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The Buried Treasure of Cobre

gripped at her throat. To struggle was no longer

pouible.

The voice of Peabody continued:

"Six months ago we traced these bills to New
Orleans. So we guessed the plant was in Central

America. We knew only one man who could

make them. When I found you were in Amapala

and they said you had struck 'buried treasure'

—the rest was easy."

Monica heard the voice of her brother answei

with a laugh.

" Easy ? " he mocked. "There's no extradition.

You can't touch me. You're lucky if you get out

of here alive. I've only to raise my voice
"

"And, I'll kill youl"

This was danger Monica could understand.

Freed from the nightmare of doubt, with a cry

she ran forward. She saw Peabody, his back

against a wall, a levelled automatic in his hand;

her brother at the entrance to a tunnel like the

one from which she had just appeared. His arms

were raised above his head. At his feet lay a

revolver. For an instant, with disbelief, he stared

at Monica, and then, as though assured that il

was she, his eyes dilated. In them were fear and

horror. So genuine was the agony in the face oi

the counterfeiter that Everett, who had followed,
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