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The Euricd Treasure of Cobre

Loyal to her brother, Monica exclaimed indig-

nantly. At the proof! ihe pointed an accusini

finger.
, , ,

"Lookl" she whispered. "Thii it Peabodyi

darkroom, where he develops the flash-lights hi

takes of the hieroglyphs! Chester has a right t<

be furious!"

Impulsively she would have pushed past Ever

ett; but with an exclamation he sprang in fron

of her.

"No!" he commanded, "come away!"

He had fallen into a sudden panic. His ton

spoke of some catastrophe, imminent and ovei

whelming. Monica followed the direction of hi

c;V5s. They were staring in fear at the proofs.

The girl leaned forward; and now saw thei

clearly.

Each was a United States Treasury note f<

five hundred dollars.

Around the turn of the tunnel, approaching tl

vault apparently from another passage, th<

heard hurrying footsteps; and then, close to the

from the vault itself, the voice of Professor Pe

body.

It was harsh, sharp, peremptory.

"Hands up!" it commanded. "Drop th

gun!"
258


