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“To sin by silence, when they should protest, makes cowards out ofmen.”

Abraham Lincoln

Washington, D.C.

April 15, 1865

8:00 a.m.

Everything hurt. Annabelle’s feet throbbed from walking, her raw eyes burned from crying, and her shoulders refused to relax after the harrowing night she’d endured. The physical discomfort brought a leaden weariness to her bones, but the exhaustion of feeling—the terror in the theatre, the momentary joy of Matthew’s declaration, and then the crushing weight of despair at knowing the North would seek retribution for Lincoln’s blood—made her truly ache.

She pinched the bridge of her nose and tried to remain calm. Surely they wouldn’t make her wait much longer. Didn’t they know she held information that could bring this all to an end?

Annabelle tapped her foot nervously underneath the table as she waited for the lawman to return. Her head pounded with the pulse of unanswered questions, lurking fears, and the lack of sleep. She closed her eyes and attempted to push aside her doubts. Soul weary or not, this had been the right thing to do.

Then she could finally return to Rosswood. If she had a home to return to.

She could hear the others, even this far down the hall—agitated voices and the hum of pent-up frustration and excitement. How many people were out there now? Fifty? A hundred? She suppressed a shiver and shifted her weight on the hard chair. Why were they detaining so many? It seemed as though every person in Ford’s had either come—or been dragged—into the Washington police station.

The door opened with a bang and Annabelle jumped, her hand flying to her thudding heart. The officer, who’d introduced himself as Mr. Fitch, strode into the cramped office. He twitched his mustache as he flipped through a stack of papers in his hand. He looked even more displeased than when he’d first escorted her to this office. He circled around his plain desk and sat behind it, not meeting her eyes.

The exhausted man’s oiled hair hung limp across his forehead as he squinted at the pages in his hand, and he kept angrily flipping the locks away from his eyes. The more he did so, the more disheveled he appeared.

Finally, he leveled his deep brown eyes on her. “You say you have new information?”

“Yes, sir. Very important.” She’d known O’Malley had plotted an abduction, but she hadn’t known Mr. Booth sought murder. She glanced to the door, the noises of the people growing louder, and clasped her hands tightly.

He gave a sniff. “Already interviewed eight young ladies that were in the theatre last night. All claimed their particular story was important.”

Had someone listened to her a week ago, perhaps neither of them would be regarding one another with thinly veiled distaste now. “I don’t suppose any of them knows the identities of the conspirators nor foiled the original abduction plot on the road to the Soldier’s Home a month past.”

Surprise widened the officer’s eyes, and she felt a momentary swell of satisfaction. A short-lived triumph, however, because now his face reddened. “How would you know about that?”

She ran her trembling fingers along the embroidered edge of her sleeve. “I warned Mr. Lincoln’s driver about their plans.” She met his assessing gaze. “Do you know how the president fares?”

He gave her a sour look. “He’s dead. Passed about half an hour ago.”

A single tear rolled down her cheek and she whisked it away. The tolls of the melancholy bells had long since told her what she’d not wished to know, and Mr. Fitch’s clipped words only provided the confirmation she didn’t truly need.

Mr. Fitch regarded her for a long time, and Annabelle held his gaze, unsure if she should speak further until he made his intentions clear. She flicked another nervous glance to the door.

Finally, Mr. Fitch pushed his chair away from his desk and the sudden movement made Annabelle startle. She offered a fabricated smile as he propped his ankle on his knee.

“Perhaps you should start from the beginning.”

Her mind scurried back across the last weeks and her swirling tumult of emotions. Deciding succinct words might best appease the stern face across from her, Annabelle settled on firing out only the most pertinent details. “I first discovered the plot while here in Washington about a month ago. I overheard men talking in the boarding house parlor. They disclosed their intentions to abduct Mr. Lincoln later that afternoon and take him away to Richmond. They said they planned to ransom him for the release of Confederate soldiers.”

Mr. Fitch nodded along, writing in his little book.

Remembering the disaster she’d almost caused when she’d told the major at Elmira prison that George was her brother, she’d decided to be forthcoming with everything she knew. “While looking for a hired coach to take me to my mother’s family in New York, I happened upon a young man by the name of Thomas Clark, who claimed to be Mr. Lincoln’s personal driver. I told him some men were planning on overrunning the carriage on the way to the Soldier’s Home. It’s my understanding that he warned Mr. Lincoln of this, and the president changed his plans, going to the National Hotel instead.”

Mr. Fitch stroked the pointed beard on the tip of his chin. “And where were you when you learned of this plot?”

“At the Surratt Boarding House.”

He scribbled quickly with a nub of pencil. “Which men had this discussion?”

“Mr. David O’Malley and Mr. Harry Thompson. There were other men involved, but the only one I recognized was John Wilkes Booth.”

Forgive me, Father. I can’t say Matthew’s name. I cannot condemn him.

Mr. Fitch frowned at the remark and made another notation. “And you’re certain you saw Booth?”

Annabelle ran her tongue over her lips, trying to get them moist again. “I followed the men—there were seven of them, I believe—to the road and watched the entire thing. I recognized Mr. Booth from a likeness I’d seen in town. A playbill, or some such, I believe.”

“And you didn’t think to inform the law?”

Annabelle offered an apologetic smile that Mr. Fitch didn’t return. “I thought the matter settled, and since I had urgent business in New York, I left later that day.”

“To see the family you mentioned.”

Her heart thudded, but she’d promised herself to tell everything. “Yes, but not only that. I also went to Elmira prison.”

“What for?”

“To find my….” Friend’s? Beau’s? “To find Mr. Daniels’s brother. I’d learned from the Commissary General’s Office here in Washington that he’d been imprisoned at Elmira.”

“And this was your reason for being in Washington a month past?”

“Yes, sir.” True enough. Finding George had been their reason to go to Washington. When she reached the part about Matthew finding George on the riverbank, she paused.

Mr. Fitch leaned forward in his chair.

“Matthew found George freezing and took him back to our room to warm him.”

Mr. Fitch stared hard at her. “He helped a prisoner escape?”

“George would have died otherwise.” She tugged on her pearl earring, but her hand shook so badly she quickly dropped her fingers to her lap. “It wasn’t an escape. He’d already signed allegiance papers.”

Mr. Fitch scribbled again. “Mr. George Daniels?”

“Yes, sir.”

Heat crept up her neck. When George had come back to the hotel during the wee hours this morning, he’d found her and Matthew locked in an embrace.

“So why did you return to Washington after you took Mr. Daniels from Elmira?” Mr. Fitch asked without looking up from his writing.

“One of the men I mentioned, Harry, followed us. When Matthew questioned him, he found out that Mr. O’Malley was working on another abduction plot. He came straight to Washington to try to stop Mr. O’Malley.”

“And when was this?”

Annabelle thought back. “I’m not sure exactly—but around the time when Richmond fell.”

“And you came with him?”

She shook her head. “George, my grandmother, my maid, and I came separately.”

He set his pencil aside. “And none of you thought to report this to the law?”

She straightened her shoulders, wishing she could rub the aching muscles. “Of course we did. My grandmother informed Mr. William Crook about the abduction plans. He said that the president received many such threats and that we shouldn’t worry. They would see to his safety.” Her tone held a touch of bitterness she couldn’t contain.

Mr. Fitch scowled. “Indeed.” He sat back in his chair and propped his ankle on his knee once more, regarding her. “And why, then, were you at the theatre last eve?”

“My grandmother purchased tickets. I knew that Mr. Booth had been on the road the day that O’Malley had first planned to abduct Mr. Lincoln. So when we learned Mr. Lincoln would be going to the theatre, we assumed Mr. Booth knew the building well and concluded it would be a good opportunity for the men to attempt another abduction.” Her voice hitched. “But we never expected….” She squeezed her eyes shut.

“There, there, miss. It’s all right.” Mr. Fitch pulled a handkerchief out of his coat pocket, surprising her with a dose of sympathy. “We’re all distraught over this tragedy.”

She accepted the offered cloth and dabbed her eyes, then handed it back with a tired smile. “Thank you.”

Mr. Fitch placed the handkerchief into a drawer in his desk. “Did you inform anyone of your suspicions about Mr. O’Malley and the possibility of an abduction at the theatre?”

“Mr. Crook knew. He promised Mr. O’Malley would be arrested immediately, should he be seen in the theatre.”

Mr. Fitch’s frown deepened, and he made another note in his little book before snapping it closed.

The policeman rose and rounded the desk, and Annabelle stood as he approached. Feeling relieved, she turned toward the door. “I do hope this information has helped you some, Mr. Fitch. I’ll be in my room at the National Hotel, should you wish to ask me anything further.”

Mr. Fitch’s fingers clamped down on her elbow. His eyes looked sad, but hard lines firmed his mouth. “I’m sorry, Miss Ross, but I’m afraid you cannot leave our custody just yet.”

“I…what?”

“I’m going to have to detain you until we can look deeper into your claims.”

Annabelle couldn’t come up with a response as Mr. Fitch gently led her out the door.
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Matthew paced the floor, his boots thudding against the wood in a steady rhythm. The holding area of the Metropolitan Police building overflowed with people of various degrees of unrest. Some seemed eager to be in the midst of the commotion while others fidgeted and paced nervously. Men, women, and even a few youths crammed into the small holding space and waited their turn at questioning. Had the policemen detained everyone on the street outside of Ford’s?

He tightened his fists and tried to remind himself he hadn’t been brought in for questioning. He’d come on his own volition to offer information. Flashes of the conditions at Elmira flitted through his mind, and he had to shake his head in a futile effort to dislodge them.

A strangled noise off to his left made him twist. His elbow clipped a disgruntled gentleman in a fine suit. The other opened his mouth to protest, then seemed to think better of it and ducked away. Matthew frowned at him, wondering what had sent the man scurrying like a mouse. People shifted and the space around him widened.

Heat swirled up from his chest and pulsed through the vein in his neck. He must look half-mad. Struggling to gain control of his emotions, Matthew forced his features to relax and lowered his eyes.

A door to his right opened and a young man of about eighteen or twenty years entered the lobby. He scanned the room with a determined gaze, his shoulders straight in his pressed suit. A policeman’s polished silver badge shone brightly against his blue double-breasted jacket.

“Mr. Daniels?” the man called out over the hum of a dozen private conversations.

“Here!”

The younger man tilted his chin back to regard Matthew as he stepped near. “You’re the brother of a Mr. George Daniels. Correct?”

“I am.”

“This way, sir.” The policeman gestured toward a hallway behind him.

Matthew tugged on the knot of his blue cravat in an attempt to keep the foul thing from choking him. George had been called back first, and it’d been hours since Matthew had last seen him. Then they’d taken Annabelle, and his composure had begun to slide as soon as her delicate fingers had slipped free of his grasp.

How long had he been waiting? At least what he’d shouted to a passing officer about the Surratt house seemed to gain their attention. As far as he knew, they’d since sent men to investigate. If they’d found anything, though, it hadn’t made much difference. They still left Matthew waiting with the other people they’d collected off the streets without thought to who might know something important and who might be here only for a bit of the excitement.

He followed the young policeman down a hallway lined with closed doors. Where were George and Annabelle? When George had returned to the hotel hours earlier, it had been to tell them he’d caught a glimpse of Booth galloping away but hadn’t been able to stop him.

Matthew knew where Booth might be headed, but every person who’d been in the theatre or had joined the crowd outside in the streets thought they had something important to say.

Fools.

“Here we are, sir.” The officer opened a heavy door at the end of the hall. Without waiting for a response, he turned and strode back toward the crowded waiting area.

Inside, a man with dark hair and a trimmed mustache stared at him expectantly. The man motioned toward a chair in front of his plain desk. “Take a seat, Mr. Daniels.” He flipped open a small writing book.

Matthew pulled the door closed behind him and positioned himself in the chair without taking his eyes off the man across from him. Likely another officer, but he didn’t sport a polished badge on his rumpled jacket.

The man rolled a short pencil between his fingers. “State your name please, sir.”

“You already know my name.”

The man looked up from his paper with a sniff. “I’ve been told your identity. I wish to hear it in your own words.”

“Matthew Gregory Daniels of Westerly Plantation, Mississippi. Former captain, Mississippi Infantry, Confederate Army under the command of—”

The man held up his hand to slow Matthew’s words and scribbled in his little book. “You served in the Rebel Army, is this correct?”

“I just said—”

“Brother to a George Daniels, also of Westerly Plantation, Mississippi?”

Matthew clamped the rounded edges of the armrests and refused to answer until the man lifted his eyes from his writing. “Who are you?”

“Mr. Fitch.”

They regarded one another for some time before Fitch turned his attention back to his scribbling. “Are you brother to a George Daniels of West—”

“Yes,” Matthew said, cutting the man’s repetition short. “What does that have to do with Booth?”

The man’s eyebrows dipped for only an instant before an indifferent look smoothed his forehead again. “You do understand, of course, that knowing the purpose and identity of everyone giving a statement is imperative to our search?”

“And you, of course, understand that you’ve already wasted valuable time and let your quarry escape. I told your men hours ago I knew where he was going. Not one seemed interested.”

Fitch stroked his mustache. “How well do you know Mr. Booth?”

“Not well.”

“On how many occasions have you met with him?”

“Only one.”

“And this was…?”

Annabelle and George had both insisted that each of them give a full accounting. He’d even planned on coming here himself before O’Malley had followed the Grants. But now, sitting in this chair with a Yankee regarding him with thinly disguised suspicion, the words stuck in his mouth.

The man started writing again.

Matthew scowled. “What are you doing? I didn’t say anything.”

“Precisely.”

Matthew made a low noise in his throat and Fitch looked up expectantly. “I met Booth on only one occasion, when he was introduced to me by David O’Malley. After that introduction I was in his presence only once more, on the day when they planned to abduct Lincoln and take him to Richmond.”

“And you were a part of this ploy?”

“I was.” The words felt like needles as they passed his tongue. They pierced and stung with the promise of painful repercussions.

“And were you aware that Mr. Booth planned an assassination of President Lincoln?”

“I was not.”

“But you did tell one of my fellow officers—” he flipped through his pages, “—that you ‘knew who the assassin was.’” He tapped his pencil on the page. “Is that correct?”

“It is.” How much did this man already know? Judging by the look in his eyes, probably enough to decide Matthew’s fate. Everything within him rebelled against this pretentious Yank and his foul little notebook, but he stretched his neck and tried to release some of the tension from his shoulders.

He’d promised Annabelle he’d give a truthful account.

Fitch looked at him curiously, then slowly closed his book and sat back. “Is there something you wish to disclose?”

Hoping he wasn’t about to lose all he’d only so recently gained, Matthew nodded. “I was involved in a plot to abduct, but never to murder, your president. After the failed attempt to take his carriage, I left Washington. You can arrest me for that if you wish. But first, I can help you catch the men responsible.”

Fitch snatched up his pen eagerly. “Men?”

“One was sent to kill General Grant. I can tell you everything you need to know about him. Booth would have gone to Surrattsville, where these same men stashed weapons and supplies at the tavern.”

Fitch narrowed his eyes and stared at him for a moment, a myriad of emotions scurrying over his face. Finally, settling on determination, he gave a single nod. “Mr. Daniels, I have a proposition for you.”


Two
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“Lincoln is gone at last. Booth has carried out his oft-repeated threat, and has, so it is said, really taken the life of thetyrant.”

John H. Surratt

George struggled to keep his composure as they led him deeper into the bowels of the prison. Sweat beaded on his forehead fell into his eyes. He squinted and wiped at his face with the sleeve of the fine jacket Mrs. Smith had given him.

Old Capitol Prison.

Only weeks out of Elmira, and already they were bringing him back! George tried to remain calm as the thought swirled around within him, stoking fires of both fear and anger. His breath quickened, heaving his chest rapidly. He still couldn’t find enough air to breathe freely. His stomach roiled.

Inside. At least it’s inside. Won’t freeze.

George shook his head vigorously in an attempt to clear his thoughts, and the policeman at his side took a small step closer. George swallowed the bile rising in his throat.

Held for questioning. Short time. Just a short time.

His teeth chattered, his body reliving the horrors of Elmira. No. He wasn’t being arrested. They only wanted to question him. Just questions. No overcrowded tents, no coffin duty. No men wallowing in their own filth…or the Hopeless on the wall staring at him with empty eyes….

Can’t go back! Won’t go back.

George spun on the uneven stone floor and lurched forward. His guard let out a cry and lunged for him, but George sidestepped the move and broke into a sprint. His vision narrowed, blocking out his view of the other cells he passed. His mind strained for the only hope of salvation—the lone doorway at the end of this impossibly long corridor.

His feet pounded on the floor, his hands reaching out in an effort to grasp the door. It was there, heavy wood banded in iron, close enough to promise escape. He could make it. Leaping over a broom handle that had fallen across the way, George ignored the startled expression of a boy who’d been sweeping a moment earlier.

“You! Halt!”

The guard shouted behind him, but he couldn’t stop now. He should have run from Elmira. Should have tried at least. They’d taken his pride, his honor, and nearly his life. And he’d let them. Not again.

Three more strides. Five at the most. How can it be so far away?

Liars. All of them. He’d signed their papers. Pledged himself to them—in treason to his own country!—and still they sought to lock him away! George’s hand closed around the cool metal of the door handle.

Victory!

The Yanks wouldn’t take him again. They would not get the chance to—

His breath left him in a whoosh as he hit the floor, jarring all the thoughts of escape from his head. Someone shouted, and a heavy weight pressed down between his shoulders. His captor wrenched his arms behind him, tying George’s hands with a coarse rope before rolling George over.

“Now what’d you have to go and do that for?”

George blinked at him rapidly, and the sneer of an Elmira guard, the one they’d dubbed Corporal Carnage, faded away. In its place loomed the curious expression of a man in his forties with sandy hair and bushy mutton chops.

“I…uh….” George licked his lips. What had happened to him? His heart still thudded wildly, but his mind cleared. “I wasn’t…myself.”

The man grunted and pulled George to his feet. “I know it’s not the best, but orders are we’ve got to hold you all, at least until they catch him.”

The guard…policeman… seemed agreeable enough, even though he now kept a firm hand on George’s elbow as they started down the hallway once again. He kept glancing at George’s profile, and George couldn’t say he blamed the man.

“You have nightmares?” the man asked softly.

George looked over at him. “Nightmares?”

The man nodded, speaking low. “I’ve seen lads like you. All tore up in the head about what they’ve seen on the battlefield. Gets to some more than others. Some, you wouldn’t even know unless something sets them off.”

He knew this wasn’t Elmira, but his body responded as though it was. “No, no nightmares.” He gave the boy with the broom a sheepish shrug as they passed.

“Hmm.” The man didn’t sound convinced. Not that George faulted him there either.

They came to a stop in front of a cell with thick bars and nothing but a cot and chamber pot inside. “That’s good though, right?”

The policeman opened the door and guided George inside. Then he flicked open a knife and cut through the short length of rope, freeing George’s hands. “Most of the boys, they get nightmares. You had one of those attacks, best I can figure, which means you probably have the nightmares, too.”

“Attacks?” George rubbed his wrists.

The pity in the policeman’s eyes made George uncomfortable. “Makes a fellow do funny things.”

George straightened himself in an effort to regain a little of his dignity. “Thank you. For telling me.” He tugged on the hem of his jacket. “And for not making it worse on me.”

“Don’t worry, lad. Soon as they find that actor fellow, then this’ll all be over and you’ll be free to go.”

George nodded and sat down on his cot. Free to go….

A moment later the door clanged, jarring his senses. He fell back on the hard bed, panic rising. Closing his eyes helped some, as did focusing on each breath as he pulled it in and released it. Perhaps in a moment this strange sensation would pass.

Images flashed through his mind unbidden. Broken bodies. The gut-churning smell. And the boxes. So many boxes to make.

No!

He had to think about something, anything else, or he might find himself in a fit of madness. He’d spent weeks at the Smith house in New York without suffering any effects from his time at Elmira.

A lovely face filled his mind. Smooth, delicate features. Shimmering waves of ebony hair that begged his fingers to touch its softness. Lilly Rose. A mystery he’d yet to solve. He thought about the way her eyes glimmered and the smile that bloomed on her lips for little Frankie.

As George thought about playing with the boy, his heartbeat slowed. He pictured himself tossing the tot in the air and the joyful sound of childish giggles. Finally, his sweat dried and his breathing turned even. Keeping his eyes closed against the reality of the prison, George thought back on his time with Lilly and Frankie.

Lilly Rose, the strikingly beautiful woman who worked in the Smith house. Not a lady of family means, but what did that matter to him? Father could no longer dictate he must marry a woman of wealth. He could court whomever he wished.

A warm sensation filled him at the thought, pushing away the lingering chill reluctant to leave his veins. He embraced the feeling and let his mind conjure images of evening strolls, afternoon teas, and morning rides. They’d bring the boy along, and George would teach him to cast a line while Lilly set out a picnic lunch in the meadow.

George began to drift off and smiled as the little Frankie in his mind struggled to pierce the worm on his hook while his momma made a face. After they ate, they watched the boy play with butterflies in the field. George took Lilly’s hand in his. Her brown eyes grew wide as he slipped a ruby ring onto her finger. A marriage in the spring and, with any luck, a sibling for Frankie come Christmas. She smiled at him, her lips beckoning him to come closer.

The wind picked up and bits of her hair slipped free from under her bonnet. So beautiful, so peaceful. Sighing with contentment, George reached up to tuck one of the freed strands away, but the sudden terror in Lilly’s eyes stilled him.

Silently, she pointed behind him. Her fingers trembled and tears welled in her eyes. George turned, only to see the creek where they’d fished now filled with fallen soldiers, their lifeblood draining away and turning the water red. He reached out to pull Lilly to him, but in her place now stood a sneering guard with his rifle pointed right at George’s chest.

“In the water you go, Johnny Reb.”

George shook his head, but his feet moved involuntarily. He trudged down into the thick mud. It reached up and pulled on his trousers, trying to bring him down. He pulled one foot free, losing his boot to the mud’s maw. His toes plunged into the icy water beyond.

His teeth chattered. Cold. So cold. Lifeless bodies floated by, bobbing on the current. All the eyes looked at him, accusing.

Where are our boxes? You didn’t make us enough boxes. Then you let us drown!

“No!” George lunged into the water. “I tried to save you!” He grabbed the hand of the nearest man. His pock-marked face twisted in a snarl as his lifeless eyes stared at George. The corpse opened his mouth. “No coffin. No coffin. Only the bottom of the river for me.”

George screamed and released the bony hand. He plunged into the icy depths. Down farther and farther until—

George bolted upright, panting. His clothes soaked in sweat, he shivered violently. He pulled his feet up under him and pressed his back against the wall.

The cold would come for him. Take him in the vulnerable time of his dreams. His failures would haunt him. Where the prison walls robbed him of his waking freedom, the memories would steal his rest. He’d signed allegiance to the enemy in order to save himself. He’d left his brothers in arms to die in shoddy boxes or watery graves.

He’d betrayed them.

Lilly’s face rose up in his mind again, but this time he pushed it away. He couldn’t bear to see what would happen to her if the nightmare returned.

Despite his exhaustion, George rose and stood in the center of his cell. Standing, he couldn’t sleep. And without sleep, he wouldn’t see their faces.

Outside, mournful bells tolled their sorrow. George ignored them. He was the mighty oak. Firm, still, and silent. He didn’t know how long he stood there. His eyes dried from being forced wide. Eventually, they began to droop. George fought the battle for as long as he could. But soon his body betrayed him and he sank to the floor.

Then the darkness came again.


Three
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“Dear Madam, No one can better appreciate than I can, who am myself utterly broken-hearted by the loss of my own beloved husband, who was the light of my life– my stay– my all– what your sufferings must be; and I earnestly pray that you may be supported by Him to whom alone the sorely stricken can look for comfort, in this hour of heavyaffliction.”

Queen Victoria, in a letter to Mary Lincoln

“I demand to speak to Mr. Crook!” Annabelle wrapped her arms around her waist and pressed her trembling fingers into her sides.

The policeman shook his head. “Sorry, miss. We’ve been instructed to hold all persons associated with the murder of the president until things can be sorted out.”

She’d never seen the inside of a prison before. The older man guided her past several tiny rooms covered with iron bars. Several people filled the cells, all of them seeming just as confused as Annabelle. Presently, they came to a cell about halfway down the corridor. The policeman pulled a heavy ring of keys from his belt and stuck one in the lock. It grated as it turned, and the haunting sound of rubbing metal sent a shiver down her back.

A young woman not much older than herself stood in the far corner.

Annabelle stepped inside and faced her captor. “I’ve already given my account, which I brought to you of my own free will. I don’t see how this is necessary.”

The man pushed the bar door closed and the lock slid into place.

She wrapped her fingers around the cold bars. “Sir? Did you hear what I said? There must be a mistake.”

“I heard you, miss. But all of Washington City is in turmoil, and until the assassin is caught, all suspected parties will be held.”

Before she could form another plea, he strode away down the unusually quiet hall. Did none of the others think to cry out at injustice? Maybe they were too stunned by their imprisonment. Or afraid outcry would make things worse.

Annabelle straightened a slipping pin in her hair and faced the woman behind her. “Hello. I’m Annabelle Ross.”

The woman dipped into a shallow curtsy. “G’day, mistress. I’m Alice Taylor.”

Annabelle motioned toward the single cot in the room. “Why don’t we sit? Since we might be here for a while, we should get to know one another.”

The woman drew her lips into a disapproving pucker but did as Annabelle asked. She sat as close to the foot of the cot as she could manage and tucked the sides of her plaid skirt underneath her. Dressed plainly, Miss Taylor wore her auburn hair pulled away from her face in a simple fashion. She watched Annabelle with chestnut eyes.

As Annabelle turned slightly so as to better regard her companion, she noticed the smeared blood still on the sleeve of her white jacket. Was this why they were holding her? Did they think she’d lied about her involvement? She’d told them about the injured man in the president’s booth, whom she’d since discovered was a man by the name of Mr. Rathbone.

Miss Taylor stared at the copper-colored stain.

“I tried to help him, but the doctor sent me out,” Annabelle said softly.

“Mr. Lincoln?”

“No, though I tried to help him as well. There was another man in the box who’d been badly cut with a knife.” Annabelle gestured toward her sleeve. “When he took my arm to ask me to remain outside, he must have had blood on his hand.”

Miss Taylor leaned closer. “Did you see it then?”

“It was…horrible. Poor Mrs. Lincoln.” The woman’s distressed cries had been so wretched. Annabelle forced the sound from her mind. “What about you, Miss Taylor?”

The woman lifted her chin. “Missus.”

“Mrs. Taylor,” Annabelle corrected. “Did you see anything?” The woman must know something, or she wouldn’t be here.

Mrs. Taylor clamped her hands in her lap. “All I know is what they’re saying on the streets.”

Annabelle frowned. “You weren’t in the theatre?”

“No, miss. I was just on my way to the kitchens at the boarding house where I work when I heard this big commotion. People were out in the streets shouting about a great tragedy. I was much distressed about it, but I had to get to work, so I hurried on. But just as I got there, some lawmen were knocking on the door to question the matron, and they saw me trying to go around the back way, like I always do.” She twisted her hands together. “They made me come here.”

“Where do you work?” How odd the woman would head to work in the middle of the night.

“The Surratt Boarding House.” Mrs. Taylor hurried on, apparently guessing Annabelle’s thoughts. “I make the bread. That’s why I have to be there so early, to get the dough ready for the breakfast. The matron doesn’t tolerate anyone coming late.” She started to wring her hands again. “I’ve lost my employment now for certain.”

Annabelle chose her words carefully. “So at this place—where you work in the kitchen—there were already policemen there when you arrived?”

“Yes.”

“What time was that?”

The other woman answered slowly. “Around four.”

Four o’clock this morning. That’d been about the time they’d made plans to go to the Washington police, so the lawmen had already gone to the boarding house before hearing her, Matthew, and George’s story. Who else had tipped them off about the Surratt house? “I wonder what they were doing there, so far away from the theatre?”

Mrs. Taylor shook her head. “I sure don’t know.” She looked back at the door. “But we need the money I make from that job, times being what they are and all.”

Annabelle reached over and patted the woman’s arm. “Surely your employer will understand, knowing what must have occurred.”

The other woman looked doubtful. “Hope so, miss.”

“Do you know why policemen would have been around at such an odd hour?”

“Maybe it had something to do with one of the matron’s boarders, but I wouldn’t know. I only work in the kitchen for the morning and noon meals. I never go into the main house, and I don’t know anything about who stays there.”

“I stayed there once.”

“Did you now?” The woman’s eyes widened. “That why you’re here?”

Annabelle offered a half-hearted smile. “I was at the theatre, remember?”

“Oh, yes.” Alice Taylor’s face fell, the curiosity in her eyes replaced by a cool indifference. “Apologies, miss.”

“None needed.” Annabelle plucked at a loose thread on the embroidery of her skirt. “I believe being in the theatre is what led to my current detainment, but I did stay for a short while at that very boarding house about a month past. On my way through to visit my family in New York.”

Mrs. Taylor nodded and fell silent.

Why would they detain the kitchen cook from the boarding house? Were there others from the house here as well? Was her talking about her time in the Surratt house the true reason they detained her?

Annabelle rubbed her temples and tried to push the thoughts aside. Regardless, she’d be here until they caught Booth.

What about Matthew and George? Were they being held as well? The answer beat in her head, in rhythm with her fluttering heart. Of course.

At least her grandmother hadn’t come with them to the police station. Hopefully, that meant she’d remain free.

Trying not to become overly anxious, Annabelle took a ragged breath and reminded herself her best option would be to pray for help. She’d told herself to stop doing everything her own way. So far, that approach had done little more than drop her into quite a bit of trouble.

Annabelle turned back to Mrs. Taylor and offered a timid smile. “Are you a praying woman?”

[image: * * *]

Matthew crossed his arms. “What sort of proposition?”

Mr. Fitch stroked his mustache. “Are you familiar with the law, Mr. Daniels?”

“As much as any man, I suppose.” Had he broken some unknown Yankee ordinance? His foot twitched.

“The law states that an accused cannot bear witness.”

Matthew stiffened.

Mr. Fitch watched him a moment longer, then gave a curt nod as though making up his mind on some internal debate. “My recommendation will be you’d be more useful as a witness than as an accused.”

And George and Annabelle? Would they—

“Of course, you do understand that the words of a known Rebel will naturally be regarded with suspicion.”

Matthew glared at the man. “I’ve already told you I had nothing to do with the murder and have offered information to aid in your search. The war is finished. You’ve won. What does it matter if I fought for Mississippi? I came here to help you.”

The policeman didn’t seem at all disturbed by the frustration seething in Matthew’s tone. “Perhaps that was a mistake.”

“Of course,” Mr. Fitch replied, “if you were to sign allegiance papers….” He gave Matthew a meaningful look as he twisted his mustache.

“War’s over. What would you need that for?”

“Over, perhaps, but not entirely finished.” Mr. Fitch drummed his fingers on the desk, then gave a shrug. “Besides, the words of a loyal Unionist certainly would be more…acceptable…to a military court, wouldn’t you say?”

Military court? The implications swirled in Matthew’s gut, though he tried to keep any emotions from leaping onto his face.

Mr. Fitch watched Matthew closely.

“Perhaps.”

“Your sincerity would be more solid with proven loyalty.” Fitch spread his fingers.

“Proven?” Matthew forced his voice to lower. “How much more proof do you need, man? I’ve already given you the information to catch the murderer and have told you where another would-be murderer is located. For heaven’s sake, I put my own life at risk to save a Yankee general! What more proof could you possibly want?”

“Indeed you have.” He tapped a finger on his desk. “But these are all claims that have yet to be proven, unfortunately.”

Matthew clamped his mouth shut. He was already at the mercy of the Yanks. He spoke slowly, keeping his tone even. “How else, then, might I prove my intentions, sir?”

Mr. Fitch reached into a drawer in his desk and pulled out a slip of paper with the words Oath of Allegiance printed in large letters across the top. “First, you’d need to sign the proper paperwork. Then, as a loyal patriot, you’d want to aid your country in the search and capture of the conspirators, would you not?”

“What about my brother and my…Miss Ross?”

Mr. Fitch smiled. “We’d keep them safe until you return.”

“And after I return?”

“Then as would be the duty of any patriot, they’d wish to give their testimony to the military court.” His words were light, but their meaning fell heavy in the room.

Matthew leaned forward. “As witnesses, not as accused?”

“Most likely,” Fitch agreed. Then hastily added, “If they’ve shown they’re not involved with the assassination.”

Matthew’s stomach soured. Annabelle and George had both been at the theatre last night. George, thankfully, hadn’t been present for anything else, but Annabelle had been involved in the abduction plot. Thanks to him.

“Once the assassin’s been caught,” Mr. Fitch said, “then we’ll release people who won’t stand trial.” He tapped the paper. “And Union citizens will be allowed to return to normal life while they wait to testify.”

Matthew eyed the paper sitting between them on the desk and withheld a snort. Normal life. Such a thing no longer existed. He set his jaw. What did the formality of allegiance papers matter now anyway? The South had already lost the war and would be subject to Union law again. He picked up Mr. Fitch’s pen, twisting it in his fingers. “In what way would I aid in the capture of Booth?”

The man smiled, sensing his victory. “Seeing as you claim to know where the murderer might be going, after you aid the detectives with a few things here in Washington, I’d like for you to go with one of my detectives on the pursuit. You can join up with one of the dispatches, the Sixteenth New York Cavalry.”

Join the Yankee Army? Never! Mathew leaned back, away from the traitor’s papers.

“A mob tried to burn the Old Capitol Prison. Did you know that?” Mr. Fitch toyed with the edge of the paper.

Matthew narrowed his eyes. “And?”

“It seems the longer the assassin remains free, the more the people try to take out their anger on the Rebels. With all of our men trying to calm the fighting in the streets, who knows how long we will be able to keep things…under control.” Mr. Fitch lifted his shoulders. “Seems to me like the best way to keep everyone in holding safe would be to bring the man to justice as quickly as possible.”

The words were simple, delivered without the first trace of malice. Even still, the underlying threat caused Matthew’s lip to curl. Sign and aid the Yanks or leave his brother and Annabelle to even more dangers than they already faced.

Matthew clutched the pen so tightly it cracked, then he dipped it in the inkwell and scrawled his name on the line.


Four
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“I firmly believe that if he had remained at the White House on that night of darkness, when the fiends prevailed, he would have been horribly cut to pieces. Those fiends had too long contemplated this inhuman murder to have allowed him toescape.”

Mary Lincoln

What an odd way to spend Resurrection Sunday. Matthew followed men in blue uniforms and a small number of inquisitors down the streets of Washington. It’d taken some time, but Mr. Fitch had placed Matthew under the suspicious eyes of the Yankee procession that walked somberly around him. The fact that it was now eleven o’clock at night seemed to have no bearing on their mission.

He’d spent Easter in encampments and had listened to Army preachers give the same story each time. Not much different from his Easters at Westerly in that regard. But in all of his twenty-five years, he never expected to spend Resurrection Sunday in the company of enemy troops on his way to question a boarding house matron. One who, he felt quite certain, would loathe to lay eyes on him.

Even at this hour, the church bells continued to toll their lament. Some of the men had commented that the bells rang throughout church services this morning. Services where the preachers compared the loss of Lincoln to the loss of Christ.

They called Lincoln the Great Liberator—the one who would bring peace, restoration, and equality to America. Even if that were all true, which Matthew doubted, it still didn’t make the man on the same plane as the Almighty. The fact that the Yanks would even dare say so was evidence they couldn’t be trusted.

The group neared the Surratt house and Matthew focused on the issue at hand. Liberator or tyrant, he was dead. And unlike Christ, he wouldn’t be coming back.

Major H.W. Smith pounded heavily on the door. The curtains of the window moved, and someone called out just loudly enough for Matthew to catch the words.

“Is that you, Mr. Kirby?” The feminine voice barely penetrated the door enough for Matthew to catch it, but the woman’s tone seemed to harbor no concern.

Major Smith cast a curious look at one of the detectives, who then scribbled something in a little book that matched the one Mr. Fitch carried. The major leaned toward the door. “It’s not, but you are to open the door, madam.”

Presently, the door opened. Mrs. Surratt stood in the entryway, her straight back and calm demeanor giving no evidence she feared the men who’d come at such an hour.

“Are you Mrs. Surratt?” Major Smith’s stern voice implied he already knew the answer to his question.

“I’m the widow of John H. Surratt.” Her gaze darted from the major to the men standing behind him.

“And the mother of John H. Surratt, Jr.?”

Her gaze fell on Matthew, and fire lit in her eyes. “I am.” Her lip curled, but then, just as quickly as the hatred had colored her features, indifference once again settled. Her gaze slid away from Matthew and returned to the major at her door.

“I’ve come to arrest you and all in your house and to take you for examination to General Augur’s headquarters.”

With no indication of distress over Major Smith’s words, Mrs. Surratt stepped back from the door and granted the party entrance. The last to enter, Matthew met her eyes as he stepped inside. She regarded him coldly, making no further effort to hide her disdain.

What did she think of him coming here in the presence of the Union Army? She thought him a traitor, most likely, and he couldn’t say that she’d be wrong.

A traitor to one is but a patriot to the other. All a matter of perspective, he supposed. At the moment, however, he wished to be neither. He wanted only to see this thing finished, his brother and lady safe, and to return home. Mrs. Surratt glared at Matthew as he passed.

The men were seen to the parlor, and Mrs. Surratt, a lady identified as Surratt’s daughter, and a couple of others Matthew had never seen before were rounded up to leave. Matthew watched the goings on with interest, curious at the calm the women displayed. Did they not see the peril of their condition?

After a few moments, another man entered. Matthew guessed him to be another detective. The stoic man stomped his feet and shook off his jacket before tucking his cane-reinforced top hat under his arm. His gaze landed on Matthew and he frowned. He opened his mouth to speak but a knock, followed quickly by the ring of the bell at the door, turned their attention toward the entrance. The newcomer cast one last look at Matthew and then spun and reached for the door.

From his position just inside the parlor doorway, Matthew had a good look at the caller when the door swung open. Surprise settled on them, and for a moment, no one spoke.

The man was dressed in a fine gray coat, black pantaloons, and a pair of polished boots. Upon his head the man wore a gray shirtsleeve, hanging over at one side. He’d rolled one leg of the pantaloons up over the top of his boot and slung a pickaxe across one shoulder. He looked like a man who’d tried to hurriedly construct some type of disguise and had failed quite miserably.

The odd man looked over the crowd of occupants, the smallest flash of surprise registering in his gaze. He entered, twisting the handle of his pickaxe. The strange man started toward the parlor without invitation.

“Whom do you want to see?” The detective closed the door.

“Mrs. Surratt.” The man slid his gaze over Matthew and the others in the parlor and then took a seat, propping his pickaxe by his chair.
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The "JSL Ancient" and "JSL Ancient Italic"  fonts  are  based  upon  two

nearly  identical  typefaces  of  seventeenth-century  English printers.

The first source used was "A compendious view  of  the  late  tumults  &

troubles  in  this  kingdom  by way of annals for seven years", by James

Wright, printed by Edward Jones in 1685; the second was  "Ars  Pictoria,

or  an  Academy  treating of Drawing, Painting, Limning and Etching", by

Alexander Browne, printed by J. Redmayne in 1668.



The two source typefaces are nearly identical, and the most  interesting

features,  such  as  the  descender on the italic capital N, are present

in both.  I used Redmayne's typeface primarily to fill  in  the  missing

letters  from  Jones'.  Both typefaces had several different versions of

certain italic capitals; I chose the more interesting ones.  One feature

of  Redmayne's  italic  typeface  that  was  lacking  in  Jones' was the

peculiar extensions of horizontal strokes, used to reduce the amount  of

whitespace used when justifying shorter lines of text. (I may eventually

produce  a  "JSL  Ancient  Italic  Bold"  which  includes these extended

letters.)



I used Fontographer 3.5.2 to produce  these  fonts.   Because  they  use

ANSI  encoding,  the glyph mapping will be somewhat different under OS/2

and the Macintosh.  For some reason, the TrueType version does not  work

under  OS/2,  so  I have generated both TrueType and Adobe Type I fonts.

Unfortunately, most of the cool ligatures are not used  by  the  default

OS/2  codepage (which all of the applications seem to use, regardless of

the config.sys setting), so they're pretty much inaccessible.



The ISO Latin-1 characters (32-127, 160-255) are all  present;  many  of

the  extended Windows characters (128-159) are present as well, but some

have been replaced in order to provide  certain  ligatures  and  archaic

characters:





Character                     JSL Ancient

  Code      JSL Ancient       Italic            Arial

-----------------------------------------------------------------

   0129                       Alternate 'v'     unused

   0130                       'sl' ligature     bottom single quote

   0131     Long 's'          Long 's'          florin (script f)

   0132                       'll' ligature     bottom double quote

   0134     'st' ligature     'st' ligature     dagger

   0135     'sh' ligature     'sh' ligature     double dagger

   0142     'ff' ligature     'ff' ligature     unused

   0143                       'is' ligature     unused

   0157     'ss' ligature     'ss' ligature     unused

   0158     'ct' ligature     'ct' ligature     unused



(A blank entry in JSL Ancient indicates that the code refers to the same

character as in Arial.)



Under OS/2, the only special character available is the long 's',  which

can be accessed as Alt-159.



Certain Windows 3.1 printer drivers do not output characters  which  are

"unused"  by the base Windows character sets (such as the 'ct' ligature)

unless the "Output TrueType fonts as graphics" box  is  checked  in  the

printer driver.  This problem may or may not occur under Windows 95, but

I can't say for certain.



JSL Ancient and JSL Ancient Italic are copyright (c) 1997 by Jeffrey  S.

Lee.   Permission  is  granted  to freely distribute them, provided that

they are distributed unaltered, both the roman and italic  versions  are

distributed  together, and they are accompanied by this text file.  They

may not be included in any commercial package without  prior  permission

from  the  author.   These  fonts  are "emailware"; if you like them and

decide to use them, please send me email at the address listed below.  I

will  not  charge  you  any  money  or send you annoying email spam; I'm

simply interested in who's using it, and I'd be  happy  to  receive  any

comments you might have about the fonts.



                                           Jeff Lee

                                           http://www.gate.net/~shipbrk/

                                           shipbrk@gate.net
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