
The Buried Treasure of Cobre

evefy comer of the globe, as my wife, my tweet-
heart, my partner, riding through jungles at we
nde here, sitting opposite me at our own table,
putting the proud and beautiful princesses at their
ease. And in all places, at all moments, you
make^ all other women tawdry and absurd. And
I don't think you are the most wonderful person
I ever met because I love you, but I love you be-
cause you are the most wonderful person I ever
met."

"I am young," said Monica, "but since I began
to love you I am veiy old. And I see clearly that
it cannot be."

"Dear heart," cried Everett, "that is quite
morbid. What the devil do I care what your
brother has done! I am not marrying your
brother."

For a long time, leaning forward with her
elbows on her knees and her face buried in her
hands, the giri sat silent. It was as though she
were praying. Everett knew it was not of him,
but of her brother, she was thinking, and his heart
ached for her. For him to cut the brother out of
his life was not difficult; what it meant to her he
could guess.

When the giri raised her eyes they were elo-
quent with distress.
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