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N. Scott Momaday || The Way to Rainy Mountain

   A single knoll rises out of the plain in Oklahoma, north and west of the Wichita Range. 

For my people, the Kiowas, it is an old landmark, and they gave it the name Rainy Moun-

tain. The hardest weather in the world is there. Winter brings blizzards, hot tornadic winds 

arise in the spring, and in summer the prairie is an anvil’s edge. The grass turns brittle and 

brown, and it cracks beneath your feet. There are green belts along the rivers and creeks, 

linear groves of hickory and pecan, willow and witch hazel. At a distance in July or August 

the steaming foliage seems almost to writhe in fire. Great green and yellow grasshoppers 

are everywhere in the tall grass, popping up like corn to sting the flesh, and tortoises crawl 

about on the red earth, going nowhere in the plenty of time. Loneliness is an aspect of the 

land. All things in the plain are isolate; there is no confusion of objects in the eye, but one 

hill or one tree or one man. To look upon that landscape in the early morning, with the sun 

at your back, is to lose the sense of proportion. Your imagination comes to life, and this, you 

think, is where Creation was begun.
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J. D. Salinger || The Catcher in the Rye

   If you really want to hear about it, the first thing you’ll probably want to know is where 

I was born, an what my lousy childhood was like, and how my parents were occupied and all 

before they had me, and all that David Copperfield kind of crap, but I don’t feel like going 

into it, if you want to know the truth. In the first place, that stuff bores me, and in the sec-

ond place, my parents would have about two hemorrhages apiece if I told anything pretty 

personal about them. They’re quite touchy about anything like that, especially my father. 

They’re nice and all—I’m not saying that—but they’re also touchy as hell. Besides, I’m not 

going to tell you my whole goddam autobiography or anything. I’ll just tell you about this 

madman stuff that happened to me around last Christmas just before I got pretty run-down 

and had to come out here and take it easy. I mean that’s all I told D.B. about, and he’s my 

brother and all. He’s in Hollywood. That isn’t too far from this crumby place, and he comes 

over and visits me practically every week end. He’s going to drive me home when I go home 

next month maybe. He just got a Jaguar. One of those little English jobs that can do around 
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two hundred miles an hour. It cost him damn near four thousand bucks. He’s got a lot of 

dough, now. He didn’t use to. He used to be just a regular writer, when he was home. He 

wrote this terrific book of short stories, The Secret Goldfish, in case you never heard of him. 

The best one in it was “The Secret Goldfish.” It was about this little kid that wouldn’t let 

anybody look at his goldfish because he’d bought it with his own money. It killed me. Now 

he’s out in Hollywood, D.B., being a prostitute. If there’s one thing I hate, it’s the movies. 

Don’t even mention them to me.
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Franz Kafka || “The Metamorphosis”

   As Gregor Samsa awoke from unsettling dreams one morning, he found himself trans-

formed in his bed into a monstrous vermin. He lay on his hard armorlike back and when he 

raised his head a little he saw his vaulted brown belly divided into sections by stiff arches 

from whose height the coverlet had already slipped and was about to slide off completely. 

His many legs, which were pathetically thin compared to the rest of his bulk, flickered help-

lessly before his eyes.
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Sylvia Plath || The Bell Jar

   It was a queer, sultry summer, the summer they electrocuted the Rosenbergs, and I 

didn’t know what I was doing in New York. I’m stupid about executions. The idea of being 

electrocuted makes me sick, and that’s all there was to read about in the papers—goggle-

eyed headlines staring up at me on every street corner and at the fusty, peanut-smelling 

mouth of every subway. It had nothing to do with me, but I couldn’t help wondering what it 

would be like, being burned alive all along your nerves. 
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Herman Melville || Moby Dick; or The Whale

   Call me Ishmael. Some years ago—never mind how long precisely—having little or no 

money in my purse, and nothing particular to interest me on shore, I thought I would sail 

about a little and see the watery part of the world. It is a way I have of driving off the spleen 

and regulating the circulation. Whenever I find myself growing grim about the mouth; 

whenever it is a damp, drizzly November in my soul; whenever I find myself involuntarily 

pausing before coffin warehouses, and bringing up the rear of every funeral I meet; and 

especially whenever my hypos get such an upper hand of me, that it requires a strong moral 

principle to prevent me from deliberately stepping into the street, and methodically knock-

ing people’s hats off—then, I account it high time to get to sea as soon as I can. This is my 

substitute for pistol and ball. With a philosophical flourish Cato throws himself upon his 

sword; I quietly take to the ship. There is nothing surprising in this. If they but knew it,  

almost all men in their degree, some time or other, cherish very nearly the same feelings 

towards the ocean with me.
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Ray Bradbury || Fahrenheit 451

   It was a pleasure to burn. 
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Edgar Allan Poe || “The Tell-Tale Heart”

   True! nervous, very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why WILL you 

say that I am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses, not destroyed, not dulled them. 

Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I 

heard many things in hell. How then am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily, how 

calmly, I can tell you the whole story.



1002.04.13 || English 1302: Composition II  || D. Glen Smith, instructor

Works Cited
Bradbury, Ray. Fahrenheit 451. New York: Simon and Schuster, 1951. Print.

Kafka, Franz. The Metamorphosis and Other Stories. Donna Freed, trans. New York: Barnes & Noble, Inc. 1996. Print.

Momaday,N. Scott. “The Way to Rainy Mountain.” Patterns for College Writing: A Rhetorical Reader & Guide,  

 tenth edition. Kirsner, Laurie G. and Stephen Mandell, eds. New York: Bedford/St. Martin’s, 2007. Print.

Plath, Sylvia. The Bell Jar. New York: Harper Perennial, 1971. Print.

Poe, Edgar Allan. “The Tell-Tale Heart.” The Complete Tales and Poems of Edgar Allan Poe. New York: Random House,  

 1975. Print.

Salinger, J. D. The Catcher in the Rye. Boston: Little, Brown and Co., 1945. Print.


