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Inspector Vals Adventures

l—THE MYSTERY OF WASHINGTON SQUARE

Alfred Henry Lewis

[Au?non (-2 4

IT was a nipping morning in February, the temperature

was between zero and freezing, and every city clock of
good repute was announcmg eight. As Inspector Val
stepped into his room in Mulberry Street, Mr. Bowles, the
desk man, was hanging up the telephone receiver.

“[nspector,’”’ said Mr. Bowles, a look of professional
hurry in his face, * word arrives that Jacob De Sille was
mysteriously murdered last night.”

‘““Where?'" asked Inspector Val.

** At his home.”

‘At his home,"” repeated the inspector; ‘‘the De Sille
house is in Washington Square.”” Then, addressing a
bull-faced individual, with bulky shoulders and sharp gray
eyes, who was idling near a window, he added: “You
may come, Sorg."’

When Inspector Val and Detective Sergeant Sorg
reached the street, a thin flurry of snow had begun to paint
the pavement white.” The inspector drew the fur collar of
his coat more closely about his throat, and coughed ina
deprecatory way. Mr. Sorg, who looked, in his cloth cap
and rough jacket, not unlike a prosperous longshoreman,
cared nothing for snow. Mr Val signaled a brougham
which waited across the street.

“Stop at the arch, in Washington Square,”” was his
direction, as he followed Mr. Sorg into the brougham.

There was a profound contrast between Inspector Val
and Sergeant Sorg. Theformerowned a sleepy, intolerant
eye that may have been an affectation or may have been a
mask. This gave him a slumbrous expression, as of weari-
ness worn out, that, coupled with his sensitive face, made
for the highbred and aristocratic, which impression the
guiet extravagance of his dress assisted. Mr. Sorg, as
against this, was slop-shop and rough, and the separation
between him and his companion was as the separation
between upper Fifth Avenue and Cherry Hill. Yet both
were the bane of criminals, and had gained celebration in
their ancient and recondite mystery of crime-searching.

As the brougham drew up beneath the arch, the two
officers got out. A walk of fewer than one hundred yards
brought them to a sedate mansion of red brick. Thedark
shades of the windows were closely drawn, and the place
had an atmosphere of secrecy.

Inspector Val rang the old-fashioned bell; the door was
opened by an elderly woman with a strong Jewish face.
She motioned quietly toward a small reception room off
the hall, and seemed to understand the official character
of her visitors without a word of intreduction.

“It was I who telephoned, gentlemen,’’ she explained,
as, having carefully closed the street door, she followed
them into the reception room. ‘' suppose.,’” she con-
tinued, ‘*‘that you would prefer to hear what I know before
beginning an investigation.”

The inspector made a gesture of assent.

““Préceed, madam,”’ said he; *' begin by telling us who
you are.”’

I am Mr. De Sille’s housekeeper.
of his house for almost fourteen years.”

“Go on, please!”

*‘This morning I got up at my usual hour,—six. [t may
have been half after seven before I came down stairs, as
there were duties which detained me on the second floor.
I came down the front stairs, and, as I passed the door-
way which opens into the library, I was surprised to find
the gas burning at full head. The room, being to the
rear, would have been dark without a light, but at the
hour mentioned I supposed that Mr. De Sille, according
to his custom, was fast asleep., I stepped into the room,
and there he sat in his armchair,—dead. I shall not de-
scribe the appearance of the body, or the room, since you
are shortly to see for yourselves. When | had recovered
from the first shock I approached and made sure that
nothing of life remained. Then [ left the room and locked
the door, leaving all things undisturbed.”

“Who were in the house last night?”

‘“There were five, not counting Mr. De Sille. The family
proper was made up of Mr. De Sille and his nephew, jJohn
Steendam,—a young man of twenty-two. There were
three colored servants: a boy, a girl, and their mother,
who is the cook. Then you are to count myself.”

‘“Where is young Steendam?”’

“He is asleep in his room. When [ discovered the
death of Mr. De Sille I ran to call him. 1 did not call
him, however. The three colored servants. who sleep in
the rear of the house, and come down by the back stairs,
were already in the kitchen, where they are now. I have
said nothing to them of the tragedy, and, as we sit here,
saving the guilty one it is known only to us three.”

The housekeeper gave the mspectorthe key tothe library.

*I would rather not go in,”’ she said.

I have had charge

# This is the first of a series of six detective stories
which Alfred Henry Lewis has written specially
for “ Success Magazine.,” In the next story, which
will appesr in the August bssue, Mr. Lewis will
tell of Inspector Val's experiences in the remark-
able case of “The Man That Flew.”—The Editor
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“Very good. Remain in the hall, please, and let no
one leave the house.”’

In a large easy chair facing the door was the dead Jacob
De Sille. The body was not posed bolt upright, buthad
slipped down into the chair, the head forward with the
chin resting on the shirt bosom. The hands were empty
and hanging almost to the floor. A small pistol, caliber
thirty-two, was lying on the carpet as if it had fallen from
the left hand.

Inspector Val paused on the threshold for a survey of
the room. The furniture was of massive mahogany. There
was nothing beyond the common save a large old-fashioned
safe, the heavy door of which stood on the swing. In the
fireplace, where one or two coals still glowed, were evi-
dences of papers having been burned.

He made an examination of the dead man. There was
a wide bruise over the left temple that reached back into
the hair. On the right cheek was a jagged cut. There
was blood on the floor, dark and dry and hasd.

‘““What do you think, Sorg?"" asked the inspector;
“‘should such wounds mean death?"’

Mr. Sorg shook his head cautiously.

“ He's dead, all right,”’ he observed, tentatively; *'and,
as for the marks, while thatgash on the cheek oughtn’t to
count, there are the others, You can give a party quite 3
tap with a sandbag, enough to kill him, and yet not leave
muchof a trace. That's what a sandbag's for.”

While Mr. Sorg was speaking, Mr. Val had continued
his examination of the room, The carpet, a thick Wilton,
came in for a hawklike scrutiny. At the feet of the dead
man, on the left of the chair, lay the pistol. An unex-
ploded cartridge reposed in each of the six chambers. In
& far corner was found a gold bead the size of a pea. The
bead was not perforated, but had two small links, each set
opposite the other, and plainly meant to connect it with
other beads. The inspector pounced upon this bead with
a little cry of satisfaction. He gave it a sharp examina-
tion and then put it into his pocket.

The safe was searched. In all respects it showed as
empty asa vacant church. A small steel box inside had its
key in the lock. Thislitile box was as vacant as the main
compartment. Whatevermay have been thecontents of the
safe,~whether jewels, money, or papers,~~they had been
confiscated. The pile of ashes on the hearth showed the
disposition of certain of the latter. Inspector Val painfully
sified the ashes, hoping to find some unburned scrap.
There was none.

One feature among the indications nveted his particular
interest. There were four round scars, an inch and a half
in diameter, in the thick carpet, wherethe plush had been
forcibly flattened. Of these, one was very evident, as if
the plush had been ground rather than pressed down. It
looked as it might look if the instrument that made it had
been giving a boring, twisting motion. Mr. Val was much
taken by these round scars, and bent over them, magnify-
ing glass in hand. Mr. Sorg suggested the legs of a chair
pressed down by a heavy man as explaining these.

“Where is the chair?"" asked the inspector. ** Besides,
these marks are not at regular distances from each other,
as would be the case had they been left by a chair.”

Mr. Sorg said nothing. He was the more inclined to
silence since a rapid glance showed no chair in the room
that could have produced them. In one of these was a
smirch of dried blood. Mr. Val called Mr. Sorg's atten-
tion to the blood. The latter tossed his hands as if he
had no theory to advance. Mr. Val smiled.

“ What you lack, Sorg,” said he, 'is imagination.”

Mr. Sorg shrugged his heavy shoulders.

inspector Val made the rounds of the window and doors.
Not one had been forced; there was never a sign of the
housebreaker. The front doors were double, and locked
themselves when closed. The looted safe suggested a
burglary, and that Mr. De Sille had been murdered by
the housebreakers, Nor did the want of evidences of
viclence about the windows forbid this inference, since the
robber or robbers might have entered through the agency
of duplicate keys. For all that there were indications,
open and patent, that negatived the theory. The shirt
frontof the dead man displayed two black pearls of price.
On the little finger of his left hand gleamed a solitaire dia-
mond,—blue, and of a value even with that of the pearls.
In its proper fob was a repeater. A common cracksman
would have taken these.

The inspector discovered, across the left wrist of the
dead man, a black welt. The wrist had been all but
broken by a blow from some heavy bludgeon-like weapon.

When his examination was complete, he locked the
library door and put the key in his pocket. Then hesought
the housekeeper, Outwardly steady, she was clearlyon a
tremendous strain, and only controlled her nerves and
avoided breaking down by a supreme effort.

*Pardon me, madam,”” observed the inspector, “‘you
have n't given us your name.”

‘“Jane Agnew.”

Tao the questions of the inspector the housekeeper un-
folded certain particulars that had gone untouched in her
opening statements. She was a widew; her husband had

Boss," Evec.)
been dead fifieen years; she had no family,—neither chick
nor child.

““What was in the sale?’ asked Mr. Val, when the
housekeeper had covered certain cardinal points in her
own story.

*That | don't know. Mr. De Sille was utterly secretive.
In the years I ’ve kept his house, not one word concerning
himself or his affairs has he told me. The safe might

have held a million in gems or money or bonds. On the
other hand, it might have contained nothing.”

' Did you ever see it open before?’’

“No,”’

‘It is not required,’” observed the inspector, *‘that

I press any question concerning Mr. De Sille, person-
ally; I'm fairly posted as to his history., But about the
nephew ?"’

The tears began to gather slowly in the housekeeper's
eyes.

1 love the boy,"" she said, simply, as if apologizing for
the tears. Then, collecting herself, she proceeded: "I
have told you that his name i5 John Steendam. Master
Jobn is an orphan,—father and mother both dead. His
mother was the only sister of Mr. De Sille. He has lived
with his uncle since he was twelve years old,~—ten years.’’

‘‘Were they on good terms? I ask because your failure
to awaken him and tell him of his uncle's death has a
queer look."” .

**When you go to Master John,” returned the house-
keeper, sorrowfully, “‘you will appreciate my reasons for
such a course. And yet it may all be explained in 2 man-
ner compatible with his innocence.”” Here she began to
sob softly. ‘I would not, for the world,”’ she continued,
wringing her hands, “‘say or do aught that pointed to
Master Johun as his uncle’s murderer!”

“Calm yourself, madam,”’ sald Inspector Val; "“you
will best bhelp young Steendam by telling all you know.
Believe me, we should discoveritin any case, Let meask
again: were Mr. De Sille and his nephew on good terms?”

“Until he came from college, a year ago, Master John
was the apple of his uncle’s eye.”’

*“ And since he came from college ?**

**They have had quarrels. Aad yet, I would forfeit my
life, to the last Mr. De Sille loved Master John better than
all else on earth.”

**Tell me of the quarrels. What did they differ about ?*’

**Since Master John came from college he has lived
rather a fast life,—cards and wine, I think. Mr. De Sille
wanted him to go into business. He had the controlling
interest in a bank, and wanted Master John to go to work
in the bank, The latter refused, and it was over that,
added to Master John's drinking and gambling, the two
quarreled.”’

“When was their last difference?"’

‘“‘Last evening, about nine o'clock. They had high
words in the library; and, as I passed the door, I over-
heard Mr. De Sille say: *1 shall make a new willl Yes,
sir; 1 shall marry and disinherit you." A moment after-
wards the front door closed with a slam, and, looking from
my room window, I saw, by the light of the street lamp,
Master John walking rapidly away. An hour later, ten
o'clock, I went to bed and to sleep.”’

“* And did you hear nothing more ?  Did no noise arouse
you?'

“Yes; the street door. I heard it again about eleven
o'clock. I was in a first light sleep and it roused me, 1
remember the hour, for I turned up the night lamp that
stands by the bed and looked at my watch. I paid no
particular heed, however, for I thought it was Master john
who had come back, perhaps in a calmer mood, to con-
tinue the discussion with his uncle, Iwent atonce to sleep,
and never opened my eyes again until six in the morning.”

“Then the sounds of the struggle, which must have
taken place in the library, never reached you? You heard
the street door, but you could n't hear murder taking place
in the Library 2’

Inspector Val uttered this in a manner of suspicion. The
housekeeper did not appear disturbed, but maintained her
attitude of quiet sorrow.

“One can hear the street door from my room very
readily,” she said, tranquilly. ** The library, however, isto
the rear, and, call as loudly as you may, if you are in the
library with the door closed, no one in my room would
ever hear you,”'

**These acoustic peculiarities of the premises shall
presently be tested, madam.”” The housekeeper bowed.
** Meanwhile, the last sound that attracted your waking
notice was the opening and closing of the front door, at
eleven o' clock, when you thought it marked the return of
young Steendam. Show us young Steendam’s room; I
think our next word should be with him."”

The housekeeper arose weakly and led the way to the
second floor. She pointed to the third door down the hall.

**That is Master John's,"”" she said. ‘It isn't locked;
it opened to my basd when I ran ps airs to call hxm,

I'ved ibed.
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Brains

Orison Swett Marden

ONE of the most unfortunate phases of our driving, hustling American
- civilization is the accumulation of colossal fortunes in a few months
or a few years,— fortunes which it would require centuries to acquire in
older countries. This rapid accumulation of wealth, by fair or by unfair
means, frequently the latter, has developed a fatal national restlessness and
discontent, and an abnormal passion for money. Our greed has been stim-
ulated until it has become a dominant passion. Even our children have
caught the spirit of this American contagion, and are eager to miake money
long before they leave school. Almost before he can talk, a child will hold
on to a coin, and he seems able to distinguish it from everything else. A
boy does not think so much of whether or not he is getting into the
place God intended him for as of how much money he is to get out of a
job. ¢ What is there in it for me?'" is written all over American life.

Is it any wonder that children should thus early exhibit the spirit of
greed when, in these days of almost universal education, men assert, as a
reason for not sending their sons and daughters to school, that it would
not increase their earning power sufficiently to warrant it?

This money craze, or tendency to commercialize the ideal, is found in
all walks of life. Never before were so many clergymen, especially young
clergymen, leaving the pulpit to go into business. The great commercial
prizes are so tempting that their own pitiful salaries look contemptible in
comparison. There are clergymen in the American pulpit preaching for
a few hundred dollars a year who know perfectly well, and everybody else
knows, too, that they could make many times as much money in business
careers. Many of them do not see why they should not become rich and
powerful; they do not understand why using this meney-making capacity
is not as legitimate for them as for others. In other words, there is a
powerful temptation, to-day, for a clergyman to turn his creative faculties
into money-making channels,

& & @

Many of our lawyers are looking for big fees rather than for great legal
acumen or high standing at the bar. They know that lawyers are envied,
to-day, not so much as members of a great and learned profession, uphoeld-
ers of the majesty and justice of the law, as because many of them make
a great deal of money from their practice. They know, too, that they are
ranked by fellow lawyers largely in proportion to their ability to get big
fees. It is well known that some of the men who get enormous fees and
become millionaires are not-great lawyers at all, and have nothing like
the legal ability of others who are not paid a quarter of their fees, Whatis
his practice worth ? seems to be the guestion by which to measure a lawyer's
standing in the minds of most people.

Physicians and surgeons are measured in much the same way. How
often we hear it said, «* Why, that physician has a practice of twenty-five
thousand dollars a year.”” Sometimes the sum named is twice or thrice
as great. Just as if this was the measure of a physician’'s usefulness! Of
course, in a sense, getting enormous fees is some proof of his ability; but
it is not the best evidence of 2 man’'s real service to the world.

Many authors, to-day, do not seem to think so much of putting immor-
tality into their compositions—of writing books which shall live through all
time,—as of earning the largest amount of money possible with their pens.
Few modern writers would spend years upon a tiny bit of composition, or
exchange their lives for a few immortal verses or a single book that the world
would not let die.

It is said that, when Emerson’s income was twelve hundred dollars a
year, he refused to fry to increase it. He saw riches beyond the reach
of the mere money-millionaire,—wealth which a poor man or woman can
grasp,—the wealth of intellect, the riches which come from an expanding
soul, a widening life, and a growing manhood. He preferred to be a
millionaire of ideas, of sound philosophy, of high thinking, and of lofty
ideals. Time, to him, was too valuable to be exchanged for that which
would die. He looked for immortality.

The only reply of the late Theodore Thomas to the interviewer who
asked him if he ever attempted to become rich was, * Faugh!'® The great
orchestral leader brushed the guestion aside with contempt, as unworthy of
consideration. The love of his art was so infinitely greater that the other

did not interest him,
& & &

in the golden age of art, an artist was willing to suffer privation, pov-
erty, and discomfort, if he could only have freedom and an opportunity to
work out the ideal which haunted him,-—to put upon canvas the picture
which lived in his soul, and which he hoped to make immortal. He could
not bear to smirch it with any material consideration. Many artists would
suffer actual hunger before they could be induced to sell the children of
their brains, so sacred were they. There is something indescribably admira-
ble and lovable in the old writers, musicians, and artists who loved their
art, and who worked for art's sake, as Michael Angelo did when he
declined to put many years of hard work into his immortal frescoes in the
Sistine Chapel unless he could do so without money consideration, fearing
that the thought of money might possibly taint his brush. There must be
no other motive in his mind but excellence in his art. He would not take
the risk of contamination, lest the consciousness of the pay he was to
get for his work might eat like a canker into his ambition and blight his
conception. The thought of putting his very soul into his picture for mere
pay was too repulsive to him to be considered. ¢ Art for art’s sake’’ was
his motio.

Then the artist was known and honored for his art. No Craesus stood
so high or was so sacred in the estimation of the people. But to.daya

. o a dead monetary level

man's genius, his art,—what he stands for,—is measured largely by how
much it will bring in dollars and cents. How much can he get for the
picture? How much can he make out of his art? What does he get for
his books? These are the questions of prime importance, to-day. Com-
mercialism stands out so strongly in all the undertakings of life that the
merely artistic suffers, the ideal is lowered, and the soul's wings are
weighted with gold. The commercial spirit would drag everything down
It is a subtle menace to all that is high and

holy, —pure and sacred.
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There was a time when an actor thought infinitely more of rcaching'
the highest ideal of his art than of the dollars he could puil out of it,e

,when he thought more of his reputation than of wealth; but, barring a few

exceptions, theatrical art is fearfully commercialized to-day. Some of our
great singers are stepping down from grand opera to comic opera, appar-
ently because they are better paid in the latter. Actors and actresses are
abandoning high-class plays for flashy, superficial productions, because
there is money in them, +* How much does an actor make ?*° is the great
question with many people, to-day, not, * How great an artistishe?”’ Some
of the most prominent theatrical managers know comparatively little of the
great underlying laws of the highest drama, but they do know how to get
money out of a play, and any kind of play that will do that is a good one
to them. .

Fortunately for the world, there are still some souls too noble to stoop
to dollar-chasing. Does anyone doubt that, if President Charles W, Eliot,
of Harvard, had chosen a commercial career, he would have been a rich and
powerful magnate? He has great executive ability and a commanding per-
sonality, and might easily have become a millionaire of money, but, happily,
he regards the glory of doing a great thing in service to others, in raising the
standard of education, as greater than that of any money-making career,

Some of the presidents of our smaller colleges, perhaps, could be
worth more money, to-day, than the colleges over which they preside, had
they chosen commercial careers. But there is a satisfaction which comes
to a great educator, who spends his life starting others aright, raising their
ideals, and inspiring them with great aims, that a mere money-millionaire
can never experience,

There are many teachers in this country who are conscious that they
have splendid business ability, but who are giving the best energies of their
best years, for pitiful salaries, to the training and making of men and women,
who know very well that, in commercial lines, they would stand just as
good a chance of getting #ich as other men about them.

There are artists and musicians everywhere who are sacrificing money
and the luxuries which money brings, for the sake of ideals. They prefer
the largest self-expression, and the widest freedom for the pursuit of the
ideal, to a little more money, or a little finer homes.

& & &

There are hundreds of poor clergymen, struggling nobly and unselfishly
to elevate small communities or city slums to higher standards of living
and thinking, who actually lack the ordinary necessities and comforts of life;
yet they would not exchange their humble places for fashionable pulpits
with large salaries, because they can do more good where they are,

Is a clergyman to be looked upon as a comparative failure simply
because he has tried to live the Christ-life, to bear the burdens of others, w
lighten others’ tasks, to ameliorate the condition of the poor, to encourage
the despondent, to cheer the sick, to comfort the dying, and to lift the
broken-hearted ? Shall he be looked upon as weak-minded because he has
given his life for a pitiful salary when he might have become rich ?

Is a teacher to be looked upon as poor or unsuccessful because she has
preferred to spend her life in building character, developing opportunities
and unfolding possibilities for others, and enriching civilization by starting
other lives in the right direction rather than in piling up dollars for herself 7

Are American youths to be wholly commercialized? Was man made
in his Creator’s image to be turned into a mere money-making machine?
Is that the great end of creation,—the great goal of the universe? Are our
brains—our talents,—everything,-—tc be commercialized? Is, that the
meaning of life, the ultimatum of the Creator,—a dollar-making machine?
If so, why are we mocked with these infinite longings for immortality #
Whence come these heart-yearnings for the beautiful, this passion for truth,
this hunger for wisdom, or this longing for knowledge which money can
not satisfy? The soul, the highest thing in man, will starve in the midst
of all the money and all the material possessions of the world.

Who can ever estimate what our present civilization owes to the quality
of the self-sacrificing clergymen and teachers, artists, musicians, and others
who believe there is something greater in the world than money-making,
something finer in man than can ever be brought out by a dollar-chasing
carecr? Men and women in all walks of life who would regard it as dese-
cration to commercialize their talents are the salt which flavors civilization.
It takes a strong man, of grand characier, to refuse to turn his God-given
ability into mere money-making instead of life-making.

Of how much more value o the world are the men who have made
some of the simplest inventions which have added to real comfort, and have
ameliorated the hard conditions of life, even though they have died poor,—
yea, some of them in poorhouses,—than those who have done nothing except
toaccumulate money! The really worthy are those who have contributed to
the comfort, the happiness, and the well-beifig of their fellows,—to the

enlargement of life, and to the,augmentationjof the Wisdbinof ghie world, —
not those who have merely p'ifeduf)sélﬁs% oﬁf#ﬁ§§%@ ﬁ%












































































































_ ~ BORATED TALCUM _

OILET POWDE

L

Following the Hounds

Riding or driving, Wind, Dust and the Sun’s
Heat are a continual source of irritation to delicate
skin: but you can always find immediate relief in

MENNEN’S

Borated Talcum

Toilet Powder

Nothing is so cooling and soothing to a parched skin, nothing

so quickly relieves PRICKLY HEAT, CHAFING, SUN-
BURN and all other skin troubles of Summer.

MENNEN'S Borated Taleum TOILET POWDER is unequalled.

After bathing and after shaving 1t 1s delightful, and 1s indispen-
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sable for old and young.

NOT ON OUR PACKACGE, BUT
ON OUR POWDER, ~ HAVE
BUILT OUR NATIONAL
TATION. See th: 't the

unscrupulous dealer who says "just as good."
MENNEN'S is sold everyw here or 11‘ IT].iil‘ 25C.
Gerhard Mennen Company
30 Orange St., Newark, N. J.
Try MENNEN’S VIOLET TALCUM




