
The Buried Treasure of Cobre

barefooted artillerymen in their turn were salut-
in& excitedly and spasmodically, the distinguished
visitor. As an honor he had at last learned to
accept without putting a finger in each ear, the
Secretary of State smiled with gracious calm.
Less calm was the President of Honduras. He
knew something the Secretary did not know.

.
- knew that at any moment a gun of his salut-

ing batteiy might turn turtle, or blow into the
harbor himself, his cabinet, and the larger part of
his standing army.

Made fast to the wharf on the side opposite
to the one at which the Secretary had landed was
one of the Fruit Company's steamers. She was
on her way north, and Porto Cortez was a port of
call. That her passengers might not intrude upon
the ceremonies, her side of the wharf was roped
off and guarded by the standing army. But from
her decks and from behind the ropes the passen-
gers, with a battery of cameras, were perpetuating
the historic scene.

Among them, close to the ropes, viewing the
ceremony with the cynical eye of one who in
Europe had seen kings and emperors meet upon
the Fiela of the Cloth of Gold, was Everett. He
made no effort to bring himself to the attention
of his former chief. But when the introductions
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