
The Buried Treasure of Ccbre

"You," he commanded, "keep out of those
rumsl My dear professor," he continued re-
proachfully, "you are a student, a man of peace,
i^nt try to wage war on these Amapalans.
Iheyre lawless, they're unscrupulous. So is
Ward. Besides, you are in the wrong, and if they
turn ugly, your minister cannot help you." He
shook his head and smiled doubtfully. "I canV
understand," he exclaimed, "why you're so keen.
It s only a heap of broken pottery. Sometimes
I wonder if your interest in Cobre is that only of
the archaeologist."

"7!L^"
?^^" '"^*"" " demanded Peabody.

Doesn't Ward's buried treasure appeal at all?"
asked the minister. "I mean, of course, to your
unapnanoo. It does to mine."
The young professor laughed tolerantly.
"BiKied trca»e!" he exclaimed. "If Ward

has found treasure, and I think he has, he's wel-
come to It. What we want is what you call the
broken pottery. It means nothing to you, but
to men like mysdf, who live eight hundred years
behind the times, it is much more precious than
gold."

A few moments later Professor Peabody took
his leave, and it was not until he had turned the
comer of the C^dle Morazan that he halted and,
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