
Mark Twain, Roughing It, Ch. 23 (excerpts) 

(1) If there is any life that is happier than the life we led 
on our timber ranch for the next two or three weeks, it 
must be a sort of life which I have not read of in books 
or experienced in person. We did not see a human being 
but ourselves during the time, or hear any sounds but 
those that were made by the wind and the waves, the 
sighing of the pines, and now and then the far-off 
thunder of an avalanche. The forest about us was dense 
and cool, the ski above us was cloudless and brilliant 
with sunshine, the broad lake before us was glassy and 
clear, or rippled and breezy, or black and storm-tossed, 
according to Nature’s mood […] The eye was never tired 
of gazing, night or day, in calm or storm; it suffered but 
one grief, and that was that it could not look always, but 
must close sometimes in sleep. 

(2) We slept in sand close to the water’s edge, between 
two protecting boulders, which took care of the stormy 
night winds for us. We never took any paregoric to make 
us sleep. At the fist break of dawn we were always up 
and running foot races to tone down excess of physical 
vigor and exuberance of spirits. That is, Johnny was—but 
I held his hat. […] 

(3) Then to “business.” That is, drifting around in the 
boat. […] We usually pushed out a hundred yards or so 
from the shore, and then lay down on the thwarts, in the 
sun, and let the boat drift by the hour whither it would. 
We seldom talked. It interrupted the Sabbath stillness, 
and marred the dreams the luxurious rest and indolence 
brought. […] 
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(4) By and by our provisions began to run short, and we 
went back to the old camp and laid in a new supply. We 
were gone all day, and reached home again about 
nightfall, pretty tired and hungry. While Johnny was 
carrying the main bulk of the provisions up to our 
“house” for future use, I took the loaf of bread, some 
slices of bacon, and the coffeepot ashore, set them 
down by a tree, lit a fire, and went back to the boat to 
get a frying pan. While I was at this, I heard a shout from 
Johnny, and looking up I saw that my fire was galloping 
all over the premises! […] The ground was deeply 
carpeted with dry pine needles, and the fire touched 
them off as if they were gunpowder. It was wonderful to 
see with what fierce speed the tall sheet of flame 
traveled! My coffeepot was gone, and everything with it. 
[…] We were driven to the boat by the intense heat, and 
there we remained, spellbound. […] 

(5) We sat absorbed and motionless through four long 
hours. We never thought of supper, and never felt 
fatigue. But at eleven o’clock the conflagration had 
traveled beyond our range of vision, and then darkness 
stole down upon the landscape again. Hunger asserted 
itself again, now, but there was nothing to eat. The 
provisions were all cooked, no doubt, but we did not go 
to see. We were homeless wanderers again, without any 
property […] Our blankets were on our usual sand bed, 
however, and so we lay down and went to sleep.  


