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(Continued from page 43)

“A man die of snake-bite in a desert and yet
leave half a pint of water undrunk! Damn
that for a tale! I beg pardon—go on!”

“This discovery dispelled any doubt about
the water that may have lingered in the minds
of the survivors. Richard Vanesterman—con-
tinued Report No. 1—had lost his nerve, stolen
the water and leaving the others to their fate,
had made™a dash for life which might have suc-
ceeded but for the snake-bite. . . .”

Deeply moved, Mr. Vanesterman stopped

again. Alison had risen and was staring out
-of the window across the darkening lawn, her
back to the men.

“What did you do about this Report No. 1?”
asked Mr. Bunn. .

Vanesterman stared at him steadily.

“It charged and, on the testimony of the sole
three witnesses remaining alive, proved, that my
son died the death of a coward and traitor. No
man living could controvert that evidence—
bringing proof. What would any man in my
position Eave done? The Vanestermans are
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proud of their name—it will be an ill day for
America when Americans lose family pride in
their names and reputations. I was not going to
have Dick Ppublished as—as—a coward and
traitor throughout the world. So I persuaded
Colonel Carnac to sell Report No. 1, to me,
and God forgive me, to prepare a second Report!
““How much did you pay for it?” asked Mr.
Bunn.
“Ten million dollars down!”
(To be continued)

Fifty-eight Thousand Dollars

loathing. He could not understand how Red’s
stories had thrilled him so. Never again, he told
himself over and over; never again. If only he
got out of this. . . .

He found his way to the lodging house where
he used to live, secured his old room, washed
himself, brushed his clothing, and went to a
nearby restaurant. He was faint with hunger.

As he ate, he read the paper he had brought
in with him. The dispatch from Westfield was
brief, but it told him all that he wanted to know.
The Westfield First National bank had been
entered shortly after midnight by two bandits,
the safe opened, and the sum of fifty-eight thou-
sand dollars stolen . . . Sergeant Esne out-
guessed the bandits . . . waited with his men
in the freight yards. . . . The two robbers were
later identified as Red Morganson and Jake
Kliner, both former convicts. . . .

So they had got Red and Jake! Tom went
back to his room. He kept turning all the facts
over in his mind. The other two were goners.
One had been shot twice through the head,
the other through the heart, with sawed-off
shotguns.

He tried to feel appropriately saddened but he
was not sad. There was security in their deaths.
Their tongues were sealed forever; the partnership
dissolved by death. And even though the stolen
money had not been found on the two men, it
was evident that a third accomplice was not
suspected. Perhaps the police thought that the
men had thrown the box away; they would
search for it awhile, then give it up. Only Tom
knew where it was—Tom, whose name was as
fair as ever.

He trembled with a new vision. Barnes Street
and Regis Avenue. Lie facing the north. Ona
line with the lamp-post, third from the right; the
telephone pole, fourth from the same corner.
Fifty-eight thousand dollars!

“My God!” he murmured. “I’m rich!”

II

TOM did not return to Westfield at once.

ere was the possibility that the police were
seeking the third suspect that the paper had not
mentioned. He waited. He found work as a
machinist’s helper and smiled to himself each
time he drew his pay of sixteen dollars a week.
Sixteen dollars a week, and he possessed fifty-
eight thousand dollars! A wealthy man in
overalls and with grimy hands! He dreamed of
the luxuries so considerable a fortune would
bring him, and in these dreams his twinges of
conscience were lost.  After all, %e hadn’t stolen
the money. All he had done was to stand
outside in the alley. The real thieves had met
their punishment by death; and the tragic ter-
mination of the adventure for them and his own
escape only served to increase his belief in the
ascendency of his star. He would be a fool not
to go back and dig up the money that now
belonged to him.

He went to Westfield in November. Nearly
five months had passed since he had fled with the
blasts of guns in his ears. He was proud of his
confidence, of his total lack of fear, as he left the
railroad station and, suitcase in hand, walked
up the street to the Wyott Hotel. He registered
under his own name. Why not? So far as
anyone was aware, it was a good, honest name.
Boldly he asked the clerk to direct him to Barnes
Street and Regis Avenue. It was only three
o’clock in the afternoon, but he wanted to look
the place over—get the lay, as Red put it.
’I:hat night he would dig up his money. Fifty-
cight thousand dollars!

(Continued from page 18)

He stood, a little later, on the corner of Barnes
Street and Regis Avenue. Before him lay a
vacant lot. But there was something disturlgmg
about its appearance. He did not know just
what it was. It wassmaller than he remembered
it. It was— His breath caught in his throat.
Numbness swept over him from head to foot.
The lot in which they had laid that night had
encompassed an area bounded by four city
blocks. There had been no building on it.

But there was a building on it now. A two-
story structure of red brick, with stores facing
two streets, and flats above, covered the northern
quarter of the lot. It was new; you could see
that it was new. Two of the four stores were
unrented and had never been occupied.

Tom had but one hope: that the money lay
in the unused portion of the lot. From where
he stood he could not see the lamp-post on the
northern side. Frantically he ran down the
street, around the building, and stood before
the third post from the corner. When he drew
a line his eye went flush into the brick wall of
the building. His fingernails digging into his
moist palms, he ran around to the eastern side
and found the fourth telephone pole from the
corner. Again the line he drew with his eye
ran into a brick wall.

He leaned back weakly against the pole.
There was no longer any hope.

He returned to his hotel room and flung him-
self upon the bed. He lay, face downward, and
beat the covers with his fists. He raved and
cursed. Some one had robbed him. Some one

" had stolen his fifty-eight thousand dollars. Who?
Who had found it? A workman, no doubt.
Tom would find out who it was and make him
return the money. -He would kill him if neces-
sary. But the money was his and he would
get it.

His madness dissipated itself by its very force
and he sobbed himself to sleep. Hours later
he started from his sleep with a sudden thought.
It was as if he had been turning it all over in his
mind while he slept, planning, seeking loop-
holes through which a ray of hope might gleam,
Every possibility, every contingent circum-
stance, lay clearly before him. If a workman
bhad found it, he had either turned it over to the
police—who would have returned it to the bank
—or had secreted and kept it. The first case
would be easy to ascertain; the second not
impossible, though difficult. But a workman
who suddenly acquired so vast a sum would not
continue to be a workman. Tom had only to
find out what men had worked on the excava-
tion and whether one of them had quit work
and disappeared.

Tom decided to work carefully, to begin at
the very beginning of the investigation and leave
no point unnoted. Next morning he went to
the public library and scanned the files of local
newspapers. He started with the issue whose
large black headlines shouted of the robbery.
He searched every page, every column. It was
certain that the bank had never recovered the
money.

In an issue dated September 6th he found g
notice of the building permit. On September
2o0th, construction was begun: “Ground was
broken yesterday for the two-story brick store
and flats building to be erected on the northeast
corner of . .. The specifications call for .
with a thirty-foot-square basement. . . .”

This gave rise to a new thought, new hope,
new plan of action. A thirty-foot basement!
The building had a frontage of one hundred feet,
and a depth of about sixty feet. There was the
possibility, then, that no one had found his

..

money; that it had never been, dug up but Jay
where Red had buried it, with the building
above it! .

A week of painstaking research convinced him
that this was so. He spoke with a tenant of the
building, a tailor to whom he brought a suit for
pressing. From him, a round-about way, he
learned the location of the furnace room. Care-
ful estimation brought him to the conclusion that
the southern wall of the basement was approxi-
mately twelve feet north of the spot where the
money lay. At the center of the building was
the entrance to the flats above. There was a
long narrow hallway with a flight of steps at
the rear, leading upstairs.

“My money is there,” he told himself, when
his diagram was drawn. “It’s under the hall-
way, just at the foot of the steps. Now, to
get it!”

m

FOR another week he sat in his hotel bedroom,
scheming, planning, drawing diagrams, devising
possible means of subterranean approach to his
buried treasure. He could not, with any degree
of safety, enter the hallway at night and tear up
the flooring at the foot of the steps. The en-
trance was kept well lighted all might; anyone
passing by in the street could see him plainly
through the glass panel of the door. And even
were this not so, he would be heard in the flats
above, or some one might enter to mount the
steps.

The store immediately adjoining the hallway
was untenanted, If he were in possession of it,
he could tunnel from the store to the desired
place under the hallway. But this was the work
of many nights; it meant that he would have to
lease the space, and to do this he must have 2
business—money.

The store, he learned, would be leased for a
minimum period of three years; seventy-five
dollars a2 month for the first two years, one hun-
dred dollars a month thereafter. -

“Why do you ask, young man?”’ inquired the
real estate agent. “Thinking of going into
businessp "’

“Well, I was thinking about it.”

“What kind of business?” .

Tom had prepared no answer to this question.

““A—a machine shop,” he blurted out. “I'm
a first-class machinist.”

The agent smiled. “I’'m afraid that place
wouldn’t do. We wouldn’t take anything but a
retail business of some kind. A cigar and sta-
tionery store ought to do well there.” .

Perspiration stood out on Tom’s forehead:

‘““That’s a business I'd like to go in!”

The older man looked at the youth keenly,
and Tom wilted under the steady scrutiny. Rut
there was only admiration in the agent’s eyes.

“You're ambitious, aren’t you? Did you
come into some money?”’

“Well, I got a little.”

“About how much, may I ask?”

Tom longed to get away. “Oh, a couple of
thousand. I inherited it.” i

“Isee. Well, you can’t do much in a business
way with one or two thousand. Why don’t you
let me sell you a good lot? This town is growing.
You can hold your lot for a few years and prac-
mi;z?lly double your money. Have you got a
Job?’

“Not yet. I just been sort of looking around.
I had a good job in Denton, but I'm going to
settle here.”

“Good town. Get yourself a job and save
your money. Then invest in real estate. That’s
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(Continued from page 46)
confident that he was neaning the end of the
long trail. In a few more years . . .

He was not disappointed. One day the real
estate agent called him on the telephone.

“Can you drop in at my office some time to-
day, Mr. Alby? I've got something interesting
for you.” . Lo

Tom’s heart hammered against his ribs. At
last!

He was about to reply that he would dash over
at once when he remembered that Mr. Hastings
was at home ill and that the full responsibilities
of the superintendent was on his own shoulders.

“J won’t be able to see you until the factory
closes. How would six o’clock do?”

“That will be all right. I'll wait here for you.”

N O; there was no disappointment this time.
The agent’s prediction had come true. If Tom
still wanted the property across the street, he
could get it for his Ingram Street piece plus
five thcusand dollars.

“Aside from your personal preference, Mr.
Alby, I advise you to make the trade. That
property across the street is worth, anyway,
thirty-seven thousand. Some day the lot alone
will be worth more than that. But my client
wants to tear down the building on your lot and

ut up a twelve-story building. He owns the
ots on either side and he needs yours. Your
equity in it is around ffteen thousand. An
added five thousand cash will bring it to twenty.
All you will have to assume is a mortgage of
twelve thousand. You're turning a nice profit.
In a few years you'll own the property out-
right.”

“Done!” said Tom, and hit the desk with his
tight fist. “If you can have the papers ready
by eight-thirty tomorrow morning, I'll come in
and close the deal before I go to the factory.”

At a quarter to nine next morning he left the
real estate office with the deed to the property
in his pocket. He looked over to the other side
of the street. The building was a bit time-
worn, but still strong and sturdy. There was

the door at the center; behind it, the long hall-
way with its flight of steps at the rear. At the
foot of the steps, three feet beneath the flooring,
was his money. Now he owned the building,
and if he wanted to tear up a few boards from
the floor, he was at liberty to do so. )

His building! He stood and stared at it,
almost incredulously.

“You're mine!” he told it in a whisper.
“You belong to me. I worked hard to get you.
Seventeen years! It’s just as if 1 built you,
brick by brick.”

And how joyfully Edna received the news!
She kissed him and danced him around the floor
of their living-room until they were breathless.
She held the deed above her head as a conquering
hero lifts his gleaming sword.

Junior came running into the room, and
Edna, laughing out of the fulness of her heart,
caught him up and held him on her arm. He
was four years old—quite old enough to appre-
ciate so wonderful an event as this. He was
fascinated by the pretty seal on the deed and
the thick black lettering.

“What'’s that, Muvver? What’s that say?
Is that a story?”

LEdna looked at Tom. Her eyes were shining.

“Yes, it’s a kind of story,” she answered the
boy. “It’s a story about a good man who was
rewarded for being good. He worked hard at
the tasks that he was given to do, and he was
always honest and faithful and kind. So he was
rewarded by getting "all that he wished for.
Jpéliith’ke the Prince in the story I read you last
night.”

““What’s this man’s name, Muvver?” -

“His name? Why, darling, it’s the same as
your name. It’s Tom Alby, and it’s such a fine
name that we gave it to you, too.”

“Ch! Is the man Dadd,y? »

“Certainly it’s Daddy.’

Tom, his face flaming, mumbled something
about getting ready for dinner and hurried out
of the room. He did not sleep well that night;
his mind was too full of plans. He must not
delay getting hold of that tin box. But he must
be careful. He must do nothing to jeopardize
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the good name he had passed on to his son. He
would wait until Saturday afternoon, when the
factory was closed. Then he would take thé
necessary tools to the apartment and a few new
floor boards to put in. It was his building; he
could work openly. He knew what he must do
and he burned with the desire to do it.

At three o’clock on Saturday afternoon he
made his way to the First National Bank. The
doors were locked but the cashier, Mr. Thomas,
was still there and he told the watchman to
let Tom in. .

“Hello, Alby,” he smiled. “I heard z}bou’t
you today: how you were stepping into Hastings's
place as superintendent.” . w

“Good news travels fast,” Tom replied. ,1
heard so only yesterday. Mr. Hastings hasn’t
been well, you know, and he’s going to retire.
But I came to show you something interesting.

He removed the newspaper wrapping from the
small package he held, disclosing a corroded
metal box. He raised the lid.

Within were stacks of currency, each bound
by a strip of paper; and on each strip was
printed: First National Bank of Westfield.

“T found this box under the floor ot the hall-
way in my apartment building over on Barnes
Street,” Tom explained. ‘‘Evidently it belongs
to this bank.”

The cashier stared at the box and its contents.

“Well, what do you know about that!”

“There’s ﬁfty-eight thousand dollars in it,
Tom added. “I counted it.”

“Ves, fifty-eight thousand,” the other re-
peated: ““This money was stolen nearly twenty
years'ago! Trememberit. Alby, you ought to-
get a nice reward for finding this!”

The' word startled Tom. Edna, too, had
spoken of his ‘“reward.” She meant t.h.e'va.lu-
able property he owned; and his fine position at
the factory that would now pay him ten thousand
a year; and the pride of achievement that might
well be his. But no one but Tom knew the
happiness, the sense of relief, the gratitude to
God that filled his heart at that moment. ,
" “Reward?” he said a bit huskily. “I don’t
want any reward.”

With David Lawrence in Washington

The directors of each Federal Reserve Bank
have certain pcwers which are subject to re-
view by the Federal Reserve Board in Wash-
ington. In recent years, there have been some
interesting controversies as to whether each
Federal Reserve Bank is autonomous, that
is, whether it has the right to decide ques-
tions within -its area for itself or whether it
must act in conformity with a policy set forth by
the Federal Reserve Board in Washington. As
a matter of actual practice, there is a meetin

of minds between the directors of the Federal
Reserve Banks in each case and the Federal
Reserve Board, and nowadays relatively little
friction develops.

There have, of course, been important differ-
ences of opinion, but since the business depres-
sion started the Federal Reserve Board and the
boards of directors of the regional banks have
worked together toward a common purpose,
namely, to keep the credit machinery working
smoothly and to keep money rates as low as pos-
sible. The Federal Reserve Board really hasn’t
anything to do with speculation as such. Infact,
the warning which it issued two years ago was
criticized because it was commonly argued at
the time that everybody who wanted to specu-
late could do so and no government agency could
say him nay.

Actually, however, the Federal Reserve Board
was concerned with the vast credit resources of
the Reserve Banks, and of the member banks
some of which were being used to support loans
in the stock market. It was in this indirect way
that the Federal Reserve Board came into the
picture. Because, no matter what each indi-
vidual’s rights may le, there is a moral responsi-
bility on the individual for or upon business to
take into account the entire credit situation. It
was, therefore, the contention of the Federal
Reserve Board that if individuals were being
permitted by member banks to borrow money
for speculation in the stock market, there would

(Continued from page 27) -

be relatively less money available for business
uses and that when borrowing reached an
excessive point there would be a break and all
business would be affected. This is exactly
‘what happened. So now what the Federal
Reserve Board says is likely to be respected.
It all depends, of course, upon the personnel
of the Board and the character of its utter-
ances.

A new man has gone in as head of the Federal
Reserve Board. He is Eugene Meyer, Jr., of
New York.” But he is not new to the Federal
Reserve System nor is he new in government.
He first came to ‘Washington during the war and
was one of the directors of the War Finance
Corporathn, which was the institution that was
charged with the resisonsibility of lending money
to the munitions plants and other enterprises
which could not get capital for war purposes.
Mr. Meyer continued in his job throughout the
War and, while he was a Republican, it was
reported at the time that President Wilson
considered him favorably for the post of Ameri-
can representative on the Reparations Commis-
sion. This was at the time when it was believed
the United States would join the League of
Nations or that it would at least accept
membership upon the Reparations Commis-
sion.

Just after the war ended, a discussion arose
as to the need of further activity by the War
Finance Corporation. The problem was agri-
cultural. How could the livestock growers in
the West and the cotton men of the South be
aided through the depression of 1921? Mr.
Wilson was ill. The Secretary of the Treasury,
Mr. Houston, was opposed to the revival of the
War Finance Corporation. Mr. Meyer felt that
a constructive job could be done. Both houses
of Congress passed the bill, but Mr. Wilson’s
veto, which it was believed was written by Mr.
Houston, was sent to both houses only to be over-
ridden by a two-thirds vote, and so the War

" Finance Corporation came into being once more.

The- record of that institution is really re-

-markable. It had a revolving fund of more than

a half billion of dollars and it made loans right
and left to associations engaged in agriculture.
When the final tally was made, several years
later, it was discovered that the War Finance
Corporation actually turned in a small surplus—
approximately sixty millions of dollars. Mr.
Meyer never permitted it to be called a profit
because he felt that the money which had been
borrowed by the government cost something in
interest, and so he charged up the sixty million
dollars to the fact that the government should
have paid at least that amount as the cost of its
borrowing. It was a modest way to record an
important transaction and a creditable one.

ALL this happened during the Harding Admin-
istration. The final report of the War Finance
Corporation was made during the Coolidge
régime, and Mr. Coolidge thought so much of
Eugene Meyer that he appointed him to head
the Farm Loan System. It was badly in need
of reorganization. Mr. Meyer finished that job,
which continued into the Hoover Administra-
tion, and then resigned. In accepting the resig-
nation, President Hoover said that he hoped
some day to have Mr. Meyer back in the govern-
ment service once more,

Now he is back and he is at the head of the
Federal Reserve Board with the title of Gov-
ernor, and he will hold office for eight years more,
finishing out the unexpired term of Edmund
Platt, who resigned. He was appointed last
August, but it took until the latter part of
March before he was confirmed, because the
Senate took its time about the matter. A
minority of the Senate tried to delay confirma-
tion or possibly prevent it altogether. Natu-
rally, a man who has had so much to do with
agriculture is not likely to have gone through

























































