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			‘Tea’s ready!’ Dad shouted up the stairs. 

			Tom and Lucy leaped from their chairs and raced down. They didn’t do this because they were unusually well-behaved, or because they were excited about their dad’s cooking – it was often terrifyingly terrible. They galloped to the kitchen because it was an excuse to stop their homework, and because they were competitive about everything.

			Not that they’d been doing much homework. Instead, they’d been daydreaming about adventures. Lucy had been spinning her globe and jabbing her finger to stop it at random, and then imagining how she’d travel to that distant spot. Tom had been distracted by his bookshelf of stories from great expeditions and journeys, reading about all the places he longed to explore.

			‘Surprise!’ said Dad, carrying three bowls of bright-orange pasta to the kitchen table. ‘I’ve invented a new recipe.’

			Lucy peered at the food and poked it suspiciously with her fork. Mum was still at the office, possibly delaying coming home to avoid Dad’s dodgy cooking. 

			Tom had eaten stranger things on his travels, but even he eyed his bowl with dread.

			‘What is it?’ he asked.

			‘My latest experiment. You see, even food can be an adventure. It’s carrot spaghetti with a marmalade and chilli sauce,’ said Dad proudly. ‘Bet you won’t find that on any of your expeditions around the world.’

			‘Well, that’s a relief,’ muttered Lucy under her breath. ‘Do you know what else you don’t get on expeditions? Homework. It’s too hard.’

			‘It must be easier than rowing across an ocean,’ encouraged Dad.

			‘But that was good-hard. I loved being at sea. Maths is just hard-hard.’

			‘Tell me about it,’ said Tom. ‘It’s been too long since I’ve felt that big-journey buzz. I miss waking up and not knowing what surprises the day will bring.’

			‘Then stop grumbling,’ said Dad. ‘If you want an adventure, you have to make it happen.’

			‘It’s not that I don’t like school. I do like it,’ said Tom. ‘The different lessons, hanging out with my friends…’

			‘… and the sticky toffee pudding on Fridays!’ added Lucy. 

			‘… but there’s nothing more exciting than a big adventure.’

			‘Nothing is more tiring, scary, difficult or uncomfortable either,’ Lucy pointed out.

			Tom laughed. ‘That’s true too.’

			‘The two of you could go on an adventure together next time,’ suggested Dad, pleased they were at least four forkfuls through the meal without an argument breaking out. ‘Keep an eye on each other.’

			‘Together?’ said Lucy in a surprised voice.

			‘Why not?’ said Dad. 

			‘I don’t want him slowing me down,’ Lucy teased.

			‘You’d only get us lost,’ Tom shot back. ‘All you had to do last time was keep rowing in a straight line until you hit land.’

			‘You two have pedalled continents and rowed oceans. What else could you try?’ asked Dad, well-trained at interrupting his children’s pointless arguments. ‘Why don’t you ride a tandem? Or how about a canoe? You’d travel at the same speed, and rivers always lead somewhere interesting. And you can’t get lost if you follow a river.’

			People sometimes told Tom and Lucy that they did amazing things for their age. But the pair didn’t think age had anything to do with it. Adventure was about enthusiasm, boldness and curiosity – and their school friends had more of those than most adults.

			Tom, however, didn’t seem to think that age was entirely irrelevant. ‘I don’t want to have to babysit you in the middle of nowhere.’

			‘At least I’m not a dozy daydreamer.’

			‘If I’m so dozy, how did I cycle around the world?’

			‘And if I’m such a baby, how did I row across an ocean?’

			‘And if you two stopped arguing for five seconds, you’d realise you could make a great team,’ said Dad. ‘Tom, riding your bike around the world taught you to keep going when things got tough. Lucy, the sea taught you that you can’t control storms – only how you row through them. Tom thinks before he leaps. Lucy leaps before she thinks – that’s a winning combination.’

			‘I guess we’d make a good team,’ Tom admitted.

			‘Even if you do drive me mad, it would be fun to share an adventure with someone,’ agreed Lucy. ‘Having no one to talk to was the hardest part of being at sea.’

			Tom grinned. ‘And we’d meet loads of different people. That’s one of the best parts of travelling.’

			‘Plus you’d only need one canoe and one tent between you,’ Dad pointed out. ‘That makes it cheaper.’

			‘And we can share our journey online,’ said Lucy. ‘We’ve both got lots of followers from our last adventures. Together, that’s a huge audience following along, so I bet we can get sponsors to pay for what we need.’

			‘We both like giving people tips on how to start their own adventures,’ added Tom. ‘This trip would be perfect for that.’

			‘What river would we canoe?’ asked Lucy. ‘The Nile? The Amazon? The Thames…’

			‘I’ve got an idea and it’s brilliant,’ interrupted Tom, slamming his hands on the table and making Dad jump. 

			‘Modest as always,’ said Lucy.

			Tom looked around in excitement. ‘Have you ever heard of Lewis and Clark? I’ve just been reading about them. Meriwether Lewis and William Clark were unbelievable explorers.’ He waved his fork in the air for emphasis, and Dad decided not to interrupt the enthusiasm with one of his lengthy speeches about table manners.

			‘Where did they travel?’ asked Lucy.

			‘They paddled thousands of miles and mapped a route right across America,’ said Tom. ‘They travelled along rivers and over mountains – it was one of the greatest journeys of all time.’ 

			‘You should email them for suggestions of where to go,’ said Dad.

			‘They’ve been dead for about two hundred years,’ Tom rolled his eyes.

			‘Then we’ll have to go without their advice,’ grinned Lucy. ‘But you’re saying we could canoe across America like they did?’

			‘Exactly!’ Tom bounced in his chair. ‘We follow their trail, explore the same rivers and valleys, and have our own adventure while we learn about theirs.’

			‘We’d be adventure explorers,’ declared Lucy.

			‘That’s what we can call ourselves!’

			‘The Adventure Explorers,’ said Lucy. ‘I like it.’

			‘America will be very different today to when Lewis and Clark crossed it,’ said Dad.

			‘But the wolves and bears won’t be different,’ said Lucy.

			‘I do not want you sneaking up on bears. Do you hear me?’ said Dad.

			‘And the rivers are just the same. They never change. Adventure is still adventure,’ Tom replied.

			‘It’s a surprisingly smart idea,’ said Dad, slurping up the final strands of his fluorescent spaghetti. 

			‘Delicious!’

			Tom and Lucy had barely touched their plates.

			‘I love this idea,’ said Tom. ‘I can read more about Lewis and Clark’s amazing journey, and we also get another adventure ourselves.’ 

			‘And if it goes well, we could explore other famous journeys in the future. Thanks, Dad, you’re a genius!’

			‘I definitely agree with that,’ said Dad. ‘It’s just a shame nobody else does. Well, it looks like you’ve found your next mission.’

			‘Thanks for tea, Dad,’ said Lucy, hoping he wouldn’t notice she had hidden most of his strange orange culinary invention underneath her cutlery.

			‘Absolutely delicious,’ added Tom, spying an escape opportunity. ‘But we really need to get planning.’

			‘I’ll do the washing up while I listen to the cricket on the radio,’ said Dad. ‘Why don’t you two head upstairs to find out more about Lewis and Clark?’ 

			And with that, both the carrot spaghetti and the evening’s homework were forgotten in a flash. It was time to plan an adventure…
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			It was an ordinary Monday morning in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. Beneath the fluttering stars and stripes of the American flag, the sun glinted down from skyscrapers on to pedestrians, cars and yellow school buses hurrying towards work or school. But Tom and Lucy had other things on their mind. 

			Lucy looked at all the equipment spread out on the dock by the river. Her shoulders slumped. It felt like when Mum and Dad made her tidy her bedroom. Getting started was the hardest part.

			‘Adventures are like icebergs,’ complained Lucy, wiping her sweaty brow before pulling back her fair hair into a high ponytail. She flopped down beside the red canoe for a rest. 

			‘Freezing cold and covered in penguins?’ asked Tom, his blue eyes twinkling beneath a blue baseball cap. ‘So why have we got sun hats?’

			‘No, silly. Ninety per cent of an iceberg is hidden under the water. Adventures are like that. Nobody ever thinks about all the hard work that happens before the fun stuff starts.’ 

			She pulled her phone from her shorts to snap a photo of the messy heaps of gear and then posted an update on their Adventure Explorers channel.
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			‘It’s starting to look a really long way,’ Tom said, frowning at their large map spread out on the pier. Lucy came and sat beside him. They were both looking for excuses to put off packing the canoe. The wide river flowed quietly, ready and waiting for them to begin their journey. Tom pointed on the map towards the eastern side of the United States of America. ‘Look, here we are in Pittsburgh.’

			‘We’ll canoe down the Ohio River first,’ Lucy pointed to the water next to them. ‘The first Corps of Discovery boat set off from right here. It’s downstream at first, so that’s an easy start.’

			‘Only until we meet the Mississippi River and then the Missouri River. That’s upstream paddling all the way!’ Tom followed the route west on the map with his finger. 

			‘After the mighty Missouri, we’ve then got to climb over the Rocky Mountains to reach the Columbia River,’ Lucy continued. ‘And then we just canoe down it until we reach the west coast and the Pacific Ocean.’ 

			‘For sandcastles and ice creams!’

			Silence fell. Lucy bit her lip and Tom squirmed. It had been fun to daydream about this adventure in their bedroom back home. But now they were actually about to begin… Was it too much? It looked so far. Had they bitten off more than they could chew this time?

			‘I’m worried that we haven’t calculated exactly how much food we need,’ said Lucy.

			‘Don’t worry, we’re not heading onto an empty ocean. We’ll find shops along the way. Things will turn up when we need them,’ Tom reassured her.

			 ‘It’s just…’ Lucy paused a moment and fiddled with the sleeves of her green short-sleeved top. ‘Seeing the whole of America spread out on a big map like this, I can’t decide if I’m nervous or excited.’

			‘Maybe feeling both at the same time is the sign of a good adventure?’

			Lucy nodded and smiled. She wasn’t used to her brother being so wise.

			‘The real question is how are we are going to fit all this into one canoe?’ said Tom, sorting through the piles of food and equipment.

			‘Can you imagine what it must have been like for Lewis and Clark. They had no map and didn’t know what they’d find along the way. They had to take absolutely everything!’ 

			Lucy added an extra pair of thick homemade socks and a woolly hat to her waterproof kit bag. 

			‘Hey, are those more socks than we put on the packing list?’ Tom objected.

			‘Mind your own business! Socks make me happy.’

			Tom snorted and picked up his Lewis and Clark book. As he began flicking through it, Lucy quickly stuffed a teddy bear into her kit bag. Tom could complain all he liked, but she loved Grandma’s knitting. It reminded her of home.

			‘What would Lewis and Clark think about our food?’ wondered Lucy, picking up a packet of spicy instant noodles from the pile on the dock. 

			‘It’s not so different from the “portable soup” they took,’ replied Tom. ‘That was a mixture of calves’ feet, beef buttocks…’

			‘Buttocks!’ Lucy exclaimed with a snigger.

			‘Yeah, and loads of other weird stuff,’ Tom grinned. ‘They boiled it all together and then dried it into rubbery chunks. All they had to do was add hot water, just like our noodles, and dinner was served.’

			‘Eurgh. It sounds disgusting!’ Lucy shuddered.

			‘Maybe, but read the ingredients on those noodles. They probably don’t sound much better.’ 

			Tom began to read from the label. ‘Palm oil, firming agents, potassium chloride… Gross! But all food tastes amazing when you’re on an adventure.’

			‘It’s definitely better than Dad’s mystery meals!’ Lucy laughed. ‘OK what’s next? Let’s check the first aid kit.’

			‘Already packed,’ confirmed Tom. ‘I think we’ve got everything. Although I did leave out the Thunderclappers.’ 

			‘Thunderclappers?’ Lucy asked.

			‘Yeah, I read that whenever Lewis and Clark’s team had stomach pains, they ate something called a Thunderclapper and then ran for the toilet! Let’s just say what happened next was like thunder…’

			‘I’m not sure I want any of those,’ laughed Lucy, but she did grab a couple of extra toilet rolls, just in case. 

			While she was looking the other way, Tom quickly hid his lucky teddy bear inside his sleeping bag. 

			Before he set off, Lewis wrote a letter to his mum, saying sorry he hadn’t had time to visit before he left. Lucy and Tom’s family didn’t have to wait months between messages. They could call or text each other whenever they wanted, but saying goodbye had still left a lump in their throats.

			‘That’s all of it,’ Tom declared, squashing the final kit bag into the laden canoe. Now that everything was ready, he was bouncing on his toes and impatient to begin. ‘Let’s get going!’

			
				
					[image: ]
				
			

			In August 1803, Lewis set off from this exact point in Pittsburgh with a small crew of men. He had arranged to meet Clark and their other teammates later on as they were still organising supplies. Lewis was so eager that he set sail just three hours after the boatbuilders finished making his boat. 

			Back then, Pittsburgh was a small town of low wooden and stone buildings, with horses and carts in the muddy streets. Today it is a city of tall skyscrapers, hundreds of bridges and hundreds of thousands of people. But the Ohio River is the same as it ever was, flowing day and night, and tempting curious explorers to discover what lies downstream. And now it was Tom and Lucy’s turn. 

			‘Ready to cross America?’ Lucy asked, tugging the straps of her inflatable buoyancy aid to make sure it was secure.

			‘Ready as I’ll ever be,’ Tom grinned.

			They gave each other a high five, climbed aboard the canoe and pushed away from the dock. Tom sat at the front – known as the bow – with Lucy behind him at the stern.

			They dipped their paddles into the river and took the first of the millions of strokes that were ahead of them.

			‘Oof. This thing’s even heavier than it looks,’ Lucy puffed.

			‘That was the easy bit – now we’ve just got the small matter of paddling across the whole country!’ Tom joked.

			Tom spotted a girl on the shore, eating an ice cream and waving at their canoe. He waved back.

			‘I wish I had an ice cream,’ he thought. The sun beat down, hot and heavy. ‘I really, really wish I had an ice cream.’

			What Tom didn’t know was that, at that very same moment, the girl was thinking, ‘I really, really wish I was out there in that canoe.’

			‘I’m hungry,’ Tom said out loud. 

			‘You cannot be serious!’ laughed Lucy. ‘We’ve been going for literally thirty seconds.’ She tossed her brother a banana, then cheered and waved her paddle in the air. This was it! The adventure had begun.
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			Lucy and Tom steered away from Pittsburgh’s skyscrapers and into the middle of the Ohio River. Each dip of their paddles made a gentle splash as they picked up speed and started to get a feel for the canoe. 

			‘Watch out for those speedboats!’ Tom warned his sister.

			‘And those steamboats,’ she called back. ‘We need to concentrate here.’

			The river was busy with relaxed kayakers (who didn’t look like they were planning to paddle thousands of miles), steamboats full of tourists and ‘tiki boats’ that looked like floating grass-topped Hawaiian huts with music blasting out of them and passengers partying on board. 

			‘There wasn’t much to crash into on the Atlantic,’ Lucy said through gritted teeth as they swerved a family wobbling in their kayak. ‘This river feels a lot more complicated.’ 

			Tom laughed. ‘I don’t mind rivers. All we’ve got to do is follow it. When I set off on my bike, I didn’t even know which road led to Africa. And at least rivers don’t have traffic lights.’ 

			‘I love the feeling of beginning an adventure though,’ said Lucy. The river was beginning to clear as they paddled away from the city centre. ‘Look at those funny boats. Look at all those bridges. Look at everything!’ She was giddy with excitement.

			‘This definitely beats homework,’ replied Tom. ‘We’ve got a lot to learn here, though.’

			He took a deep breath, then whooped at the top of his voice. ‘Woo-hoo!’

			Freedom! The open river! Nothing could stop them!

			CRUNCH! 

			The canoe scraped against the riverbed and shuddered to a stop. 

			‘We’re stuck!’ called Tom, pointing out the obvious. ‘The water’s too shallow.’

			‘And the canoe’s too heavy with all our supplies,’ said Lucy. ‘We’re so low in the water. We’ll have to get out and push.’

			They took off their shoes and stepped into the shallow water. Little fish swam around their toes as they pushed the canoe over the sandbank it had jammed against. When it floated again, they jumped back in and carried on paddling. 

			But a few minutes later, the canoe bumped to a halt again. 

			Jump, push, paddle. Bump. Jump, push, paddle, repeat. 

			‘This is not a good start,’ moaned Tom. ‘The river level must have fallen after all the hot weather.’

			‘Plus the upstream dams don’t help,’ added Lucy. They’d both read a lot about rivers when planning the expedition. ‘And then there’s all the water that’s taken out of the river for farming and factories and cities.’ 

			‘I hate canoeing,’ declared Tom, after running aground on the fourth or fifth sandbank. 

			‘That’s not a good thing to realise on day one of a very long canoeing trip!’ chuckled Lucy. 

			‘We’re not even canoeing, we’re walking down a river.’

			‘More pushing, less moaning!’ grunted Lucy, shoving with all her strength.

			‘I’m pushing harder than you!’

			‘The canoe’s too heavy because you packed too many bananas,’ said Lucy, through gritted teeth. 

			‘Oh yeah? Well, without me you wouldn’t even be able to push the boat. So there’s banana power for you.’

			Tom realised that wasn’t a very smart insult, but he was used to being by himself on adventures, and his sister was already annoying him.

			‘Banana power, banana shmower!’ snapped Lucy. 

			That was an even worse insult, but nobody annoyed her faster than her brother.

			‘We’re not throwing away any food,’ muttered Tom, trudging through the water. ‘Pushing a stupid canoe down a stupid river was not the adventure I had been looking forward to.’

			Thankfully the river deepened once again, and Tom and Lucy were able to continue paddling. But the siblings were still annoyed at each other. The canoe wobbled as Tom shoved his paddle angrily into the water. 

			‘You’re hardly pulling,’ he snapped.

			‘Yes I am! Stop bossing me about,’ Lucy shot back.

			‘Left side, paddle on the left side!’ Tom barked. ‘No, the other left side!’

			‘You don’t have to shout!’ Lucy yelled, glaring at him. ‘I’m right here. Sadly.’

			The canoe veered wildly, bumped the bank and scraped under the branches of a willow tree.

			‘Nice steering,’ muttered Tom, ducking beneath the branches.

			‘You’re the one giving rubbish directions!’

			The canoe rocked dangerously and for a second they both thought they might tip in. Tom grabbed the side of the canoe in panic, but Lucy steadied things with her paddle. They both burst out laughing in spite of themselves. This wasn’t going to be a very fun trip if they argued all the way, thought Lucy. She decided to calm things down.

			‘We’ve only done ten miles today, but it was a tough ten miles. Shall we set up camp early?’ 

			‘Good idea,’ agreed Tom. ‘Over there is a grassy area. You saved us.’

			As they climbed wearily on to the shore and tied the canoe to a tree, Tom snagged his trousers on a branch and ripped a hole in them. This didn’t improve his mood, but he resolved not to have any more arguments. It was good to have made peace again. 

			Their legs were stiff from sitting hunched in the canoe all day. Their bums ached from the hard seats, the paddles had blistered their hands and their shoulders were sore from all the paddling. 

			Lucy groaned as she set up the tent. Tom refilled their water bottles from a small stream, adding purification tablets to make the water safe to drink, and then hobbled around cooking noodles on their little camping stove. He was finding it hard to stay awake. They looked more like an old couple than a pair of energetic young adventurers.

			‘School is much easier than the Ohio River,’ said Tom, as he slowly chewed his food.

			‘Uh-huh,’ agreed Lucy, her eyes almost closed. She struggled to even lift her fork to her mouth.

			They ate in silence
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BIG NEWS!

Tom and | are nearly ready to begin the first of our
Adventure Explorers challenges — where we follow in the
footsteps of the greatest explorers in history. Are you coming
with us?

We're starting with Meriwether Lewis and William Clark. Over
two hundred years ago, President Thomas Jefferson asked
them to lead a team called the Corps of Discovery on an epic
mission across the wild lands of North America, all the way
to the Pacific Ocean.

Here is how they described it in their own words:

My plan is to descend the Ohio in a keeled boat... thence up
the Mississippi to the mouth of the Missouri, and up that river
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ABOUT Explorer from Virginia, USA. Bor in 1770, he was
33 years old at the beginning of the journey.

APPEARANCE strong and outdoorsy, with calm features, neat
frontier clothing and brown hair.

PERSONALITY Aways looked after his teammates when they
were frightened, ill or homesick.

SKILLS Map making, and a talented artist who produced beautiful
drawings of animals, rivers and landscapes.

BIGGEST ADVENTURE Co-leading the Corps of Discovery
across North America from 1804 to 1806, and creating the first detailed
maps of the American West.

INSPIRATION He liked to combine exploration with careful
observation of the natural world.

TREASURED ITEM His surveying instruments and notebooks.
DID YOU KNOW? Later in life, he named one of his children

after his close friend and partner on the expedition — Meriwether
Lewis Clark.
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OM AND L
BOAT

At 5 metres long, the sleek two-person expedition
canoe was designed to go fast, go far and carry
everything they needed for months on the river.

Enough storage space for large drybags full of
food, clothes and camping gear to be spread
around the canoe and strapped down.

Stable and strong, with high pointed ends to keep
out waves and a long open cockpit in the middle.

Padded seats to keep them comfortable during
long days of paddling.

sail for when the wind was blowing in the
right direction.
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Lucy

ABOUT Practical schoolgirl who loves doing things that are daring
and different. Her first adventure was to row across the Atlantic Ocean.

APPEARANCE strong and athletic with a confident posture and
an alert gaze that misses little. Two years younger than Tom — which
irritates her constantly.

PERSONALITY Bold, sometimes rushes in before thinking, but
fiercely loyal and protective of her friends. Believes that sometimes when
you feel like crying, the best thing to do is laugh.

SKILLS Wental toughness, confidence, and fast decision-making.
BIGGEST ADVENTURE Rowing across the Atlantic Ocean.

INSPIRATION Finds joy in wild places and believes adventure
matters most when it can inspire others to be braver.

FAVOURITE FOOD Ppiza.

TREASURED ITEM Her thick socks and woolly hat knitted
by Grandma.
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MERIWETHER
LEWIS

ABOUT Explorer from Virginia, USA. Bor in 1774, he was
29 years old at the beginning of the journey.

APPEARANCE Tall and athletic, with a serious expression.
Wore practical frontier clothing, and had greying hair in the style
of the time.

PERSONALITY Intense, determined and hard-working, even
during extreme hardship.

SKILLS Navigation, wilderness survival, scientific observation,
leadership.

BIGGEST ADVENTURE Leading a team across North
America to the Pacific Ocean and back again, exploring vast
unknown territories.

INSPIRATION Joined the journey out of curiosity to explore
the unknown and from a strong sense of duty.

FAVOURITE ANIMAL His dog, Seaman.

DID YOU KNOW? A teammate once mistook him for
an elk and shot him in the buttocks! Lewis had to lie on his stomach
for days while he recovered.
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LEWIS AND
CLARK’S BO

16 metres long and 2.5 metres wide.

Strong and tough with a flat bottom to help it
float over shallow water.

Tall mast, with a big sail to catch the wind.
22 oars for rowing when there wasn’t enough wind.

The flat deck at the front was used as a lookout,
to store supplies or fire the small cannon if
they came under attack.

Lewis and Clark slept and worked in the cabin at
the back.

Below the deck, the hold carried tomnes of equipment.

Flags flew from the mast and stemn identifying it
as a United States exploring party, not an
ordinary trading boat.

The Corps of Discovery set off with 12,000 kg
of cargo and over thirty men. They also took
two large rowing boats with sails to carry
extra equipment.
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ABOUT Adventure-seeking schoolboy who always dreamed of
being an explorer and proved his doubters wrong by cycling around
the world.

APPEARANCE Lean and wiry from long bike rides, usually a bit
scruffy, often scanning the horizon.

PERSONALITY Thoughtful, sometimes anxious, but resilient,
learning to face challenges and rely on his team rather than always
going it alone.

SKILLS Navigation, endurance, and staying calm when things go
wrong — plus an impressively large appetite.

BIGGEST ADVENTURE cycling around the world.

INSPIRATION Chases challenges that push his limits and is
fuelled by daydreams of far-off landscapes.

FAVOURITE FOOD Banana sandviches.
TREASURED ITEM His warm sleeping bag, especially when

camping on freezing nights.
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as far as it's practicable with a keeled boat, there to prepare
canoes of bark or raw-hide, and proceed to its source, and if
practicable pass over to the waters of the Columbia River and
by descending it reach the Western Ocean.

I love the way they spoke in the olden days! Back then,
most of North America was unknown to the European
settlers who lived around the East Coast, so Lewis and

Clark had a lot of ground to explore. They aimed to find a
river route across the continent, meet the Native American
people who already lived there and make sure other countries
didn't claim the land first. It was a huge adventure. They
mapped rivers and mountains, discovered loads of new
animal species, and travelled thousands of miles.

Now, two hundred years later, we're going to try and follow
their path to the Pacific. (Lewis and Clark then had to canoe

all the way back home again, but we're only going one way.)

But before we set off... we need to pack. And look how much
stuff we havel What a mess!






