
The Buried Treasure of Cobre

were over, the Secretary of State turned his eyes
to his fellow countrymen crowding the rails of the
American steamer. They greeted him with cheers.

The great man raised his hat, and his eyes fell

upon Everett. The Secretary advanced quickly,

his hand extended, brushing to one side the stand-
ing army.

"What are you doing here?" he demanded.
"On my way home, sir," said Everett. "I

couldn't leave sponer; there were—^personal rea-

sons. But I cabled the department my resigna-

tion the day Mendoza gave me my walking-papers.

You may remember," Everett added dryly, "the
department accepted by cable."

The great man showed embarrassment.

"It was most unfortunate," he sympathized.

"We wanted that treaty, and while, no doubt,
you made every effort

"

He became aware of the fact that Everett's

attention was not exclusively his own. Follow-
ing the direction of the young man's eyes the Sec-

retary saw on the deck just above them, leaning

upon the rail, a girl in deep mourning.

She was very beautiful. Her face was as lovely

as a violet and as shy. To the Secretary a beau-
tiful woman was always a beautiful woman. But
he had read the papers. Who had not? He was
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