
The Buried Treasure of Cobre

"My brother," .aid the girl, u though .he wera
pronounang a sentence, "alway. will keep ut
•part, and I will always love you."
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the feeling he had read in her eye. was gone-or
ngorou.ly concealed. Now her manner wa. that
of a fnend, of a young girl addrewing a man older
than her.elf one to whom .he looked up with
re.pect and hkmg, but with no .ign of any feeling

T^' ""'C !"*'?""• ^' "P**^ E^««" com-
pletely. When he pleaded with her, .he asked:

Do you think it i. ea.y for me? But-" .he
prote.ted, "I know I am doing right. I am do-wg It to make you happy."
"You are .ucceeding," Everett auured her, "in

making u. both damned miserable."
For Everett, in the Mcond month of his stay in

Amapala, events began to move quickly. Fol-
lowing the example of two of his predecessors, the
Secretaty of State of the United States was about
to make a grand tour of Central America. He
came on a mission of peace and brotherly love, to
foster confidence and good-will, and it was secretly
hoped that, in the wake of his escort of battle-
ships, trade would follow fast. There would be
salutes and visits of ceremony, speeches, ban-
quets, reviews. But in these rejoicings Amapala
would have no part.
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