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The Journey West

 

It’s 1849, and you and your family are settlers on the journey of a lifetime on the Oregon Trail. So far, the trip has been filled with challenges: runaway oxen, bandits, illness, dangerous wildlife, broken wagon parts, and more. You’re lucky you’ve all made it to South Pass, Wyoming—your halfway point.

As you continue on your trek West, you’ll face even more dangers such as starvation, sickness, frostbite, and bad weather. It will take all your grit and smarts to make it to your destination—Oregon City.

Beware! Only one path will get you there safely. There are twenty possible endings, full of challenges, twists and turns, and incredible discoveries.
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You come across a hungry pack of wolves—what do you do?

You’re lost alone in the woods—how do you survive?

Look out! Avalanche! Where can you go?
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Your choices might send you somewhere unexpected or land you in harmful situations. Or even worse—you might not survive the journey!

Be prepared! Before you start, be sure to read the Guide to the Trail on page 148. It will help you survive in the wilderness and make better decisions.

Along the Trail, you might run into other travelers, guides, or Native American peoples such as the Shoshone and Tenino Nations, who may provide advice, assistance, and friendship. At other times, you’ll have to trust your gut to make the right decisions.


 


It’s up to you!

 

What will you choose?
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LET’S FORGE A PATH TO

 

OREGON CITY!
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You have more than 1,000 miles until you reach Oregon City—or at least that’s what you think. Your wagon train captain, Buck Sanders, lost your only map about a month ago when he discarded supplies from the wagons to lighten their load.

Since Buck lost the map, you’ve all been relying on the kindness of strangers, trail guides, and the position of the sun to find your way West. The oxen in your ten-wagon train are getting more exhausted by the minute on a trail lined with cast-iron skillets and extra wagon parts. Luckily, you’ve stayed calm and stuck to the Trail.
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Today, your wagon is corralled by Little Wind River. Clear skies and sunshine have you and your wagon train in great spirits.

Mama yells over to you. “We’re going to ford that river soon. Let’s caulk our wagon before sundown.”

“Anne,” Pa calls to Mama. “Don’t work our sweet child too hard—I’ll need help preparing our meal soon.”
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“Well, well, well.” Buck Sanders approaches your wagon. His overgrown handlebar mustache covers his mouth. “I see the Winters family is doin’ especially well today. I am goin’ ’round and tellin’ folks that we will camp here tonight, get some rest, and get movin’ first thing in the morn’. And, uh, please keep an eye on that dog of yours. He’s gettin’ into other people’s business.”

“Snap!” You whistle to your lovable dog. “Here, boy!”

“Buck”—Mama’s face screws up—“the sky is clear and the weather is great. Let’s cross the Little Wind River today. We’re working hard to get all of the wagons caulked and we still have five hours of sunlight left in the day.”
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“Anne.” Buck smiles and tugs on his mustache. “The other folks are exhausted. Not as strong as y’all three, I guess.” Buck whistles to the larger wagon train. “Let’s get these wagons circled up!”

As Buck walks away, Mama takes Pa aside. “John, I knew we couldn’t trust Buck as wagon train captain. He has no experience, and I can’t believe he lost the map—the only map we had!”
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Pa calms Mama. “There’s nothing we can do now, Anne, save for peeling off from the group, which is not smart or safe. Let’s just get our chores done and rest up for tomorrow so we’re fresh for the river crossing.”
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Mama gives him a hug and then you both help Pa finish making dinner—a ration of bacon and steamed dandelions with fresh venison. You’re thankful Pa hunted a deer last night. Supplies are running lower than predicted, so your family is measuring out food—it’s got to last for the rest of your trip. Stopping at general stores and trading posts are viable options, but not always available, and you don’t have a lot of money with you. Plus, with an unreliable wagon train captain and no map, who knows if you’ll pass any of the trading posts or forts. You’ve all worked hard to gather a lot of berries and various edible plants along the way while other folks in your wagon train have been more successful in hunting deer and rabbits. They’ve shared with you so far, but there’s no guarantee that their generosity will continue.

Rest up, the next leg of the journey is a calamity!



You wake to a loud whistle and a crack of thunder.

Buck Sanders is running around your corral circle in a frenzy. “We gotta go now! ’Fore the river swells too high, ya hear?”

“In the middle of the night, Buck?” Pa protests. “It’s not even midnight. The fire embers are still smoldering from when I put it out two hours ago.”
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“Now is the time!” Buck yells as the sky starts to spit. “The clouds are rollin’ in against the moon. We’ve gotta move!”

Your family could stay behind, but without a map and the protection of a wagon train, you’d have no chance. You follow everyone and roll into the dark.

Your wagon is last to launch into the river. “It floats!” you yell to Mama. She smiles by the lantern light, proud of your good work. Snap sits next to her, anxiously whimpering.
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Lightning strikes!

Torrential rain pours out of the sky and floods the river. Wild rapids develop over rocks. Your wagon isn’t built for this.

You paddle faster with handmade oars you’ve carved from broken tree branches. You knew they’d come in handy.

When you’re halfway across the river, fear fills Mama’s face. Then it happens. In a flash, you are tossed into the rushing black water.

“Overboard!” she screams to Pa, but he is almost across the river, leading the oxen.
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Ice-cold water shocks you. It fills your mouth as you bob up and down. Swimming against the powerful river current is nearly impossible in your drenched, heavy clothes. Your arm muscles tire against the force of the water. You muster up as much strength as you can and grab a wagon wheel spoke, but your grip weakens. You scream to Mama as she holds her hand out. But just as you reach toward her, river water washes over you. Snap yelps and falls into the careening waves. The current is stronger than your grip on the wagon wheel. It takes you under.




You wake coughing up water on the riverbank. You look around. The sun is peeking through the trees in the west. You see no wagons, no animals—no Snap—no one around you. No Mama. No Pa.

You’re alone. You have no support and no food, and you are lost. You were half awake when your family got the call to ford the river—with only seconds to throw on your clothes and slip a few things into your pockets. How far downriver did the water carry you? There is no one around for miles and miles. There’s no time to waste. You’ll have to use your survival skills to find your wagon train as soon as possible.
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Your head pounds. Thunder rumbles in the gray clouds. As you slowly stand up, dirt and leaves fall off your wet clothes.

Panic takes over you for a split second. But panicking isn’t an option.

You wipe your face and look around. No family. No wagons. No oxen. No one and nothing in sight. Judging by the light, it’s mid-to-late afternoon, though it’s hard to tell with the overcast weather. You sit down on a flat rock and try to piece together what happened.

The storm. Mama. The river. It all comes back to you. You remember you’re close to South Pass, Wyoming—the easiest way to cross through the treacherous Rocky Mountains. Then, you remember Snap. You hope everyone made it out of the river.

“Mama!” You put your hands to your mouth. “Snap! Mama! Pa! Where are you? Can anybody hear me?” Your hoarse voice is weak. In the distance, lightning charges the sky. Another storm.

You shiver and wrap your arms around yourself. Your hair and clothes are still damp. You need to find dry clothes—and your family.

“Hello? Hello, can anyone hear me?” You hear the echo of your own voice.
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No response.

You swallow. Your throat is sore. Stay calm. You hope camp is close. Your stomach grumbles. You spot a few dandelions nearby. You know from listening to one of your wagon train guides that in the most dire of circumstances, the flowers can be eaten. You pick several









 


 
[image:  ]

 








 



[image:  ]

 



 



[image:  ]



 




OPS/font/PressStart2P.TTF


OPS/images/Alone_11.jpg





OPS/images/Twitter.gif
[ VGl ]





OPS/toc.xhtml
Contents

		Title Page


		Contents


		Copyright


		Map of the Oregon Trail


		South Pass, Wyoming: June 19, 1849


		The Journey West


		Page 10



		Page 18



		Page 23



		Page 24



		Page 27



		Page 29



		Page 31



		Page 33



		Page 36



		Page 40



		Page 42



		Page 44



		Page 46



		Page 51



		Page 56



		Page 58



		Page 60



		Page 62



		Page 67



		Page 73



		Page 76



		Page 81



		Page 83



		Page 85



		Page 87



		Page 89



		Page 94



		Page 96



		Page 98



		Page 99



		Page 103



		Page 105



		Page 108



		Page 111



		Page 115



		Page 118



		Page 125



		Page 128



		Page 131



		Page 135



		Page 138



		Page 143



		Guide to the Trail


		Dangers!


		Finding Your Way


		Sample Chapter from THE WAGON TRAIN TREK


		Buy the Book


		Read More from the Oregon Trail Series


		Connect with HMH on Social Media





OPS/images/Alone_09.jpg





OPS/images/p10.jpg





OPS/images/Alone_04.jpg





OPS/images/Alone_03.jpg





OPS/images/Alone_02.jpg





OPS/images/Alone_01.jpg
YLouth Pazs, Wyoming
JUNE 19, 1849






OPS/images/arrowR.jpg





OPS/images/Alone_08.jpg





OPS/images/p18.jpg





OPS/images/Alone_07.jpg





OPS/images/Facebook.gif
[Facebook]





OPS/images/bracketB.jpg





OPS/images/hand.jpg





OPS/images/Alone_06.jpg





OPS/images/Alone_05.jpg





OPS/images/map.jpg
The Ore =Iu}s! Trail

e e

Oregon S

C.11'l_-| THEALLES aﬁRmT o 4’
RLAGSTAFE -

i Hit i Thret

Island
“Crossing

“ < SRkE g,'u“'l

=) (0URTHILSE RO
=3 NMMWH\h FIRTHERRTY

hl"lp

- ]:r“:|E'F'EI1I:|E-|11:E.JI
___MISSOURI

B GE Mveeh
| Territoriez to the
| MNorth and West |





OPS/images/OregonTrail.jpg
The Oregan Trail
e





OPS/images/arrowL.jpg





OPS/images/Alone_10.jpg





OPS/images/bracketT.jpg





OPS/font/PixelWesternRegular.TTF


OPS/images/cover.jpg
The Bregan Traﬂ

I'-’ILDHE IH THE HILD

IMore than EE'

possible endings!






OPS/images/Instagram.gif
[Instag ram]





OPS/font/Slimthinpixelettes.otf


OPS/images/Alone_12.jpg





OPS/images/titlepage.jpg
The
Ureson

TI"E.II

\-i._(:_ﬁ}t_,f_;)_ﬂ

ALONE I
THE WILD

Houcnton Mieein Hercourt
BOSTON MEW YORK





