
118 unit 1: plot, conflict, and setting

Reading for Information
NEWSPAPER ARTICLE Gary Paulsen’s love of nature is not limited to the 
wilderness.  In this article, based on an interview with Caroline Scott, Paulsen 
describes a typical day on his sailboat, on which he lives alone most of the year.
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At 5:30 a.m. I have a bowl of oatmeal, 
 then I go to work. First up, I stow all 

the gear away. Then I take the covers off 
the sails and fire the engine up to get out 
of the harbor. I hate the motor—once it’s 
off, there’s silence. I have a steering vane so 
I can go below and cook or sit and write. 
Sailing is an inherently beautiful thing. 
To me it’s like dancing with the wind and 
the water; it’s like running with wolves—a 
perfect meeting of man and nature. . . . 

On the boat there is nothing, and I know 
I work better that way. I think that the writer 
in the city, with the traffic and the parties 
and the theater, is at a disadvantage, because 
the distractions are so enormous. I work in 
the city when I have to, but I find it really 
hard. I don’t need much. The way I live is 
nobody’s idea of luxury, but that’s the way 
I like it. I use a battery to charge my laptop 
and I just head out to sea. Sometimes I go 
150 miles out and 150 miles back; sometimes 
I head out and keep right on going. . . . 

I write all morning, then I have a two-
hour break to answer mail. I get around 
400 letters a day from children and I have a 
secretary in New York who helps me answer 
them all. I owe a great deal to dogs and 

a great deal to children, and I try to help 
both of those species. A lot of what I write 
is fiction based on my life. . . . I spent my 
whole childhood running away. A lot of kids 
know this through my books, so I look for 
mail from kids in the same situation. It helps 
them to know you care. I’ll try and get in 
touch with their school to let them know 
this child is in trouble. I’m aware I might 
be the only person they’ve told. I got a letter 
once from a girl who said, “My only friends 
in the world are your books.”. . . 

I don’t get lonely. There was a time when 
I [wished I had] somebody who I could turn 
to and say, “Look at that!” I’d be leaning 
over the bow strip to touch the dolphins 
swimming alongside the boat. One time, 
three of them somersaulted in the air and 
crashed into the water, which was golden 
with the sinking sun. It was the most 
beautiful thing, and I felt so happy I just 
wanted to tell someone. But I realized that 
I’m telling it through my writing the whole 
time. . . . 

I used to think I should be fulfilled by 
awards or by earning a million dollars, 
but with age has come some kind of self-
knowledge. My rewards are less tangible: 
they’re the killer whales who reared up out of 
the water to look at me. Or a 15-knot wind 
across my beam. Those are my moments of 
pure joy.
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