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10 REUBE DARE'S SHAD BOAT.

little grove. From the upland foot a
mile-wide belt of marsh stretched to the
waters of the open bay. The pale-green
marsh was divided sharply from the yel-
low" and flashing waves by the long

lines of the dike, to which it owed its ex-
istence as good dry land. At intervals’

could be seen small creeks winding
through the grassy level. Every creek
mouth formed a little haven, clustered
about with net reels, and crowded with
the boats of the shad fishers.

Out from the whispering wood and
into the fresh June sunlight of the open
came two tallish youths, walking slowly
and talking with the joyous zest of old
friends who had been long parted. The
older-looking of the two was Will Carter,
just home from college for the summer

. vacation. Two years of college life had

changed him little. He was the same
slim, thoughtful, discreet, yet blithely
dauntléss lad who had lifted the mort-
gage from his mother’s farm and punished
the ruffian Baizley, and softened the hard
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