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“Mary Surratt’s sex does not make her any less guilty. There have not been enough women hanged in this war!”

– President Andrew Johnson
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Editor’s Note
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This novel is drawn from court transcripts recorded in 1865. Throughout these records, the term “Negro” appears frequently. At the time, this was the language commonly used in legal and social contexts.

Readers should be aware that, although the term was once standard, it is now considered outdated and offensive. It remains in this edition solely to preserve the authenticity of the original transcripts and the historical moment from which they came.

Its appearance here should not be read as an endorsement of the language or attitudes of the past, but rather as a reflection of the reality of the period.
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Dedication
 

I dedicate this novel to my great-great-grandfather, Doctor Lawrence L. Brumby of Canton, Alabama, and to the 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 for the Lost Cause.
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Foreword
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On April 15, 2015—the 150th anniversary of Abraham Lincoln’s death—I stood in the yard tossing a football with my grandson. The laces brushed my fingers, the sun sat low, and I asked what his teacher had said about that night in Washington.

He didn’t hesitate. “John Wilkes Booth shot President Lincoln while he watched Our American Cousin at Ford’s Theatre on April 14, 1865. Booth jumped to the stage, shouted Sic semper tyrannis!, ran through Baptist Alley, and died twelve days later in a burning barn.”

The ball thumped against my chest. A tidy story. Too tidy.

What he hadn’t been taught—or perhaps what too many of us have forgotten—is that one bullet ended a life, but not one man fired the war’s last shot. Booth’s act was the visible spark in a larger plot meant to rip the Union’s head and hands away: the President, the Vice President Andrew Johnson, the Secretary of State William H. Seward—even General Ulysses S. Grant were marked. Washington’s gaslit streets filled with rumors and hoofbeats; telegraph keys rattled like hail.

Within days, hundreds were seized—more than 300 questioned, eight chosen to face a proceeding unlike any in a civil court. A special Military Commission, handpicked in a city still in mourning, convened behind guarded doors. Bayonets at the entrance. Plank floors that carried every footfall. By the Commission’s rules, a simple majority could convict; two-thirds could send a prisoner to the gallows. And while every civics class teaches innocent until proven guilty, in that room the burden shifted—prove your innocence or the rope will answer for you.

Among the accused stood a boardinghouse keeper from H Street: Mary Elizabeth Surratt. Devout. Widowed. A mother. Few Americans know her name beyond a footnote. Fewer still know that, when the verdicts were read after forty-eight days of testimony that changed with the weather, Mary Surratt became the first woman the United States government ever hanged.

I have spent a lifetime chasing history’s fingerprints—four decades as a professional genealogist, following names through ledgers, letters, and dust. This book springs from that same chase, from a grandson’s clean textbook summary and the heavy silence it left behind. It is my attempt to open the door that version keeps closed—to step from the neat line of a single shot into the echoing chamber of conspiracy, tribunal, and scaffold.

Mary Surratt’s story is not an argument so much as a question: in the first days of peace, what did justice look like—and whose neck paid for it?

— Sidney St. James
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Prologue: Thunderbolts from a Cloudless Sky
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Washington did not hear the news so much as feel it—like a lightning strike out of a clear sky. But to understand the shock, turn the clock back eleven days.

Monday, April 3, 1865. 

Ink still wet, the Evening Star hits the street: RICHMOND IS TAKEN. Newsboys sprint through puddles, crying the headline until their voices crack. Office windows fly open. Clerks cheer. In boardinghouses the smell of boiled coffee gives way to gunpowder from celebratory volleys. By nightfall, gas jets flare along Pennsylvania Avenue and the city glows like a lamp held up to the dark.

Sunday, April 9. 

Word gallops in from Virginia—Lee has yielded to Grant. Church bells take up the message, then the brass bands. Washington’s avenues become rivers of song. Strangers clasp hands on the sidewalks; soldiers hoist children onto their shoulders. “To the White House!” someone shouts, and the crowd surges.

Tuesday, April 11. A sea of faces floods the South Lawn. From an upstairs balcony the President steps into the gaslight. Hats fly. Torches smoke. Lincoln lifts his hand and the noise thins to a hush. His voice, worn but steady, drifts over the trees—plans for reunion, for voting rights, for a nation stitched back together. The cheer that follows seems to shake the iron fence.

Thursday, April 13. 

Banners bloom from windows. Bands wheel through the streets, their drums rattling the glass in shopfronts. Stanton and Grant appear and are swallowed by applause. Torchlight snakes past the Treasury, past the War Department, painting every face in gold and soot.

Friday, April 14. 

At Fort Sumter, the old flag climbs the halyard it was forced to leave four years before. In Washington, dusk drops like velvet. A torchlight parade threads the avenues; theaters hang fresh placards promising laughter and new plays. The city, exhausted by four years of strain, exhales and allows itself joy.

Then, at the crest of the jubilee, joy snaps.

Half past ten at Ford’s Theatre. Laughter rings from the stage of Our American Cousin, bright as cut glass. In the presidential box, a gloved hand rests on a sleeve; the First Lady leans in to whisper. A single report tears the air. Sulfur bites the throat. A hatless man bursts through the smoke, a Bowie knife flashing like a sliver of lightning. He hits the stage hard, one knee down, then lurches upright, face white with purpose.

“Sic semper tyrannis!” he shouts—so close the front rows can see the spit on his teeth. The knife lifts, blood slicking the metal. He limps across the footlights while the audience hangs between theater and nightmare, and vanishes into the wings as if pulled by a hook.

Silence lasts one stunned heartbeat.

Then the scream. “Water! Water! Please—my husband! The President—he’s shot!”

People surge to their feet. Men claw at the curtains to reach the box. Others bolt for the exits, overturning chairs, stumbling over dropped parasols. Outside, carriage wheels grind on cobbles; inside, someone shouts for a doctor, for soldiers, for God.

*****
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FOUR NIGHTS EARLIER the War Department’s telegraph keys had hammered a different music into the wires: LEE SURRENDERS TO GRANT. Now, with smoke still hanging in the rafters and the city’s torches guttering in the wind, Washington understands how quickly a victory parade can become a hunt—and how thin the distance is between jubilation and the shadow of a scaffold.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Louis Weichmann Steals Affection from Anna Surratt 


[image: ]


Whack.

Anna’s palm cracked across Louis’s cheek. The sound jumped in the narrow hall, louder than it had any right to be. Lamplight trembled. Whiskey rode the air.

From the parlor came a scrape of chair legs and men’s voices—Paine’s rough whisper, Atzerodt’s thin laugh, Herold trying to sound brave. Booth pushed the door wide with a fingertip, topped his glass, and looked them over like a man checking his watch.

“Mr. Weichmann,” he said, smiling past Anna, “are you lingering—or returning?” He didn’t bother to wait for an answer. The door drifted shut. The voices resumed.

Louis took a step into Anna’s heat. “He’s no good for you.”

“Mind your distance.” Her eyes flashed blue and hard. “And mind your tongue.”

“I’ve seen how you look at him.” His voice went low. “He’ll use you and cast you off.”

“Oh, spare me your Galahad sermon.” She turned, but he followed, crowding her between the hallway table and the wall.

“We were well enough before he came.”

“We were nothing before he came.” Her laugh was quick and sharp. “Pack your trunk and leave my mother’s house.”

The words landed like stones. Louis’s jaw knotted. He caught her by the arms. “I won’t watch you throw yourself at a man like Booth.”

“Because you care for me—or because you can’t bear that I don’t care for you?” She twisted. “Release me.”

“Anna—”

Whack. The second slap rang. His cheek burned; his pride burned hotter. He let go, then didn’t. “I’m trying to keep you safe. That’s all.”

“Then keep your hands off me.”

He did the wrong thing anyway. He pulled her in and kissed her—clumsy, hungry, pleading. She stiffened, then faltered; his breath skated her cheek; her fingers bunched in his coat without meaning to. For a heartbeat the hallway went very small: lamplight, the starch of her sleeve, the thud of both their hearts.

A cold circle pressed behind his ear.

“Do not move,” a voice breathed. “Not the breadth of a hair.”

The world narrowed to metal and breath. Louis tasted oil. He felt the tiny click of a cocked hammer.

Anna tore free. “Mr. Booth—!”

Mary Surratt’s steps sounded on the stairs—quick, careful. She reached the landing, eyes wide, took in her daughter, Louis, the pistol.

Booth stood close enough that Louis could feel the heat of him. Hatless, immaculate, a Derringer steady in his gloved hand. The charm never left his mouth; it merely tightened. “Mr. Weichmann, Miss Anna has had quite enough gallantry for one evening. The gentlemen await you.”

“It’s no concern of yours,” Louis said, not daring to turn.

“In this house,” Booth murmured, “everything is my concern tonight.”

“Mr. Booth,” Mary said softly, one hand at her throat, “put away the firearm.”

He lowered it—an inch. His eyes never left Louis. “Back to the parlor,” he said, velvet over steel. “We have business. Do not make me repeat myself.”

Louis swallowed. The men behind the door had gone silent, listening. The lamp hissed. Anna’s breath came fast.

He stepped away, slow, hands open. “Yes,” he said. “I’m coming.”

Booth smiled at Anna as if nothing at all had happened, as if the night itself were performing for him. “Miss Surratt.”

The parlor door yawned. Voices rose again. And the hallway, once they were gone, finally let out the breath it had been holding.

Louis 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 gave Booth a smile again. 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 Louis 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’s stupid, so, so stupid!”

“I mean it, Mother.”

“Anna, come with me. You and I need to talk. This isn’t like you. You’re 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 up 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 picked 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 gist of this matter. She smiled at Mr. 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, raised her head, and stared at Louis. With a3 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 whether 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 people’s 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 the 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 for 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 on whiskey.”

He returned to his calm, self-assured 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, thinking it best not to 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, 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 on 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, aided by a gusty wind. 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 worried 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 had 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, isn't he?”

“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 that 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, Mr. 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, Mr. 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 is 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.”

“Mr. 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 were a twig from a branch.

“That knife, Mrs. Surratt, was given to me by my father after he used it in a play of Macbeth over a year ago. Johnny admired it so much that 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, Mr. Booth. Why wouldn’t John tell me this?”

“Did you ask him?”

“But, Mr. 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, Mr. 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 help 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 were 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, turned 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, 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 and 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 retrieve the money he had hidden. 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 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 chit-chat. 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 had built up while he held 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 rudely 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 Mr. 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 Mr. 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 to be 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 apart, looking in the desk and the 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 early 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 to ask Louis to leave her presence, he finally turned around and returned up the stairs to his chambers.
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Chapter 2: Troops Arrive at the Surratt Boarding House 
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Three hours passed by. Mary remained seated in the library, illuminated by a green-shaded table lamp that cast a solemn glow over the leather-bound books lining the shelves from floor to ceiling.

In total control of her emotions, Mary 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 a cold that will be the death of you. The wood in the fireplace is only a pile of ash.”

“It’s so quiet down here. Finally, the people in the streets either drank themselves into oblivion or went home and went 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 rambling thoughts together.

“No, dear, nothing is wrong.”

“Mother, remember, I know you. Your voice is stuttering, and your eyes are red like you’ve been crying. What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, I’m just waiting.”

“Are you waiting up for Johnny? You haven’t waited up for him in the past.”

“Because.” Mary’s eyes began to brim with tears. “John left, upset, and said he hated me and wasn’t coming back. We both shouted terrible things at each other. I was so wrong.” The tears again burst forth like water from a dam, spilling down her face. She stood up, ambled near a window, and stared out onto the empty street.

“Come on, dear, there’s nothing I can do about it now. Let’s go to bed. It’s late.” Mary remained standing and staring out the bay window while thoughts invaded her mind.

“I’m not going anywhere, Mother, until you do.”

Mary began to walk out of the library to the hallway. “I must lock the doors.”

“It’s alright, Mother. You run on up to the bed, and I will lock the doors and be right up after you.”

“Thank you so much, sweetheart. If you would lock the back door but leave the front door open for John, I would appreciate it.”

Mary began to walk up the stairwell and was halfway up when she heard a scream from Anna below. She turned, and before she could get back down the stairs, Anna ran around the corner and met her halfway up the stairway.

“Anna! Anna, what is it? Why did you scream?” Her watery eyes enlarged. The hair on the back of her neck bristled.

“There are several men in the backyard. They were running toward the back porch. They scared me, and I ran back here to you. I’m sorry, Mother. I didn’t have time to lock the door.” She was frozen in her steps for a moment. “Oh, my God, Mother, listen!”

They both ran in fear, like frightened porpoises pursued by a shoal of determined sharks, back to the library. Mary and Anna stood together, trembling for a moment. Then, finding her strength, she picked up the lamp from the table. “Let’s go see what it is, Anna.”

As Mary turned away from the table with the hurricane lantern, she didn’t reach the hallway when





























































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MARY ELIZABETH
SURRATT

et Me Fall!”

Book 5: LINCOLN ASSASSINATION SERIES

Sidney St. fames





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





