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I dedicate this novel to my great-great-grandfather, Doctor Lawrence L. Brumby of Canton, Alabama, and other soldiers of the Confederacy who cheered and sustained Jefferson Davis in his darkest hour with their splendid gallantry, never withdrawing their confidence from him as defeat settled in their Lost Cause.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


FOREWORD


[image: ]




Growing up, I have always had a fascination with history. Maybe this is why I became a professional genealogist for over forty years. I have a grandson who is taking a course in times gone by now who, in his turn, is learning all about the tragic story of the assassination of Abraham Lincoln and the long nightmare of the War Between the States ended.

On the 150th Anniversary of the killing of President Abraham Lincoln, April fifteen, 2015, I picked up a football to toss around with my grandson. I asked him what he knew about the assassination, and he said, “John Wilkes Booth​[1] shot into the brain of President Abraham Lincoln a bullet while he watched the play, Our American Cousin at Ford’s Theater on April fourteenth, 1865.”

When I questioned him further, he said, “Booth leaped from the President’s box onto the stage below, cried ‘Sic Semper Tyrannis​[2]’ and then ran across the stage, and escaped down Baptist Alley​[3] during the night. He died twelve days later in some burning barn in Virginia.” End of story. He had just taken a history course in middle school, the seventh grade.

What he was never taught or what he didn’t remember being taught, like so many other young people today, is that J. Wilkes Booth’s evil deed was part of an extensive conspiracy of Confederate sympathizers. One bullet may have killed the President, but not one man! This plot also targeted Vice President Andy Johnson, Secretary of State William Seward, and General Ulysses S. Grant with the goal of destabilizing the entire Union government.

Few Americans know of the eight chosen conspirators from over three hundred and fifty people arrested and a most sensational trial that took place and concluded in only two months before a specially appointed Military Commission, one chosen by a suspicious Secretary of War, Edwin Stanton in Washington City.

Fewer even knew of the execution of the first female ever by our federal government.

Testimony began in the Lincoln assassination conspiracy on May twelve, 1865, only three days after the prisoners received a request asking if they would like to have legal counsel. The trial continued for forty-eight days. The rules of the Commission were unlike those of civil courts. Their rules were even graver. A conviction can come on a simple majority vote, and a majority of two-thirds could impose the death sentence.

Oh, and yes, there was one other difference. In a civil trial, the defendant was innocent unless proven guilty. In a military trial, the defendant was guilty unless proven innocent.

-—Sidney St. James 
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PROLOGUE

Thunderbolts Out of Cloudless Sky
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The assassination of Abraham Lincoln electrified Washington City and soon the nation, like a black thunderbolt out of a bright sky! We must wait, turn back the hands of time and go back eleven days.

It was Monday, April Third, 1865, and the news spread fast. The front page of the Evening Star depicted the headlines, “Richmond is Taken.” The Sunday following portrayed the major Army of the South, Robert E. Lee’s Army, surrendering to General Ulysses S. Grant.

The desperate struggle for the unity of the Republic ended in a perfect triumph. The loyal people of the North gave full rein to their joy. Every night following the news, the streets of Washington City were illuminated. Those loyal to the North serenaded Lincoln and the officers of his cabinet, one after another.

On Tuesday evening, the eleventh of April, Lincoln addressed his congratulations to an enthusiastic multitude from a second-floor veranda of the White House.

On Thursday night, the thirteenth, Edwin Stanton, the Secretary of War and General Ulysses S. Grant, receive tumultuous greetings with banners and music.

Friday the fourteenth, the next day, is the fourth anniversary of the surrender of Fort Sumter to the South. National humiliation takes vengeance by the restoring of the flag of the United States to its proper place by the hand of the same gallant officer who was compelled to pull it down.

Later in the evening, as the sun WENT below the horizon, a torchlight procession perambulated the streets of the Capital City. Eager throngs of people fill the theaters, where the presence of prominent officials was publicly announced with huge placards, and whose walls were festooned with the American flag.

After a long four years of unabating strain, all patriots of the North feel justified in yielding to the full enjoyment of the festive relaxation.

Then, without any warning, at its zenith, the crack of a pistol alarm scattered those attending the grand jubilee, as though it were, indeed, the insubstantial fabric of a vision.

At half-past ten o’clock at night on April fourteenth, from the Presidential suite at Ford’s Theater where the President sits, enjoying the play, Our American Cousin​[4], a shot is heard...a wild figure, hatless and clutching a Bowie knife, emerges through the sulfurous smoke.

He leaped from the box down to the stage, fell upon one knee, recovered himself, uttered one shout, “Sic Semper Tyrannus,” and waved his bloody weapon aloft. He turned, limped across in front of the surprised audience, and disappeared like a phantom behind the scenes.

Breaking upon the startled air of the theater was the shriek of a woman followed by cries of “Water! Water! Please, someone, anyone. Bring me water! My husband has been shot!”

There is more to this story, but we must go back four days earlier when words pursued the wires of the telegraph lines to the War Department, Lee Surrenders to Grant!
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CHAPTER ONE

Louis Weichmann Steals Affection from Anna Surratt 
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Whack! 

Anna raised her hand and slapped Louis across his face. Just like that. He invaded her space one time too many. One second she only had eyes for him, and then Wilkes Booth opened the parlor door where he was meeting with Paine, Atzerodt, and Herold, and all that changed.

Anna Surratt and Louis Weichmann said nothing as Booth filled his whiskey glass and returned to his meeting in the parlor with the other men. Before pulling the closet door to a close, he gave an inviting smile in the direction of Anna and glanced over in the direction of Weichmann. “Well, Lou, are you just gonna stand there or are you coming back in for our meeting?”  He paused a moment, not waiting for an answer from Louis, and pulled the closet door to a close.

Anna blanched, whether it was from the expression on Weichmann’s face or the dangerous edge to his voice. Instead of turning away, he advanced on her. 

Louis wasn’t thinking about the meeting. His thoughts were on only one thing. What’s wrong with her? What's the matter with me? Tell her how you feel, you fool!

Anna’s shield went up the moment Louis invaded her private space. She shot arrows at him with her stormy-blue eyes. “Anna, I observe the way you stare at Booth. He is no good for you. He will only lead you on and toss you away. It’s as simple as that!”

“You need to stop with this knight in shining armor crap you possess lately.” Anna peered away.

“I noticed how you have looked at me. You don’t want Booth. You want me. You and I were fine before Booth came here.”

Anna couldn’t stop her laughing. “I was doing fine before Booth got here and will be just as fine as soon as you pack your stupid bags and get out of my mother’s house!”

Louis’ insides were tearing him up. He was in love with Anna and couldn’t stand her obvious affection for Wilkes Booth. He knew better than to get too close or touch her, but still, he gripped her arms. “I won’t let you jeopardize yourself for someone like Booth. I won’t!”

“Why? Because I don’t care so much for you, or you are jealous and can’t stand my staring at such a handsome man?”

“Oh, please, Anna, don’t turn this into a pile of jealousy crap.”

“Jealousy crap?” Anna fought to get free from Weichmann’s gripping hands. “How dare you.”

“How dare I what? Care for you? Want to keep you safe and from making a terrible mistake?”

Again, whack! She slapped him. Just like that. In one second, she was struggling to free herself, and the next, because he said he cared for her, she nailed him with the right palm of her hand.

Weichmann deserved the slap. He invaded more than her personal space. He manhandled her, too, gripping her shoulders tightly with his hands. Besides, he tried to invade her heart, as well.

Leave...leave now. Walk away...cool off. For God’s sake, Louis, give her some space. What are you doing, man?

Louis released his arms and stepped back. He was apparently out of bounds on all counts! “I’m sorry, Anna.” Move now. Give her some space.

He began to walk away and got as far as a small table in the hallway alongside a staircase when Anna almost tackled him, then and there. She locked her hands onto his pelt jacket and jerked him backward. “Oh, no, you don’t, Lou! You don’t walk out in the middle of a fight!”

He spun around, wrapped an arm around her waist, and drew her up close to his chest. Before she could get another word in, God, this woman can’t make up her mind, he leaned over and kissed her. 

Louis lifted Anna off the floor, placed his other hand behind neck, and bent her backward. He continued to kiss her as he held her in his arms.

But, no one possessed Anna Surratt. No one! It was not right! The best Louis could hope for was a gentle peek into her soul. For a chance to show her how much he really wanted her. How much she was appreciated. To prove to her, he was a much better man than this Booth person!

Anna’s mind kept shouting at her, saying she needed to resist, but her body refused. She felt his uneven breathing heavy on her cheek. He pulled her closer if that was even possible. Her eyes danced, fueled by his closeness, his challenge. 

Louis leaned back a moment, his grin flashed briefly, dazzling against his olive skin.

“You, Anna. I need you. I love you, I, uh...-”

In an instant, Louis held his breath and froze in his steps. He felt the cold steel of a four-inch barrel from a single-shot Derringer up against the back of his neck. “One more attempt to move and I’ll pull the trigger you son-of-a-bitch, just as sure as I’m standing here!” 

Louis continued to stand where he was without moving an inch. His heart all but stopped. He knew the cold steel barrel of a pistol was nudged up to the back of his ear. His insides quivered, and his stomach was tied into a knot.

Anna’s mother came downstairs to get a drink of water and to see what the commotion was. She found her daughter in a compromising position with Louis Weichmann and Wilkes Booth standing over him with a pistol in his hand.

Booth, wanting to be Miss Anna’s knight in shining armor, interrupted Weichmann’s advances. “Lewis, I do believe the lady wishes you to leave.”

“It’s none of your business, Booth!”

Anna stepped back, finding it difficult to speak. Fearful images built in her mind. Her face clouded with uneasiness.

“It’s my business! The other men and I are waiting in the parlor for you to return so we might continue our meeting. You are standing out here pussy-footin’ around with Miss Anna.” He gave a gentle smile in Anna’s direction.

Louis began to anger. He noticed Anna returned a smile in Booth’s direction. He turned towards the front door, rushed out, pushing Booth out of the way up against the wall in the hallway.

Mary Surratt shouted. “Louis. Louis, wait. Come back, we can iron this out. You must not rush away.”

Miss Anna interrupted. “Let him go. He is no good! He is worthless!” She stopped and again gave Booth a smile. He twisted around and returned to the parlor, quickly closing the door behind him.

Mary stared at Anna, speechless for a moment. “Anna dear, what in heaven’s name are you doing? Why are you so upset?”

“He kissed me! Right on my mouth!”

“And that’s so wrong you told him to get out and were so rude to him.”

“All I can say Mother is he can keep running. Find somewhere else to live. He is stupid, So, so stupid!”

“I mean it, Mother.”

“Anna, come with me. You and I need to talk. This isn’t like you. You are so insolent.”

“I mean it! I mean every word of it. I wish he’d move out now and not come back!” Anna tossed her hair across her shoulders in a gesture of defiance.

At that time, the door opened, and Louis returned to the Surratt boarding house. Mary Surratt faced the door as it opened. “Good, come over here, Louis.”

Mary then turned towards Anna, who was at the bottom of the stairway, about to return to her room. “Anna dear, you apologize to Louis now. Do you hear me?”

“I will never tell someone so stupid, I’m sorry.”

“Anna! You are rude again, darling. Now, say you are sorry.” Wispy bangs of hair fell across her forehead.

“Anna, now! Tell him you apologize.”

“Mother, why are you treating me like a little girl?”

“Anna!”

“Okay. Okay-” Anna began to say something and was interrupted in the middle of her conversation.

“Mrs. Surratt, it’s me, not Anna. It’s my fault this is happening.”

“No, Louis, I didn’t raise Anna to be so rude. Not at all.” She turned again in the direction of her daughter. “I’m waiting, Anna. Now!”

“Okay. Okay. I’m sorry, Louis, for being so rude.” She glanced at her mother and ran to the top of the stairs. Before turning and going to her room, a shout echoed down the stairwell. “If you believe that, you are more stupid than I ever thought you were.” Anna slammed her bedroom door behind her.

Mary returned to another sitting room across the hallway from the parlor. “Louis, come here for a moment, please.” Mary sat down in her favorite burgundy velvet chair and picks up her knitting from a box sitting nearby. “Louis, you shouldn’t tease my daughter like you just did. You should be more responsible. I’m distraught with you right now, too.”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Surratt. I didn’t mean to tease her.”

“Yes, you did, Louis.” She paused a moment and returned to her knitting. After several seconds, she stopped and glanced up. “Why did you kiss her? You are like a brother to her.” She lowered her gaze in confusion.

“Because I’m in love with her. Wilkes Booth doesn’t care about her like I do.”

“Now we are getting to the gest of this matter. She smiled at Mister Booth, and you don’t like it.”

“That’s because, Mrs. Surratt, because like I told you, I’m in love with your daughter.”

Mary stopped knitting, stared at her knitting hook, and raised her head, and stared at Louis. With a slight hesitation in her hawk-like eyes, she could only think how pleasant it would be if John, Sr. were there to help with this guy sort of stuff. “You’re not in love with Anna, Louis.”

“Yes, I’m Mrs. Surratt.” He stared at her a moment. “You don’t think I’m good enough for her. You think Wilkes Booth is a better suitor, don’t you?”

“That’s nonsense, Louis. It has nothing to do with rather or not you are in love with her. It has everything to do with you making her unhappy.”

“She despises me. Everyone despises me. Ever since Booth and the others have been coming here, she has changed. Everyone here has changed.”

“Louis, I believe you imagine peoples’ feelings. I also think you are not in love with her. I believe that you possess a lot of affection and need to give it to someone, anyone, but Anna does not want you to give your love to her.”

“Maybe my welcome here is over. Maybe I should just move out. Everyone dislikes me!” He tested his words tentatively as if testing the idea.

“Louis, ever since you and John became friends and you moved in with us, you have become like a son to me. I’ll do everything within my power to protect you. There is something lovable about you, Louis, whether you believe that or not.” Mary glanced down at her scarf she was knitting. “But if you are not happy here any longer, Louis, I’m not going to sit here and urge you to stay.”

“I need to clear my mind, Mrs. Surratt. I’m going out a while for a stroll and try to understand what just happened.”

“Be careful, Louis, the streets are full of drunken soldiers shooting their guns and getting drunk from whiskey.”

He returned to his calm self and gentle demeanor. “Thank you, Mrs. Surratt,” he paused a moment, “I might join them.” He opened and closed the front door behind him.

Mary glanced back down at her knitting, and before she could make another hook, the door opened again. Louis comes back to the sitting room. “Mrs. Surratt, I was about to leave down the street and thought I should come back and tell you something.”

“Sure, Louis, what is it?”

“You agree that Johnny is my friend, don’t you?”

“Yes, I agree.”

“Well, I’m not sure if I should tell you or not,” he paused and thought he better not continue. He knew he was upset and seeking a vendetta against someone, anyone, “never mind, it’s nothing.” There was a slight hesitation in his hawk-like eyes. His coal-black hair gleamed from the glow of a nearby lamp on the wall in the hallway.

“Yes, it’s something. If it’s about my son, I need to know Louis. What is it?” 

“Johnny is carrying a dagger, Mrs. Surratt. And, a big knife.”

“A dagger! Whatever for?”

“I asked the same thing the first time I saw it. A lot goes on in this house, like right now across the hall that you don’t know anything about. It’s ever since Johnny brought Lewis Paine here to live. Strange things appear to be happening.”

Mary placed her knitting down to the side of her chair. “Why in all get out do you say strange things are happening? Explain it to me, Louis.”

“Never mind.”

“No, that won’t do, Louis. You started this conversation. What are you trying to say?”

“The other day when I came in, I went to Johnny’s room and saw him sitting on his bed, counting a whole wad of money. I never saw so much money before in my life.”

“Are you sure of what you saw, Louis?”

“I know my jaw dropped when I saw it. He looked up and saw me staring at him. I asked him where he got all that money, and he angrily said to me to mind my own business.”

“What in the world does he do with all that money?”

“I’m really not sure, Mrs. Surratt.” Louis paused and pulled out a long knife. “Mrs. Surratt, here, take this, I don’t want to keep it any longer.”

“My Lord Louis, where did you get such a huge knife?” It had a dual-edged blade with a hardwood handle.

He held it, twisting it in the glow of the nearby table lamp. “I got it from underneath Johnny’s mattress, where he keeps all the money.”

“Did my son give you any indication of what he was doing with that dagger?”

“No, ma’am, he doesn’t know. I saw him hide it. Mrs. Surratt, if Johnny is in trouble, it’s because of those other men with Booth across the hall. That’s particularly the case for that Wilkes Booth fella, as well.”

“I will talk to them when they finish their meeting.”

The front door opened and slammed shut with a gusty wind giving it help. Johnny returned home and hung his hat in the hallway. He continues down the long and straight hall. The wooden floor was scarred by so many steps coming and going each day. John went to the room where his Mother was knitting.

“Oh, hello, John, I was getting to worry about you. You’ve been gone quite a while.”

“I know it. I was watching all the people downtown celebrate, getting drunk.”

“Watching?”

“Yes, Mother, watching!” He walked to a nearby chair and sat down. “They can go and kill each other as far as I’m concerned.”

“Son, what a terrible thing for you to say!” Her response held a note of impatience.

“Some stupid ass rode by me on his horse and splashed mud all over my clothes. They are still damp.” He glanced sharply around, his eyes blazing.

“Why don’t you swap into something dry and warm? I will brush the dirt off after the mud dries and clean them for you later. Are you hungry? Do you want something to eat?”

John acknowledged his Mother’s question with a nod. The food pulled from the oven, found its place on the table. Piles of fried potatoes, green beans, and thick slices of ham. Mary also brought a glass of water and set it next to his plate. Johnny began eating as though he missed his last ten meals. 

“Honey, are you tired?”

Johnny was abrupt. “Of course, I’m tired, Mother! I haven’t slept in two days.”

Mary ambled over, took John’s head, and began massaging his temples. “Mother, don’t do that, someone might see.”

“Nonsense dear, I’m your Mother.”

Anna came down the stairs and joined her brother in the kitchen. She wasted no time in jumping into the middle of the conversation. "Johnny, Louis, tried to kiss me tonight.”

“What did you say?”

“I didn’t say anything, but I slapped him hard.”

“That surprises me, Sis. I wonder where he found the nerve to do that.”

“I thought he was your friend Johnny, is he not?”

“What makes you think he’s my friend?”

“You don’t take him with you when you go out with Wilkes Booth. I wish you would.”

“Wilkes doesn’t want him. The other guys don’t want him. Heck, Anna, I don’t want him either. He’s such a numskull.”

“Anna, run along now. You go back up to the bed, dear.” Mary could see the conversation going further south at any moment between Anna and her brother.

“Okay, Mother.”

Johnny scooted his chair back. As he was standing up, the sound of the front door opening and closing echoed down the hallway. Around the corner, walking into the kitchen was Louis Weichmann.

“Johnny, you’re home.”

“You’re so observant, Lou. I’m sitting here in the kitchen and eating supper. Yes, I’m at home dimwit.”

“Hey, Johnny-”

“Not now, Louis, I’m really in a hurry.”

“You wanna go out for a stroll, go and stare at all the crazy party people downtown?”

“No, I need to go upstairs.”

“You’d go with Wilkes Booth if he asked you!”

Johnny didn’t say anything more and retired to his bedroom. He was unaware across the hall were Booth, Paine, Atzerodt, and Herold.

Mary returned to knitting. The men broke up their meeting and began to walk outside. Mary stood up, walked over to the door to the hallway, and waved her hand at Wilkes Booth to get his attention.

Lewis Paine and the other men continued to walk by and head up the stairs to their rooms.

“Good evening, Mrs. Surratt. I’m in a hurry. What can I do for you?”

“I won’t keep you long. Will you please take a seat for a moment?”

“Yes, but I’m really pressed for time. We must make this quick.”

“I’m concerned for my son’s safety, Mister Booth. You seem to have more influence with him than I do.”

Booth began to gently laugh. “Mrs. Surratt, in the theater, I have played many roles, but one of the seven chief devils wasn’t one of them.”

“I’m worried about my son, Mister Booth. Did you lend him some money?”

“John is my friend. I never lend money to friends. I have plenty and share with my buddies.”

“Well, he sure has a lot of money and spending it everywhere.”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Surratt, I wasn’t aware John was on a spending spree. Actually, he or I don’t keep a journal on what generosity we might give to our friends.”

“Mister Booth, I don’t mean to pry, but how well do you know those men my son brought here and are boarding upstairs?”

“John and I were in a bar one night, and they walked in and sat at our table. They seemed to attach themselves to Johnny and me. I’m sure they are all right, and there’s nothing to worry about Mrs. Surratt. Why are you asking?”

“I know you say I shouldn’t worry, but I do. I found this dagger under his mattress.” She pulled the knife from her knitting basket and showed it to Booth. She again bent over and pulled out a large wad of money. “And I found this money hidden away under my stairs. It’s more money here than I ever set my eyes on. It’s more money than he or any of his new friends could legally make in an entire year.” She shrugged her shoulders to hide her confusion.

Wilkes hesitated a moment and appeared to be crawfishing on his response. “Mrs. Surratt, there is no cause for alarm. I’m buying some oil lands in Pennsylvania, and John is helping me in brokering the deal. I offered him a commission if he’d go up and be my agent on the deal.”

“That explains the money, but what about this dagger.” Mary waved the dagger, massive as it was, in the air as though it was a twig from a branch.

“That knife, Mrs. Surratt, was given to me from my father after he used it in a play of Macbeth over a year ago. Johnny admired it so much I decided to give it to him as a souvenir.”  Booth was quick with his response so that it didn’t appear he was searching for an explanation.

“I don’t understand Mister Booth. Why wouldn’t John tell me this?”

“Did you ask him?”

“But Mister Booth, it’s so much money.”

“Are you trying to tell me you don’t think your son is trustworthy, Mrs. Surratt?”

“I’m so sorry, Mister Booth. I think my son is honest, but-.” She paused for a moment and returned the dagger to her knitting bag. “It’s just this war has me wondering about everyone that might board here each day. I sit calmly one evening, find this large knife, and all this money hidden and can’t but wonder that something isn’t right.”

“Mrs. Surratt, I really must be on my way. I don’t want to miss the stage tonight. They are playing Our American Cousin at Ford’s Theater. Is Johnny home yet?”

“Yes, he is. He arrived a short while ago and went to his room upstairs.”

“As long as I’m here and before I leave, I might as well run up and say goodbye to him.”

On his way up to talk to John, he passed Paine, Atzerodt, and Herold coming down the stairs. Lewis brushed up against Wilkes and whispered. “Wilkes, why are you still here? What are you and Mrs. Surratt talking about?”

“When we broke up our meeting, she summoned me to her knitting room.”

“Does she know anything?”

“She knows nothing. The words she said to me was that she thought you and the men were bad company for Johnny, that’s all. There’s nothing to it.”

“Why are you coming up the stairs?”

“I need to make one last quick stop and talk to Johnny, and then I will be on my way. You and the guys better get going. There isn’t much time left.” Distraction was evident in his every move.

“What are you talking to him for? Don’t we all need to be at our locations in thirty minutes?”

“Yes, I know. I need to send Johnny ahead of us to Montreal.”

Paine hesitated and then began to walk away down the stairs. He paused, turns his head back in Booth’s direction. “Wilkes, don’t forget the bridge closes at midnight.”

The men left out the front door. Mary Surratt left her sitting room and went back to the kitchen. Booth saw her leaving the room and rushed down behind the men and pulled the dagger from the knitting bag next to Mrs. Surratt’s chair. He stuck it in his boot, hidden away from where Johnny might see it.

Again, he rushed up the stairs. On entering Johnny’s room, he abruptly stopped, put both his hands in the air. He was off guard with Johnny holding a revolver pointed at Booth. “Whoa, Johnny, don’t shoot.” He bit down on his lower lip.

“Sorry, Wilkes, nervous, I guess.”

“Johnny, I must be on my way. You take the money and high-tail it out of here and get to Montreal. We’ll all meet up later.”

Booth began to go out the door, stopped, and turned around. “John, I won’t need you tonight at all.”

“But I know all the back roads in Maryland, Wilkes.”

“I realize that, but I trust you with all the money to get to Montreal ahead of Washington City, closing the bridges later this evening. David Herold can do the guiding, he knows the area, maybe not as well as you, but he is familiar with the back roads.”

“Johnny, I need to leave. I’m running behind. You must get the money and be gone soon, okay?”

“I’ll leave in a few minutes, Wilkes.”

Wilkes left the boarding house and gently closed the downstairs door behind him. John rushed down the stairs and was about to open the doorway to get the money he hid. He heard someone coming down the hallway. 

“Oh, hello, son. I heard the door close.”

“It was Wilkes. He had to be somewhere soon.”

“Mother, you need to get some rest. Why don’t you go on up to bed? I will lock the doors.”

“Are you coming up?”

“Not yet, Mother. Now, go on to bed, I will lock up.”

Beads of sweat began to fall across his forehead. His heart raced from his readiness to be on his way. He glanced at the oak grandfather clock in the corner of the hallway and then back in the closet.

“John, son, where were you tonight so late?”

“Mother, I’m old enough to come and go as I please. Why do you question me?” His response held a note of impatience, waiting for the slow hands on the grandfather clock to reach the hour fixed for his departure.

“You are anxious. You appear nervous. Something must be bothering you. I haven’t seen you like this before.” Mary patted the wingback chair next to her. “Here, honey, come sit down over here by me.”

“Mother, why? Why are you so full of questions? Why don’t you go to bed? This one night... this one night, and you want to chitchat. I don’t have time. I need to-” He stopped talking for a moment, then walked quickly to the closet and opened the door. He reached down and picked up his traveling bag. He took his coat from the hanger.

“What are you doing, son?”

“I’m leaving, that’s what I’m doing. I’m tired of your spying on me. I’m a grown man and can do whatever I want. I’m going and not coming back!” He glared at her, frowning.

John began to rush out of the house, but before he opened the front door, Mary shouted, “You won’t find any money in that bag of yours.” 

John froze at the door and stared at the stained glass in the middle. His knuckles began to turn white from the anger that built while holding the bag. The blood left his face. He raced back to his mother, who sat in her knitting chair. “Where is it? Where’s the money?”

“I decided not to hand it back to you. You have never acted this rude to your Mother since the day you were born. Booth is a bad influence on you. You are better off without his help.”

“Again, Mother! Hand over the money. Now!” Mary couldn’t help but notice John’s face, smoldering underneath his stony expression. Apparently, he was close to a breaking point.

“Or what? Are you going to strike your own mother?”  She raised her chin and twisted her head slightly to the right, meeting his icy gaze straight on.

John raised his fist. His breath quickened. His cheeks became warm. “Mother...Mother!”

“Mother, what?”  There was boldness in her tone, as well as a restrained challenge.

John was furious. He could hardly speak. His thoughts raged dangerously.

“I will return the money to Mister Booth instead, John.”

“Booth! Booth!”

“Son, he told me the money belonged to him tonight before he left.”

John’s temper when crossed was almost uncontrollable. He was desperate and clenched his teeth. A sudden chill hung on the border of his words. He knew Booth was headed over to Ford’s Theater, and Paine was on his way to Seward’s house. He really needed to be on his way before they closed the bridges.

“You turned Wilkes against me! That’s what you did. That’s why he is going alone. I hate you, Mother! I will despise you for the rest of my days on earth!” 

“John, calm down, please. You are mad now, but you will relax after you think about what I’m doing for you.” She stiffened at his challenge.

“Mother, where is it!”

Mary watched John go past his personal tipping point. One moment he had his anger in a bundle, his chest coping nicely. The next, if she didn’t duck, he might inevitably swing and crush her skull. 

She answered in a rush of words. “I told you, son, I will give it back to Mister Booth myself.” She bit her lip to stifle her outcry.

“Oh, you bitch! You downright bitch. You don’t know what you’re doing. It’s too late. I must go now. I must go! One more time,” he raised his fist in what appeared was an attempt to beat the whereabouts of the money out of his mother, “where did you put it?” His rage held all the capability of a wildfire. Mary stared at him in awe and could practically see the flames roaring in his eyes.

“Don’t shout at me like that, John Surratt. Stop it! Stop it right now!” She took a deep breath punctuated with several even gasps.

John was frantic and began to tear the room up, looking in the desk, in drawers of the furniture. Everywhere!

“If you kept me in your confidence, we wouldn’t be sitting here shouting at each other. John, please calm down. Listen to me.”

“Listen to you. Not anymore, I will never listen to you again. Never in my lifetime.”

John rushed to the doorway and slammed the door behind him. Mary hurried to the door, opened it, and walked out on the front steps. She shouted as John mounted his steed and began to gallop away. “John, wait! I was wrong. I’m sorry. Please, please stop!”

Louis Weichmann returned earlier from drinking and celebrating at a nearby bar. “Mrs. Surratt, are you okay? I heard shouting. Did Johnny leave with Booth?”

“No, he left, but not with Mr. Booth.”

“Where did he go?”

“I’m not sure, Louis.”

“Why didn’t he go with Wilkes?”

“Louis, enough, I said! Don’t bother me anymore. I want to be by myself. Go back to your room, please.”

After repeated attempts by Mary asking Louis to leave her presence, he finally twisted around and returned up the stairs to his chambers.
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CHAPTER TWO

Troops Arrive at the Surratt Boarding House 
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Three hours passed by, and Mary remained sitting in the library, lit up from a green-shaded table lamp that cast a solemn glow over the leather-bound books lining the shelves from the floor to ceiling.

Mary, generally in total control of her emotions, sat down on the sofa next to the burgundy covered hassock and covered her face with her hands. Her fingers were covered with tears as they ran down her face. Never had she felt so alone. Her stomach twisted in knots. Her head ached. 

She pulled her feet up as close as she could on the sofa and covered them with the bottom of her silk nightgown. As terror mounted inside her worrying about what John might be up to and whether he’d return home, sweat beaded up on her forehead. Her hands trembled out of control.

Just before she lost control of her emotions again, a shout came from the stairwell. “Mother. Mother, are you still awake?”

Mary didn’t respond. “Mother, are you coming to bed? It’s late?”

Mary kicked her feet out and wiped the tears from her face with a nearby handkerchief. “I’m coming up in a little while, dear. I can’t fall asleep for some reason.”

“Are you waiting for Johnny to come back home?”

“No, dear, I’m finding it hard to get sleepy tonight, that’s all. Go back to bed, hun. I will be up in a short while.”

Anna began to come down the stairs. She was holding the side railing, and halfway down said, “Then I will just wait for you to get sleepy.

“Anna, you need a robe on, you will catch yourself a death of a cold. The wood in the fireplace is only a pile of ash.”

“It’s so quiet down here. Finally, the people in the streets either drunk themselves into oblivion or went home and gone to sleep.” Anna sauntered over and sat down on the ottoman by her Mother. “Why are you sitting here all alone? Something is wrong, isn’t it?” She impatiently tried to pull her drifting thoughts together.
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