
The Buried Treasure of Cobre

press his hands against his heart, the two men
dragging at his arms.

The cavelike room was shaken with a report,

an acrid smoke assailed her nostrils. The men

ceased struggling. Her brother lay still.

Monica sprang toward the body, but a black

wave rose and submerged her. As she fainted,

to save herself she threw out her arms, and as

she fell she dragged down with her the buried

treasure of Cobre.

Stretched upon the stone floor beside her brother

she lay motionless. Beneath her, and wrapped

about and covering her, as the leaves covered the

babes in the wood, was a vast cobweb of yellow

bills, each for five hundred dollars, payable in gold.

A month later the harbor of Porto Cortez in

Honduras was shaken with the roar of cannon.

In comparison, the roaring of all the cannon of all

the revolutions that that distressful country ever

had known, were like fire-crackers under a barrel.

Faithful to his itinerary, the Secretary of State

of the United States was paying his formal visit

to Honduras, and the President of that republic,

waiting upon the Fruit Company's wharf to greet

him, was receiving the salute of the American

battle-ships. Back of him, on the wharf, his own
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