of the land that lay below; they must wean their blood from the northern
winter and hold the mountains a while longer in their view.”
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