Mentor Texts for Writing About Place

From East of Eden by John Steinbeck
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you wanted to climb into their warm foothills almost as you want to climb @"VS’W"
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Into the lap of a beloved mother. They were beckoning mountains with a &V“@f/a
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back from the ridges of the Santa Lucias. It may be that the birth and death

of the day had some part in my feeling about the two ranges of mountains. \%leh@
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above ground. Some pools would be left in the deep swirl places under a hox/wmfj
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dangerous it was in a wet winter and how dry it was in a dry summer. You

Oﬂteg(can boast about anything if it's all you have. Maybe the less you have, the

%( C {\SU(\ more you are required to boast...

- ..On the wide level acres of the valley the topsoil lay deep and fertile.
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flowers. The spring flowers in a wet year were unbelievable. The whole W (‘ \
valley floor, and the foothills, too, would be carpeted with purlins and W
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blue than you can imagine. And mixed with these were splashes of California
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poppies. These too are of a burning f@& orangeWure h
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gold were liquid and could raise a cream, that golden cream might be like the

color of the poppies. When their season was over the yellow mustard came ig
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Wﬁﬁi\&g then another, turned for a split second across the current and flash! The/sun &M 4

From “Seeing”, Pilgrim Mnker Creek by Annie Dillard
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“It wa@ one evening last summer at Tinker Creek; the sun was

low in the sky, upstream. | was sitting on the sycamore log bridge with the

sunset at my back, watching the shiners the size of minnows who were '
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feeding over the muddy sand ir@«tterg@hoo s. Again and again, one fish, "
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(shot out from its(gilver(3ide. | couldn’t watch for it. It was always just

happening somewhere else, and it drew my vision just as it disappeared:

flash, like a sudden dazzle of the thinnest blade, a sparking over a dun and
olive ground at chance intervals from every direction. Then | noticed white
specks, some sort ofpale petals, small, floating from under my feet on the
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creek’s surface, very slow and steady. So | blurred my eyes and gazed JP

towards the brim of my hat and saw a new world. | saw the %adl‘e/_white circles nmeswrﬁa’
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flashes, gleaming silver, like stars being born at random down a rolling scroll_ '}O A_ﬂ,ﬁlw,
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fountain the creek filled forever; | was ether, the leaf in the zephyr; | was re
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