Commissioner Enright and M. Voltaire

By DJUNA BARNES.
SU.‘-H'I ONE who believes that all old

masters should be mentioned in a
whisper whispered to me: “Deo vou know
who has the lnrgest Voltairean library1”

Of course I shook my heud.

“Police Commissioner Enright,” he said
slowly.

Therefore, I traversed Centre street and
mounted the steps of Police Heaquarters,
and sitting in the C'ommissioner’s largest
chair, awaited the moment when I could
ask him about this somewhat strange pas-
sion for a man who is though of only
when one is about to die or when some
one mentions religion. )

As I sat there thinking of the Polive
Commissioner’s functions and of the
rogues’ gallery and the whole dramatic
gide of life called crime there came to
mind & fable—the fable of the mun who
had never known when to end a thing
while it still held a little something of
beauty.

When he reached the age of 20 he had
discovered what was indeed the most
beantiful thing -— irrevecable finality,
Tbree months later he had invented a
button which if pressed at the right mo-
ment would end a situation as a knife
cutz bread. He could with only a little
pressure keep a sitnation at that poeint
where it had reached perfection.

Never Learned to Press Button.

He was happy, saying: “Now il is in
my power {o have one really tragic and
marvellous moment in my life undetiled
by those incidents thal always come
after.”

The point of the fahle is thut he never

learned when to press the button  died
without learming it.

Yes, somehow I could not help thmk-
g of this as [ realized how many peo-
ple die in a year because they do not
know where to stop, because the mur-
derer, for instanee, does nol know where
to find his perid.

Later I spoke of it to Commissioner
Enzight as be sat in his offiee i Police
Headquarters and he, looking trom under
his head of white eurls, answered :

“Yes, but then that is the most ddifli-
eult thing in the world to do. It can only
be done by those lower animals who know
a higher hife or, to be more aceurate and
less poetie, who find the ¢limax the only
necessily and afler knowledge not merely
an unknown quantity but one with which
they could not possibly cope.”

I answered: “Well, of course erime is
not acknowledged as such among animals:
with them 1t is instinet and very good in-
stinet, though of course it always acts for
self-preservation or the preservation of
their yonng, it never reacles into the
realm of the fratermal”

“Civilization always brings its troubles
and added good always accompanies
added evil,” Mr. Enright rejoined.

“There 15 good and evil again,” [ said.
“But what is it ¥’

“tne only needs 1o define 7ood to de-
fine evil alse by comparison,”

“Anyway, this is plunging in much too
deep to start with,” | saud. *“Let us< talk
aboul literature.”

“Well, now, there’s Voltaire.”

“I have heard about vour great interest
in Voltaire - tell me the seeret.”

“Voltaire wos the man who wrote fhe
first detective story,” he answered and
lowered his lids awaiting my surprise.

“Really ¥

Refers to First Detective Story.

He went on: “Do vou remember read-
g the story of “Zadiz” or rather a set
ot sketehes conecrnmg (he Tire of Zadig,
a Babylontan who when disappointed in
his love for Semirn married Azora? In
the end =he aftempted to ent his nose off
Tor the sake of an admirer, thas driving
Zaddizz 1o the conclusion that Life on the

seitle nght and that
thereatter philosophy and loneline: were
proditable wlone.

ordinary was not

“Waell, one day as he was rechuing
against o tree a ewnich of the roval house
aned some oflicers run by ealling out, *Hast
thon seen the Quevics docs

“And Zadig answered, *It is a sl dog
whn has jnst delivered hersell of voung;
she as long ears aned rans o bt boge”

“The saine thing ovenrred about one of
the tgueen’s horses, and Zadig wade an-
=Wl

0 as the fleetest horse in the King's
stable.  He a5 live feet high, with very
<tiall boots and a tail three feel and a
half in length; the studs on his bits are
gold of twenty-three carats and his shoes
are of silver of cleven pennyweights)”

THE SUN.

SUNDAY,

MARCIH 17, 1918,

New Police Head Ardent Student of Classics
and Expresses Ideas of Past and
Present Literaturc

Police Commissioner Enright.

“He had a lot of trouble proving that
he had gathered this information not from
having seen the animals but threugh de-
duction. )

“Finally he explained thus:

“*] observed traces in the =and of an
animal and knew them to be these of a
little dog. The light and long furrows
impressed on the little eminences of sand
between the marks of the paws made by
the beast gave proof that it was a dog
that had but lately whelped, and the other
marks on the outside of the paws were
plainly those left by the dragging of
long eurs. T knew that she was lame be-
cause one foot left a lighter impress in
the sand.

“ It was the same with the horze. The
dust on the trees of a road seven feet
wide was a little brushed off at a distanee
of three feet and a halt’ from the middle
of the road, provigg his tail, which had
whisked off the dust, to be three and 2
hall’ feet long. I observed under e
frees that formed an arbor five feel high
that the leaves ol the branches were
newly fallen; that therefore the horse
must have touched them. As lo the bit
it must he of gold of twenty-three carats
for le had rubbed its bosses agunst »
stone which 1 knew to be a touchstone
and whieh [ bave tried; the same of his
shoes also.

“Thus we see the whole essence of the
deteetive story of the tature, Pos, Doy,
Anna Katlerine Green, all of them are
probably indebted to this one story of
Voltaire’s.”

“Do you con-ider delective stories of
any value to the detective in real Lite !

*No use af all. They are only good as
tales of amusement, of suspense and in-
wenuity. A real detective, however, does
not go about it m that wiy.”

I looked out of the window at the long,
gray heights of the city and I thought of
the 43,000 pivtures in the rogues’ gallery
downstairs and [ looked back st the Com-
wissioner, who was turning over the leaves
ol 1 book.

“They =sav,” he conlinued,
have no art in America. No painlings
of value, no poctry of worth., Well, it 1s
true that I love my Balzac and my Hugo,
but we have our Richard Harding Davis
and onr pocis are many.”

“that we

“Bat you don’t mean that seriously do
you? BSurely you wouldn't put k. H.
Davis on a feoting with Balzac?”

“Yes, I wemld; berause Davis wrote in
English and was an Ameriean and might
be seen in any of oar clubs the people
do not value him. Yet I say without hes-
itation that some of the stories written
by him have not been very far surpassed.”

“Why should we be the only nation to
disregard our art*

“Because we have leamed to value
mouney more. It is a terrible and a shock-
ing thing, but so it is. Until that time
comes when we will turn around saying,
“There goes a poet,” instead of ‘There is
the riches! man in Now York,” our artisls
will not be encouraged, and without en-
coursgement of some sori o art altains
to its greatest and best.

“[nstead of endowing howmes for the
feeble minded, why doesn’lL some one se-
eure these of great minds a living? The
feeble minded get 8 home and care and
a burial —these of greal mind sleep in
the gutter and are the gracious unknown
dead that line the earth in potter’s field.

“For mstance, let us think of the mat-
ter in a really large way. Take the erim-
inal. What do we do with him? Kill
him. What an absurd waste of material,
what a seandalous treachery to the poten-
tial good in all flesh, what a monstrous
blunder!

“When you stop a heart and a life,
strike out forever the little breathing that
is in & man, you have by that much erip-
pled society. There are surely things
that this same man might fhave done. I
say put him to werk, do not kill him
and thus end his good. Make him sup-
port those he has wronged, let him help
sustain the poet and the painter, let him
be of vilue to the State.”

As I have said before, the Commissioner
hus very nice white amd curling hair; here
he stroked 1t and sauled.

“let us talk ol less gloomy things,” he
sabd.

“t‘an a Police Commissioner think of
fess gloomy thing<?”

“l should go mad if T eouldn’t.”

“Yet it i3 nol so very melancholy,
Mr. Earight, for some of the nicest peo-
ple I know are either potential or real
eriminals”
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He shruzzed lLis shoulders. “l beiievg
in the soul.”

“Apd—"

“Well, if you helieve in the soul you
know that this lif= is only a preparation
for a next.”

“To what avail,” asked I, “if we go
through this, so unrelated esch to the
other, on such different levels, a chasm
apart1”

“Wouldn't il be deadly if we were all
on an equal footing ¥’

“I'm not so sure.”

“f am.”

“We will both have to be convineed,”
I langhed.

“You will have (o be.” he answered.

“How shall I begin "

“Cio to the stars.”

“You beliave in tie stars?”

ou[ ‘h-”

“That they make the person born undes
them, that they rule?”

“Fmphatieally.”

‘Are you serious?"

“] have never been more serious in my
iife.”

“But this is ineredible.™

“Nothing is ineredible. 1 don't know,
o one knows—but I have a strong sus-
picion that the stars make vs what we
are. -
“And the criminal is he who has been
born under a star ordaining that he should
be & murderer?”

“[ think so.”

“In that case all people born under
Aat star would be criminal and alike.”

Modified by Circumstances.

“Xo two are horr. under the sume star—
ar if they are I dou’t doubt but that they
are very similar, that 18 so far as their
surroundings permil.  Each i1s modified
secording to his birthplace and cirenm-
Rances,”

“RBat this s quite Urightful, this puts
@ bevond the reach of ourselves. If
we are good it is the stars; if we are bad
they also are (o blame.™

“Were you umder the delusion that
=ood and bad were selt~willed 77

*Tu some exteal —ves, I even know it.”

He shook his heall. “You don’t know
it, you think you do. I'm not saying that
a person eannol do a great deal himself
toward becoming either gwod or evil, but
I am saying that the stars have a great
deal to do with the initial impulse.”

“This makes me quite miserable. I shall
have to bave my palm read or turn to tes
leaves or the eards.”

“Those things I don’t believe in.”

“Why not, if the starn——"

“The stars are a matter of God, the
eards a matter of crooked sharpers trying
to make a living—bits of pasteboard con-
ceived and executed by & homan brain.”

“And in the next world that you speak
of, will we be ruled by starsY"

“No one knows.”

“And would you be willing to live
through suceessive generations?”

“I wounld be willing not only to live
through suecessive generations, but to go
right baek over these that I have known.”

Few Wish to Live Again.

“You are the first person—or is it the
second - who said ke would live his life
over again with pleasure” |

“Why not? [ think it is a wonderful
world. [ lave hiad a good time and [ have
suffered. 1 am willing to sulfer again,
and [ would like to go through all the
moments of jov that have been mine—I
am not afrand.”

“You mmnsi, indeed, have been very
bappy.”

“Not so happy—well, yes, very,
very happy at times. At others—"
He again shrugeed his shoulders.

“But you whe are so near to suffering,
to the down and sad side of life, how ean
you—"

“That may perhaps be why. T can see
something oreater coming out of it. Such
things cannot be for nothing. There must
be some purpose bebind it all, some di-
vine power that will set the wrong right.”

“But in the meantime?"

“In the meantime, we must do the hest
we can for those who eome nearest us—
for me it 1s erime, for yvou—"

“Ab, and for me also, perhajes”

He looked ut me, puzzied.

“You see,” I eontinued, <1 have a lot of
friends, as I befo-e sand. who are either
potential eriminsls or eriminals in aetion
—and these scmehow one likes—why 2”

“Why—well, vou s, we all love the
speecialist,” he answered, and broke out
into langhter. o
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