THE BOY SCOUTS ALONG

THE SUSQUEHANNA : OR

THE SILVER FOX PATROL
CAUGHT IN A FLOOD



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649150588

The Boy Scouts along the Susquehanna : or the Silver Fox Patrol caught in a flood by Herbert
Carter

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



HERBERT CARTER

THE BOY SCOUTS ALONG

THE SUSQUEHANNA : OR

THE SILVER FOX PATROL
CAUGHT IN A FLOOD

ﬁTrieste






SOLOAR [N OF ALL SIDES AND KEET THEM WELL COVERED,
BOVE BATDVTHAD.  SFage 20
Fhe Aoy Beanfr Alomg the Susguehanid.



The Boy Scouts
Along the Susquehanna

OR
The Silver Fox Patral Caught in a Flood
By HERBERT CARTER

ATTHOR OF

#The Boy Scouts' First Campfire.”  *“The Boy Sconts
In the Bloe Ridge.” *“'Tlie Boy Scocts On the
Trall." *The Boy Scouls In the Maine

Waods.” “The Boy Sconts
Through the Big Timber.™ o
#The Boy Scouts In gk
the Rockies,” ﬁhﬁf?‘

‘; =Y L*EUFTI‘-’EW
%@NEWHGRH

% ﬁkﬁ'ﬂ .-I-. .




Copyright, 1906
Br 4. L, Tvrr CoMPART

THE BOY S00UTS ALONG THE SUBQUEMANNA



STACK
0125911

THE BOY SCOUTS ALONG THE
SUSQUEHANNA.

CHAPITER L
THE TRAMP CHASE.

“I'm no weather sharp, boys; but all the same
I want to remark that it's going to rain like cats
and dogs before a great while, IPut a pin in that
to remember it, will you?”

“What makes you say so, Davy "

“Yes, just when we're getting along splendidly,
with the old Susquehanna not a great ways off,
you have to go and put a damper on everything.
Tell us how you know all that, won't you, Davy
Jones?"

“Sure T will, Giraffe, with the greatest of pleas-
ure, while we're sitting here on this log, resting
up. In the first place just notice how gray the
sky's gotten since we had that snack at the farm
house about noon!”

“Oh! shucks! that's no positive sign; it often
clouds up, and never a drop falls.”

“There's going to be gquite some drops come
this time, and don't you forget it, Step Hen.
Why, can't vou feel the dampness in the airs”

“That brings it a little closer home, Davy; any
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4 THE BOY SCOUTS

more reasons?’ demanded the boy answering to
the singular name of “Step Hen," but who, under
other conditions, would have come just as quickly
if someone had shouted “Steve!”

“Well, I was smart enough to Iook up the
weather predictions before we left Cranford yes-
terday,” replied the active boy whom they called
Davy, as he laughed softly to himself; “and they
said heavy rains coming all along the line from
out West; and that they ought to hit us here by
to-night, unless held up on the road.”

“Whee! is that so? 1 guess you've made out
your case, then, Davy,"” admitted the boy called
“Giraffe," possibly on account of his unusually
long neck, which he had a habit of stretching on
occasion to zhnormal dimensions.

“Mebbe Thad knew about what was in the air
when he told us to fetch our rubber ponchos along
this trip,” suggested Step Hen, whose last name
was Bingham.

There were just eight boys in khaki sprawled
along that log in various favorite positions sug-
gestive of comfort. They constituted the full mem-
bership of the Silver Fox Patrol connected with the
Cranford Troop of Boy Scouts, and the one desig-
nated as Thad Brewster had been the leader ever
since the start of the organization.

Thaose of our readers who have been fortunate
enough to possess any of the previous volumes in
this Series need not be told just who these en-
terprising lads are; but for the purpose of intro-
ducing them to newcomers, a few words may be
deemed necessary in the start.
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Besides the patrol leader there were Allan Hol-
lister, a boy whose former experiences in the woods
of Maine and the Adirondacks made him an au-
thority on subjects connected with outdoor life; a
Southern boy, Robert (uail White, called “Bob
White” by all his chums; Conrad Stedman, other-
wise the “Giraffe,” previously mentioned; “Step
Hen" Bingham; Davy Jones, an uneasy [fellow,
whose great specialty seemed to lie in the way of
wonderful gymnastic feats, such as walking on his
hands, hanging by his toes from a lofty limb, and
kindred remarkable reckless habits ; Cornelius Haw-
tree, a very red-faced, stout youth, with fiery hair
and a mild disposition, and known as “Bumpus”
among his set; and last though not least *Smithy,”
whose real name was Edmund Maurice Travers
Smith, and who had never fully overcome his
dainty habits that at first had made him a sub-
ject of ridicule among the more rough-and-ready
members of the Silver Fox Patrol.

There they were, as active a lot of scouts as
could have been found from the Atlantic to the
Pacific. They had been through considerable in
the way of seeing life; and yet their experiences
had not spoiled them in the least.

At the time we discover them seated on that
big log they were a good many mules away from
their home town; and seemed to be bent upon
some object that might make their Easter haoli-
days a season to be long remembered.

When Step Hen so naively hinted that the pa-
trol leader may have suspected a spell of bad
weather was due, when he ordered them to be sure
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and fetch along their rubber ponchos, there was a
craning of necks, as everybody tried to set eyes
on the face of Thad. Of course Giraffe had the
advantage here, on account of that long neck of
his, which he often thrust out something after the
style of a tortoise when the land seems clear.

“How about that, Mr. Scout Master?" asked
Bumpus.

Thad Brewster had a right to be called after
that fashion, for he had duly qualified for the
position, and received his commission from scout
headquarters, empowering him to take the place
of the regular scout master, when the latter could
not be present. As Dr. Philander Hobbs, the
young man who gave of his time and energies to
help the cause along, found himself unable to ac-
company the scouts on many of their outings, the
pecessity of assuming command frequently  fell
wholly on Thad, who had always acquitted him-
self very well indeed.

Thad langhed as he noted their eagerness to hear
his admission.

“T'll have to own up, fellows,” he went on to
say frankly, “that I did read the paper, just as
Davy Jones says happened with him; and when I
saw the chances there were of a storm coming
down on us, I made up my mind we ought to go
prepared. But even if we didn’t have a rubber
poncho along I wouldn’t bhe afraid to wager we'd
get through in pretty decent shape.”

“That's right, Thad,” commented Giraffe; “after
scouts have gone the limit, like we did down South
last winter, when the schoolhouse burned, and we



