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- Soraething /o7 Nothing &

Nothing in Washington
Is What It Appears to
Be; There's Always a
Secret “Inside”; This Is

One.

HE one thing that & Washington
newspaper never bhelleves in. #®o

Louis Boland began this
is disinterestedness | was a green kid
when I went there, as green &8s the grass
in the White House yard in April, and
the only reason I got the job was because
& rival paper lured away our old cor-
yespondant, and they had to send some
ons in & hurry. Old Slocum Sykes was
managing editor then, and he called me
in, and he says, hooming his volce out
from his bush of gray whiskers:

“Get down to Washington tonight and
takas chargs of the bureau. Do your best
until I can find an adult for the job. And
may tha Lord have marcy on your soul."

I did as 1 was told, scared to death,
gure 1 couldn't maks good. But—well,
old Bykes néver sent anyone to take my
placa. But all that's not part of the
ptory.

It was st Mrs. Carrington’s 1 met Miss
Thatchar, and Miss Thatcher Is the
hercine of this story. I don't know who
48 the hero. Certalnly I'm not, and
neither i{s Senater Kaine, The villain's
part is easy—only it was a villalness, Of
her later.

We were in the press gallery,, and
Kaine got up to puncturs some much-in-
flated oratory of the senator from Texas
with a few cold statistics.

“Thare’s the luckiest man in the aen-
ste,” sald Wesson. “"He's got a guardlan
angel.”

“What d'vou mean guardian angel?” I
asked.

“His sacretary. Bay, boy, you want to
get acqueinted with Estalls Thatcher.
Bhe's one of the landmarks of Washing-
ton. Used to be secretary and day nurse
snd campaign manager and everything
else to old Armstrong of Orsgon; wrots
hie speeches, kept him sober when neces-
gary, jolljed his constituency—by golly
she's a wonder. “"hes worth her Ealnr\?
for her moemory alone.’

And that very night at dinner Miss
Thatcher, contrary to her usual ocustom,
was talkative, The reason was, she was
angry. An angfy woman's bound to talk.

1 think soma of you newspaper peopie
are the biggest fools,” shes said to mao,
half laughing, but plainly provoked. *“0,
I'm not hinting at anything youn've done.
It was a woman—that silly Miss No,
I won't mention namgs. You'll run up
against her before long, anyway. BShe
gets all the feature stories for one of the
biggest bureaus down here, but what
d'you think she wanted Senator Kailne to
do? Gilve her an interview on “How it
fesls to be the handsomest man in the
sapate!® Can you beat it! Look at poor
Mitchell Palmer., Heps was tagged ‘the
handsomest man in congress' along in his
first year, and It pretty nearly was his
ginish.”™

e i3 good looking, though,”” I said.
I wanted to hear her views on that

“He's a good man,” she sald with em-
phasis. *"“And he's as brainy a one ss
there 1a In congress today, in either
party.” And that was all the satisfac-
tion I got.

But I wasn't through. *I understand
he's quite a pat of the ladies."” I went on.

She grinned at me—you couldn't help
Hking Miss Thatcher.

“The fishin’s poor,” she said. ‘‘But
you can get all the {nformation you want
by reading the soclal items.”

Gradually as I came to know the eity,
and as I came to know my work, and as
I came to get a little perspective on the
game of bunk known as national polltics,
I acquired, along with all of these, a
profound respeet for Miss Thatchér's
cbilities as they were demonstrated in
bher sorvice to Senator Kailne.

It's an axiom that you don't know a
man until you've seen him with & woman.
Now, I'd often seen Senator Kaine with
various women—=at the theater, and re-
eeplions, and such affairs, but never at-
tached to any clal one., In a party,
yes, but he T iy's little pet lamb,
to be pulled about by a string Hlsg at-
tentions wore mnoticeably pleasant and
eourteous, but they sure were imper-
sonal
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fo- tha perfact devil of vanity and heart-
lessness that she wss. Bhe had one oc-
capation, turning heads and breaking
hearts, and she was a wiz at it

She'd been a debutante the first year 1
came to Washingion, and 1 could recall
what a sepsation she made. Bhe was al-
ways dolng something extraordinary—
and making the men who were g¢rasy
about her do things still more axtraor-
dinarv. And at the end of her first sea-
son she married a good looking young
Englishman, cousin of the then British
ambazsador. He had some money and
he was a decent sort of chap, not awfully
gtrong willed. It wasn't the super bril-
liant mateh averyone axpected her to
makes, but ft was preity falr, and Mar-
geme was simply off his head about her.

Stories drifted back afier they'd been
living In London a while—it ssems that
he took to drink and all the stuff that
goes with it. And she was a suffering
angel, an sbused, neglected wife, and
everyone felt sorry for her. Other ru-
mors hinted that Gerald Marsems wasn't
nearly as much of a brute ms peopls sald,
and that lovely little wide-eyed Edith
wasn't exactly the pathetie figure she 80
well represented herseif to be. There
were whispers of plenty of consclation

for her, a young Guardsman, a middle- °

aged baronset, a South American mine
cwner—yes, and others. Be that as it
may, Gerasld Marseme finally dled, and
after soms eight months or so of widow-
hood Mrs. Marseme turned up sudd

in Weashington, vowing she had always
longed to return to her native heath, and,
O, how happy shs was to be back In dear
old Washington with all the memories of
her happy girlthood!

After she'd got her bearings a littla
she sighted Kaine's inclinstion toward
Loulse Read, I say “inclination.” It was
more then that, but he didn't know it

It was different with Loulse. Bke
knew. She'd loved him all her life and
couldn’'t balp turning to him naturally,
and confidingly. Ehas hadn't reckonsd on
his blindneszs. Stupld creature, why dldn't
he sea? But she felt suré he would see,
before the wintar was over.

And so he might have done {f it hadn't
besan for Hdith Marseme. Here was &
plece of mischiaf just to her fancy Dell-
cately, gently, with all the finesss that
her long experience had given her, she
drew him away from Loulse, and to her-
self. So smoothly, so casnally! He naver
raw what he was getting into, but in-
eenslbly he was spending more and more
time In Edith Marseme's little gray and
gold mpartment and less and lass time in
the big llbrary of the Resd home, whgre
Lonlse and he had read and talked ahd
laughed together, =

I dropped In gt his office in the senate
one day to have a word with Miss That-
cher, apd fdund the quter sanctum
empty, The door to the inner privale
room was half open and T heard Kaine
gpeaking bittarly, violentls.

“The trouble Is." he said slowly, **That
I'm not big snough. We need a leader—
God, how wa need a leader! But [ am
not he. I know it. I ean't bring myself
to work with these people, and I'm not
strong enough to compel them to my way
of thinking. My work is done. T 'would
be glad and thankful berond words to
find some decent avenne of escape, to cut
out of it all, to let some bigger man than
1 am take my place and do what I can’t.
O, tha monstrous blunders, . . . the
petty interests, . . . the complacency, the
fgnorance, . . . It makes me sick! I'm
In a blind alley.”

In all my life I've never heaard anything
so amazing. 1 had been sitting perfectly
still, but somehow Miss Thatcher got sus-
picious. “Dld someone come in?" she
gajd suddenly, and came to the door.
When she saw me she looked relieved.
0, it's you,” she gald. I suppose you
heard?"”

“Yes, but

“You needn't say It,”
know {t's safe with you.
such luock after belng so careless.
you want to sed me?™

I told har what 1I'd coms for and went
away. But that night after dinner, as I
was starting down (o my office;, she
stopped me.

“Come Into my room.”
got to talk to somebody.”

“You know,” she sald, her little
pinched face pinched tighter than ever,
“you know theré's too much truth in
what he sald this afterncon-—I mean
what you overheard. I'd just gone in
for a moment with a letter I wanted him
to see and he began. I'm worrled. And
it’s mot just his career—that might coma
right; it's his bappiness. Of course,
chay're mixed up together.”

“Louise Meed's just the woman for
him. She's young and she's good, and
eha's got character, and zhe's got beauty.
And she lovas him. O—why—why—can't
he see that? It wounld be such a com-
pensation to him, in the mood he's {n. Of
coursa It's because ghe's so hurt and so
sshamed-—!{or a girl who's shown a man
that she loeves him wand ssen him turn
away from her !z shamed to the soul—
that the Reads are going. 1! don't blame
hep.”

“PBut look haré—about
seme——"" I began.

She turned on me fiercely. *‘What can
Edith Marseme give him? What will sha
do to him? Bhe's got no heart, she's got
no soul, she's all vanity, all selfishness,
all meanness. And with her nasty,
smirched past. O, nothing's béen proven
c¢n her—so far. Bot evervone's.talked.”

She jumped up and walked back and
forth, three steps each way was all the
space thers was.

“l won't stand it," she said, and that
indomitable littla chin of hers stuck out
farther than ever. "I won't stand |t
I've never interfered Ia anybody's life
before, but I'm not golng Lo sit by and
lat him plumb ruin himself*

But look how things dovetall tqgether.
A week or so aftér my talk with her
thera drifted into my office lats ons
night a young chap who inquired, with a
ditfident Englisa accent, It there might
be a job stirring anywhere round that
he could get,

When I finally got round to bim there

" 1 began.

she told me. 1
I don't deserve

Did

she said. “I've

Mrs. Mar-

he was, absorbed, staring at a cut in that
morning’s Post. It was Mrs. Marsema,
in pleturesqus widow's weeds, and even
the soft paper and the poor ink couldn’t
dim her pathetic loveliness. I touched
the page with my pipe handle.

“Know the lady?" I asked.

*0O—:yes—rather,” ha answered, and
his voles was—quear.

*“Sha’s very popular in Washington,”
I gald. carelessly.

*“She was very popular in London,” he
blurted out. “Gerry Marzeme wag my
cousin. [ got the evidencs for him (o
divorca her—but he dled befors he could
uss it.”

“Whew!" [ sald. “That's quite a state-
ment. A man in this countiry can't say
things like that about 28 woman without
baing asked to prove It."

I had a hunch then,
know how it might be used.
you stopping?” 1 asked him.

Hea was in a cheap rooming houss, and
the upshot of It was that I played my
hand and got him in at Myrs. Carrington's,
pald a week’s board for him, and Intro-
duced him to Miss Thatcher. "Maybe
Te's your missing link,” I told her.

8he didn't need more than a hint, Ba.
tween us we got Young Edward a little
job, and wasn't he grateful. Miss
Thatcher mended some of his eclothes,
geve him tsa out of her cheap little cups
—good tea, though, no maiter what tha
cups were. He hadn't a chapca 10 hold
out on her anything he knew about any-
body.

One day she pnoned to me. “Will you
go with me and call on Mrs. Marseme?"
she askod. “I'm afraid to 2o alone.”

Presently we wéra in thia sapplest little
drawing room {n all Washington, gray
and gold. Lovely soft demure gray, you
understand, artfully touched and en-
livened by the glamour of gold—golden
gauze a4t the windows, a gold cushion or
two on the floor, a bowl of gold luster
filled with palest blue hyacinths, a gold
framed French mirror. Miss Thatchar
eniffed.

“Not much.liké my room at Mrs. Car-
rington's,” she whispared. *“Well . ..
I've always wanted to ses what the wages
of sin could buy."”

Then in came Edith Marseme, frall
and gentie and swoet snd appealing, all
dressed in soft, tralllng, colorful stuff,
chiffon, ! guess, that moved like a cloud
&8s she walked and turned rose-lavender
and blue-lavender and gray-lavender as
it drifted mlong. No mere man can de-
seribe 1t. And I will rise to remark right
here that so far as I am concerned I
didn’t blame Kalne for falling.

“You came from Senator Kalne?" ghe
asked Miss Thatcher, a little puszled.
Miss Thatcher had sent up her name as
the senalor's secrelary, s0 as to be sure
of getting in.

*No," sald Miss Thatcher, “but I came
bocaussa of him and his interest in yon.
I was sent.”

“Bentl—by whom?" said Mrs. Marseme,
and there was an odge of wariness on
har voles. Bhe kept looking oddly at
Miss Thatcher, but Miss Thatcher wag so
prim and respsctable—her appearance
was certainly her guarantes,

“You kmow." went on Miss Thatcher,
“that & man in public life {8 not slways
permitted to follow his personal imclina-
tions. Senator Kslne Is a young man in
his party—he is expected to go very far.
The interests behind that party, who are
backing him, do not feel that he would
b& of use to them, bluntly, if he Married
you, Mrs. Margseme. They have there-
fore gone to some palns and trouble to
obtain. through a relative of your hus-
band——""

“Edward!"
favarishly.

“Through a relative of your late hus-
band the corroboration of certaln ru-
mors about you—rumors which I won't
trouble to repeat here. They have this
gorroboration in their hands, Mrs. Mar-
seme. They Intend to use It, unless vou
break your connection with Senator
Kalne. They think—again pardon my
bluntness—that he §s too valoable a man
to them to lose [n the middle of his
career. D& you sea? Do you uander-
stand?"’

Mrs. Marseme put one of her [ittle
hands up to her twitching mouth. She
was frightened, but game. ‘‘Does Sena-
tor Kalne know thig?"" she asked.

“No,” said Miss Thatcher. *“No, cer-
tainly not. And I must tell you, In jus-
tioe to Mr. Edward Marsems, that the
material for this—ihis I(nterview—was
obtalned from him by stealth and with-
out his knowledge. The secrét service—"'
she paused and smiled, “"has many uses.
But, . . . I am glso authorized to tell
you that any move on your part for a
hasty marriaga with the ssnator, any at-
tempted coup. will ba instantly and fully
and publicly—publicly, mind you—Ifrus-
trated. You are . . . under constant
survelllance.”

“This Is Infamous,” sald Edith Mar-
seme, at last. “'Infamous!" And by the
tona of her vole2 I knew she belleved It,
and was prepared to capitulata. “Do they
offér me nothlng—In return?”

“No." said Miss Thatcher. “Not & cent.
They will merely make it easy for you
to obtain a passport—thls weak, by pref-
srence. And, to make you sure that they
have—what they say they bhave—I am
authorized to give you—this.™

Bhe opened her shabby little hag and
took ont a single typewritien sheat. “It's
a copy. of course,” she sald, offering the
paper to Mrs. Marseme,

Edith Marseme gave {t one glance and
winead. 8She crumpled it and hald It in
her hand, She looked very white and
little and weak mow, and, by God, I pitied
her. Yés, I pitied her, and T wanted to
get away. It was too painful. But she
kad hersell well under control, sven so.

“Have your employers planned what I
shall say to Benator Kmina?" she askad.

Miss Thatcher got up briakly. “No,”
ghe said. “They trust to your own ex-
callent powers of [nvention for that '™

We went out sand lsft Mrs. Marsamae
gitting there, with that paper crushed in
he= hand, a littls, brokan, huri crasaturs
that you couldn't bear to look at. We

though I dida't
“Whers are

exclaimed Mrs. Marseme

didn't say a word until we were ovut In
the street again. The whole thing had
been so fantastic thet I bagan to fesl that
I'd dreamed It. “Say, did It really hip-
pen?" I asked Miss Thatcher. "“And s It
true?™

She stalked along, still the pletura of
Puritanic uprightness and reliabliity.
“Not a word. [ stole the stuff out of
young Edward’s trunk when I mendad
kis underwear, and copled it and put ft
back. Hea doesn‘t know I've ever ssen It
It was only a smsll part, that page [
copled, but It was—oonvincing. You sees,
Tam & thief ns well as a lisr. And this
is only the beginning.””

“Wall, for the love of heaven," [ said,
“let me in on the next chapter. You owe
me someéthing after usinx my nams as
you did to that woman."

“I'll probably do more than let you in
on it.,” she sald. "Youn msay have to do
tha real work mext time.”

“But look here——"" [ bagan to
squirm.

She glanced up at me and stabbed me
with the steel of the purpose In har eyes.
“You stand by ms in this"” she sald. "I
haven't got & soul I can rely on but youw.*

What could I do after that? Nothing
but eay that I'd stick. O, my natural mas-
culine curiosity halped; I ltchad to ses
how she'd follow up the defection of Mrs.
Marseme, which 1 falt sure was golng to
happen.

And I was right. Edith Marsema packed
her trunks and left Washington just ones
week after we'd called on her. It was a
ulne days’ wonder, har going, and ths
consensus of apinion was that Kaine had
jilted her. 1 don't know wheiher she
saw him again or not. But, whether she
broke with him In a personal interview
or by letter, it was final and complete.
Ha made no move to follow her, or any-
thing Iike that. I have an idea that, just
to pleass her own vanity, she was pretty
brusque shout it, handed bim a he who
gets slappad sort of wallop, laughed at
Bim, told him he bored ber to tears and
that she simply couldn't stand his erudi-
tles and provincialisms. That would ba
her style. She couldn't make her exit
without damage to someone.

Now look how the next thing bhooked
on. Hardly had the sensation of Mrs
Marseme's leaving died down when Miss
Thatcher callad ma again to her room af-
ter dinner.

“l know now what to do naxt.” she
sald. “I've got the way clesar at last
Are you on good terms with Senator
Bristol?"

Bristol, the gray old rat, the only man
in the senate who had access to the
White Housa at all timea and seasons,
head of the majority party, scheming,
aly, all powerful. Yes, I was on good

terms with hlmi 50 _far as anvbody wasz,

And he was on good tarms with me he-
cause my paper was the biggest in his
state. He wasz never out with the local
presa.

“l want you to go to him confidential-
Iy,” said Miss Thatcher, “and tell him
that it would be a good move to gat the
praaldant to appoiat Seastor Kalbe to
the next wvacancy among tha United
Btates circult judgeships.™

My jaw dropped. “‘But thers's no va-
cancy lHkely to otour,” [ sald, “unless
you've arranged to kill off someonse.™

“Yes, thire fn,” ahe aald coolly. “With-
in & very short time, and out Io our dls-
triet, tno, | just got weord today that
Judge Petersen’s wife has inharited »
lot of money and I kaow exactly what
thn'll do. 1t'1l be Naw York and Paris
for her for the rast of her lifs. Bhe loads
her husband round by the noss, Seo,
Petersen will resign soon. There's no-
body ta the other party who's absolutely
got to be taken cars of just pnow, and
Bristo]l knows it. He'll see the adwantage
instantly, for Kalne's beag blocking some
of his pat schemes and this I8 a chanee
to get him onut of the way and barvest a
lot of acclaim about it. Neoble nom-parti-
san stuff, you kasow--all that sort of
thing."

“Will Kalne take it?" | asked.

"Oh, you. Ever gea a pérson who
woulda't use a theater pass, avon to the
dullast show on earth? Wall, 1t's like
that with lawyers and judgeships. No
matter what a lawyer has done or Is do-
ing, ha always sees a judgeship as de-
sirable.” She turned, more serlous. "And
he's terribly fod up—Kalne la. ~He—
you remember what you overheard him
say—weeks ago? IU's more so now. Aad
the gossip sbout the Marseme matter has
frited bim mora than he knows. ©h,
he'll take it. and be glad to. And I'm
convtnwd that it's the best thing for him
to do.’

“Bristol won't
jectad.

“Bristol Matens Lo everybody, and you
know it,” sald Miss Thatcher, ““And the
fact that you've got advance pews about
this vacancy will send up your steck with
him as to politieal saplency,” she added
mockingly.

What can you do with a woman like
that? 1 went, of course. And as she had
prophesied, Benator Biistol listened and
his interest wasn't feigned. No, he saizad
on the ldea. If I'd known then what |
knew later—about that water power bill
of his—I'd never have made a move (o
get any posslble opponent out of his way.

I sald my little say to him and went
on. It yoa've read the papers &t all, you
know how It all turned out—on the sur-
Iance. The appeointment of Kalne ta the
bench was hailed ag a groat stroke of
generalship by thé party in power And
thﬂ sénator REAve out interviews
through his secretary—of his happlooss
to g0, the joy of release from legislative
harness, the welcome ha felt for his

Msten to me,” 1 ob-

1€
Crr

Judiciary duties. And be s made & wom-
derful judge There It all is—and bs
who runs may read Bul—this is the
Inside story—iLhe Inslds story that no one
koows and that will mever ba taid

“You're satisfiad now, I hope,” 1 sald
to Miss Thato “Unisss you've thought
up somae othpr way to play guardian an.
gel to him."

She smiled at mo, a mighty thin littla
watery smlile, but awfully canny. “When
he accepted It she sald, "I wired Miss
Reed, In his namae, and told her ha'd soom
be coming to read with her agsin. And
I tald him what I'd done. Ob, b usder-
stood. And he's ripe for her mow, This
Marsamo affalr has put womas into his
Bead. Loulse Heed will get him within
& ‘month after he leaves Washingten™

fhe paused, and her voles, usually so
sharp and determined, quaversd with un-
controllable fesllng. ““He sald he minded
leaving me more than anything slse, He
didn't mean li—Dbut It was nite of Bim
to say L

And something In her eyes, something
in her tops, reveslsd to me then the
truth she had uo’;-mlonulr guardsd.

8he loved himf

Yes, that poor little homealy woman
with the great braln and the great heart
loved that man as few are aver loved.
For hm she had plotted and led sand
stolen and dared tha impossihia. Neot
for ambition, or pride In ber work, as !
bad #so fatpously imagined, but for love
of this man, for him, that be might be
happy Wwith aanother woman who oould
give him what she could pot.

There was her secret. There was her
story. God, what utter sacrifice, what
tenderness! She could not give him
voulh and besuly, and a wifs's love, and
& wife's companionship, but she loved
him so0 tmueh that she was willlng to put
aside her love, her natural pitiful jeal-
ousy, and by every meant la her power
rocurs Lthese gifts for him from another,

1 say “by every moéass ln her power.”™
But 1 tall you, unballover and old eyunle
that | am, [ belleve she was alded by
somothing bigger than hersell, by outaids
Toroes, unsenn, unknown, who bDrought to
hor hands the right woeapon for the right
moment to defend him Call It ecolael-
dence, If you like. Colncidence may be a
part of a divine pattern, and | maintalin
that Estells Thateher was worthy of even
so big & thing as that She dlda't need
to ask help from powers of darknsss
Powers of light watchsd over her and
dofended hor mt every step of her davioas
WEY.

Weill, there you have it all
married Loulpe Need ‘ast weask Thay'll
ba happy Why ab int they ba? Thelr
happiness was cortainly pald for at a
steap enough price

T sald, when 1 '"u\
Wuhm;mn was never glven
for nothing l""‘l' “m:\'h--r in the ons
great oaxcoeption that proves the ruls. Bhe
gave—everythin and ake got anises
vou want to figure In termas of selflsh
nees and dealnl—aothing —nothing st
all

Whatl's she doing now? Oh,
ratary to Benator Bristol
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