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			AUTHOR’S NOTE

			The events in The Body on the Bed took place during 1871–1872 in Lawrence and Garnett, Kansas.  The facts were derived from newspaper accounts and historical and legal documents, excerpts of which are quoted verbatim for authenticity, or rephrased for dramatic effect.  The fiction weaves the facts together through narrative and conversation.  Similarly, most of the characters in this novel were real, although literary license has sculpted their individual personas and appearance.  The Lawrence and Garnett settings are faithful to historic town plans and buildings. The language is faithful to the expressions, grammar, and spelling of the time in the trial transcript, other documents, and local newspapers.  

		


		
			ONE

			Fanning’s Daybook

			Thursday, January 19, 1871

			Today a family moved into the two-story house next door.  They hired men to carry in their furniture and belongings.

			It is bitter cold.  The snow squints against the light and pains the eyes.  Low winter rays stream through the window, shadowing the freckles of frost on the far wall.  There is a warm blue tinge to the sky and a brilliant yellow sun, yet the air is frozen under them.  Celestial space deceives our senses.  Copernicus warned us of this long ago.

			The man is slender, with a large mustache but no beard.  His wife is full-figured, with an unruly thicket of black hair.  It appears they have four young children, two boys, two girls.  He introduced himself as Isaac Ruthman, the business manager of the Kansas Daily Tribune.  It is the only newspaper of the three in Lawrence that has come out for women’s suffrage.  

			His wife’s name is Anne Catherine Ruthman.  He calls her Kate.  They’ve relocated from a smaller house on New York Street, near Quincy, seven blocks away.

			They have a piano.  And two large beds.  Odd.  Mrs. Ruthman directed the workmen to carry one of the beds upstairs to what must be her bedroom.  The other bed has a tall headboard with wide, wooden slats.  They’ve placed it in a downstairs room against the window that faces east.  It must be his.

		


		
			TWO

			Three months later, Thursday, April 27, 1871

			In the long-shadowed light of early morning, a man in a harness buggy rolled past her window.  He slowed at the Ruthman house next door, glanced nervously over his shoulder, then continued on.  She recognized him—Dr. John Medlicott, the Ruthmans’ physician.  He’d come past the Ruthman house often, but never at seven in the morning.

			An hour later, she heard a loud commotion from inside the Ruthman home.  It sounded like Belmont, Isaac Ruthman’s fourteen-year-old stepson.  She heard him shout “Father! Father!”  Suddenly, he came around the side of the house and began pounding frantically on his father’s bedroom window.  It was slightly ajar.  He tried to raise it, but couldn’t.  He disappeared behind the house, returned with an ax, wedged the handle under the window, and managed to pry it up just enough to stick his hand in.

			Why, she wondered, was Belmont trying to get in through the window?  Had Isaac locked himself in his bedroom?  Was he ill, unable to get up?  

			She watched Belmont move the curtain aside, then grope between the slats of the headboard that rested against the window.  The white satin pillow caught the low, clear morning sun from the east.  He pressed his face against the window pane then shrank back, turned, and dashed down the street.  

			Isaac must have been stricken, she thought.  He’d seemed well yesterday evening.  She’d spoken to him outside when he’d returned from work. 

			A few minutes later Medlicott’s buggy pulled up to Ruthman’s house.  Belmont was with him.  She quickly draped a sweater over her shoulders against the morning chill and went out to her front yard.  The doctor looked pale.  His hands trembled as he hitched the horse’s reins to the post.  Belmont ran up to the window, yanked the ax out, and handed it to Medlicott.  He smashed the glass in the bedroom’s adjacent window and climbed in over the sill.  Belmont followed.

			She heard muffled conversation through the open window.  Abruptly, Belmont came tearing out of the front door of the house and raced past her up the street.  Dr. Medlicott must be tending to Mr. Ruthman, she surmised.  He’s probably sent Belmont to fetch medicine, or another doctor.  

			She crossed the yard to Ruthman’s front door.  It was open.  She found Medlicott in Ruthman’s bedroom, leaning against a wooden dresser, reading a pamphlet.  She could see the title in large block letters: MANHOOD! An Essay on the Cause and Cure of Premature Decline in Men.  Startled, Medlicott jerked around and hastily put it back on the dresser. 

			Isaac Ruthman was stretched out on the bed, his body covered with a sheet, his face with a towel.  She noticed the pillow, lying near the side of the headboard, stained with blood and spittle.  There were shards of glass on the floor below the window from the broken pane.

			“Is he dead?” she asked, lifting the towel.  She didn’t need to hear Medlicott’s response.  Ruthman’s face looked like a leaf in winter.  She wondered where the color drains to at the end, this ruddiness of life sapped from skin and veins.  

			“Yes, he’s dead, “Medlicott said, placing his fingers on the side of Ruthman’s throat.  “But he’s warm yet.  Who are you?”

			“Mary Fanning.  I live in the next house.  You might know me by my married name, Mary Apitz.  I know you, Dr. Medlicott.  I’ve seen you visit here often.”

			He blinked, seemingly taken aback.  “I see … yes … Mr. Ruthman was my patient.  Also Mrs. Ruthman.  I’ve sent the son … em … Belmont to the county courthouse.”  He motioned north toward Henry Street.  “The authorities should be here any moment.”

			“Yes, he ran past me.  But I’m bewildered.”  She pointed to Isaac’s body.  “He seemed healthy yesterday evening.  How did he die?”

			Medlicott stepped away from the bed and shoved his hands into his pockets. “I honestly don’t know.”

			She hesitated.  “Do you think it could be suicide?”

			Medlicott stiffened.  “Why would you suggest that?”

			“Why … you had to break in here through that window.  Belmont must have found the bedroom door locked.  I assume Isaac locked himself in here last night.  Why … why else would he do that?”

			Medlicott shrugged.  “I don’t know.  The coroner will determine the cause of death.”

			She looked around the room.  Four windows, two facing east, two north.  A high-backed French bed.  A plain nightstand.  A chest of drawers.  The most expensive piece of furniture was an upright piano in the corner.  Last night, before retiring, Ruthman had folded his coat, vest, trousers, and shirt neatly on top of the piano.  A last rite before suicide.  

			They stood in awkward silence waiting for the authorities.  Medlicott kept checking his pocket watch.  The dead, she thought, imposed this uncomfortable quietude, whether here in Ruthman’s bedroom or in a funeral parlor, forcing us to stare at our own mortality—so feared, so private, so certain.  And yet so uncertain.  That we will pass, we know, but where to, we don’t.  It is how death begets belief.  Faith assures us there is an afterlife when reason whispers there is not.  

			John Hutchings, the Douglas County Attorney, arrived first, on foot.  He had a full head of short red hair.  In the light it looked as if it had sprouted in patches.  His cheeks and forehead were peppered with freckles that age had not matured away.  He introduced himself, mumbled that the others were right behind, and checked the body on the bed. 

			“He’s dead?”  Hutchings glanced questioningly at Medlicott.

			“Yes.”

			Three other men came into the bedroom.  Mary recognized them.  Andrew Carnes, the County Marshal, sporting a large, silver five-pointed badge on the front of his jacket.  Charles Chadwick, judge and County Coroner.  She’d attended his speeches in Lawrence in favor of women’s suffrage.  And Andrew Sharman, whose reporting in the Lawrence Daily Journal she thought was more recitation than journalism.  Buggies pulled up outside the house.  Dr. William Saunders and two other town physicians, Samuel Morse and Alonzo Fuller, hurried in, each carrying a leather medical bag.

			Judge Chadwick yanked the sheet from the body.  Ruthman’s right hand was folded across his chest over his night shirt.  His left hand still grasped the whiskers of his mustache.  Saunders bent over Ruthman’s face, then pointed to the froth around his lips and the blood and spittle on the pillow.  He turned to Chadwick, motioning toward Mary with a quizzical, almost sheepish, expression.

			“Judge, we … er … we need to remove his underclothes.  Perhaps the lady should … er … be excused from the room.”  Saunders’ round face turned red.  He was short, slim, and had a stubble of yellow-blond hair that looked to Mary like a cropped hay field.

			The other men stared at Mary, who was leaning against the piano in the corner.  She folded her arms and flashed a defiant smile.  “Gentlemen, I am Mary Apitz, married to Frederick Apitz.  I’ve conceived two sons.  And, although my name is also Mary, I assure you those conceptions were not immaculate.  I know the nude male body.  No part of Mr. Ruthman will be a surprise or seem indelicate.  Please proceed.”

			Judge Chadwick nodded at her with a hint of admiration, then flicked his hand toward the bed.  Saunders and Morse stripped the long night shirt from Ruthman’s body.  

			“His skin is warm,” Saunders remarked, “especially around the heart … almost lifelike to the touch.  He appears to be dead, but strangely still animate.  As if his eyes ought to open and his chest heave.”   

			Hutchings, the County Attorney, ordered the doctors to try to resuscitate Ruthman.  They applied heated bricks and hot water to his chest, then attempted to shock the heart to life with a galvanic battery.  But Ruthman’s eyes remained shut and his chest still. 

			“Judge,” Saunders finally declared, “Mr. Ruthman is undoubtedly dead.”  He covered the corpse with the bed sheet.  The shroud, Mary thought, that final, wordless verdict.

			Heavy footsteps sounded on the wooden porch.  A policeman in a blue uniform ushered six stern-looking men through the doorway. 

			“Good,” Chadwick grunted, motioning to the policeman.  “Dr. Medlicott, this is Deputy Marshal Jim Wright.  He will take you to another room in this house where you will enjoy his company.   And Jim, escort the good lady … Mrs. Apitz outside to the porch.

			Mary planted herself outside Ruthman’s broken window, determined to witness the proceedings.  Chadwick shook hands with each of the six men, asked them to raise their right hands, and swore them in as the coroner’s jury.  “For the record,” he stated, “the inquest into the cause of death of Isaac Miles Ruthman is now in session.”  

			Marshal Carnes and Hutchings began a methodical search of Ruthman’s bedroom.  In the drawer of his nightstand Hutchings discovered two boxes of medicinal powder.  Carnes rummaged through Ruthman’s clothes on top of the piano.  Between the vest and the coat he found a memorandum book.  Carnes adjusted his spectacles and paged through it. 

			“Ho!”  He held up the memorandum book, triumphantly.  “The last entry.  It’s a letter.  Ruthman wrote it last night.  To his wife.” 

			 

		


		
			THREE

			Thursday, April 27, 1871

			Read it, Mr. Carnes,” Judge Chadwick ordered.  “Out loud.” 

			Darling, the Doctor—I mean Dr. Medlicott—gave me a quinine powder Wednesday night April 26th.  The effects are these: I have a terrible sensation of a rush of blood to the head, and my skin burns and itches.  I am becoming numb and blind.  I can scarcely hold my pencil and cannot keep my mind steady.  Perspiration stands out all over my body, and I feel terribly.  The clock has just struck eleven, and I took the medicine about 10:30 pm.  I write this so that if I never see you again you may have my body examined, and see what the trouble is.  Good-bye, and ever remember my last thoughts were of you.  I cannot see to write more.  God bless you, and may we meet in heaven.

			Your loving hubbie, I. M. Ruthman.

			Marshal Carnes handed Ruthman’s memorandum book to Chadwick.  He glanced at the letter and passed it to the others.  

			“Dr. Saunders,” Chadwick asked, “what would you say about the symptoms that Mr. Ruthman describes?”

			“The effects of a narcotic,” Saunders declared without hesitation.  “Look at the last few lines.  They’re more scrawled than written.  His hand became increasingly less steady.  We’ll need to test his organs and his stomach contents.”  The two other doctors, Morse, and Fuller, agreed.  

			A cool wind began blowing down Kentucky Street from the north.  Mary pulled the sweater tighter around her shoulders and leaned against the sash of the open window. 

			“Gentlemen!” Hutchings called out, holding up a vest in one hand and a stubby pencil in the other.  “Found it in Ruthman’s vest pocket.  He wrote the letter, then put the memorandum book on his coat over there.”  Hutchings pointed to the piano.  “Then he put the pencil into his vest pocket, took off the vest and folded it on top of the book.  When he undressed for bed, he put his trousers and shirt on top of the vest.” 

			Chadwick grunted.  “Get the good doctor back in here.  But no mention of Ruthman’s letter.”  He handed the memorandum book to Hutchings. 

			Medlicott was of medium-build, with a wave of black hair smartly parted on the side, a broad forehead, deep-set blue eyes, bushy eyebrows, small ears, and a full black mustache and beard.  He wore a black coat, vest, and a thin-ribbon cravat tied loosely around the collar of his white shirt.  His countenance was distinguished, almost arrogant, such that he looked older than his thirty-one years.  His mouth, at times, curled upward in a bemused display that men took for confidence and women found seductive.  So too was the effect of the slight Irish brogue that curled his voice around his words.  

			“Dr. Medlicott,” Chadwick began, “tell us how you knew Mr. Ruthman.”

			Medlicott leaned against the piano and smiled.  “As all are aware, I have been Mr. and Mrs. Ruthman’s physician for about two years.  Ever since they came here from St. Louis.  Isaac and I have also been friends.  We often played chess.  We did so yesterday evening when I visited him.”

			“What time was that?”

			“From about 8:30 to 9:30, I think.  Perhaps a bit later.  We played three games, then I left.”

			Chadwick raised his eyebrows. “Indeed!  Three games of chess in one hour.  Interesting.  At a minute-a-move, that’s sixty moves for three games, twenty per game, ten by you, ten by Mr. Ruthman.  Doesn’t allow for much thinking, does it?  Course you don’t need to think about the first move—pawn to King four.”

			Medlicott stroked his beard.  “I see you know chess.  I prefer pawn to Bishop three … em … Queen’s Bishop three.”

			Chadwick grunted, as if he now knew how to beat Medlicott in ten moves.  “Yes, well, was there anything amiss with Mr. Ruthman?  Anything ailing him?”

			“No,” Medlicott shook his head.  “But in the past month he has complained about chills as well as dumb ague.”

			Chadwick frowned.  “Ague?  What is that?”

			“It’s a form of malaria.  Last Saturday … em … perhaps it was Sunday, I gave him a prescription for quinine and sugar.  You can verify it at Riker’s Drug Store.”

			“We will.”  Chadwick nodded at Marshal Carnes.  “Have you issued him other prescriptions recently?”

			“None except for the quinine powder.  I noticed he had other medications here.  Blue mass pills.”

			“What are those for?”

			“A variety of ailments … with varying outcomes, I would add.  They’re prescribed mostly for syphilis.  I don’t think Mr. Ruthman … no … never mind.  It’s also given for constipation, melancholia, tuberculosis, toothaches.  And to women for the pain of childbirth.”  

			Chadwick cleared his throat.  “Indeed.  Do you know the ingredients?”

			“Yes, but their proportions can vary.  It depends on the apothecary … on who prepares it.  Usually, a third is mercury, another third is rose oil, a quarter is hollyhock, with small amounts of milk sugar and licorice for taste.  I have read that Mr. Lincoln regularly partook of blue mass pills for his melancholia.”

			“Indeed,” Chadwick said again.  “Did Ruthman take other medications?”

			“Apparently.  There is a bottle of Mishler’s Herb Bitters on his dresser.”  Medlicott picked it up and read the label out loud.  “‘Protects the physique against the evil tendency of an imprisoned atmosphere, or any morbid influence productive of disease.’  I told him it was snake oil.  Any quantity of whiskey would do the same!  Not long ago he asked me about Woodward’s Blood and Liver Renovator.”  Medlicott laughed, derisively.  “It’s a potion.  Made here in Lawrence by Woodward.  Isaac thought he suffered from a torpid liver.  Woodward is a charlatan.  I advised Mr. Ruthman against it.”

			“Did he listen to you?”

			“I don’t know.”  

			“Dr. Medlicott, did you administer any medicines to Mr. Ruthman last evening?”

			Medlicott began fiddling with his pocket watch, opening and closing the lid, as if it would make the interrogation end sooner.  “Absolutely not!  Not last evening, nor at any other time.  I prescribe, I don’t administer.   He didn’t complain to me of any ailment last night … and didn’t ask for anything.  As I said, we played three games of chess in this room and I left at about 9:30.” 

			“Was Mrs. Ruthman present?”  Chadwick asked.

			“No,” he shook his head. “Isaac said she went to Leavenworth to visit a friend.  But I believe her children were here.  Belmont … em … Mrs. Ruthman’s son, came in here for a moment last evening.”

			“I see.  How did you come to find the body this morning?”

			Medlicott straightened up and put his watch in his pocket.  “Belmont summoned me at my home on Massachusetts Street.”

			“What time was that?”

			“Shortly after eight o’clock.  He said he wasn’t sure, but was afraid his stepfather was unconscious … or dead.  He couldn’t raise him.  The bedroom door was locked from the inside.  I came immediately with Belmont.  We broke Ruthman’s window with an ax and climbed in.  I checked Mr. Ruthman for a pulse or other signs of life.  There were none.  Belmont implored me to do more, to save him.  I told him I couldn’t.  He was dead.  I immediately sent Belmont to the county courthouse to notify the authorities.”

			The door to the bedroom opened.  Jim Wright, the Deputy Marshal, came in and handed Chadwick an envelope.  The judge pulled out a single sheet of paper, read it, grunted, and handed it to Carnes.  “This inquest is adjourned until two o’clock this afternoon.  Mr. Carnes, as County Marshal, do your duty.”

			Carnes immediately grabbed Medlicott by the elbow.  “Dr. Medlicott, I have here a warrant for your arrest on the charge of feloniously killing Isaac Miles Ruthman.”

			Mary saw Medlicott grimace, but he didn’t seem surprised.  Hutchings ordered him to empty his pockets.  In his billfold they found a photograph of Mrs. Ruthman and two handwritten poems, unsigned.  Hutchings held them up to Medlicott.

			“Did she write these … Mrs. Ruthman?”

			“Yes,” Medlicott said, without hesitation, then let a sardonic grin creep across his face.  “But not for me.”

			 

		


		
			FOUR

			Fanning’s Daybook

			Thursday, April 27, 1871

			At noon today they arrested Medlicott for the murder of my neighbor, Isaac Ruthman.  Isaac is his second victim.  His first was his wife, Sarah.  Julia and I know he poisoned her December last.  I remember her funeral, her body being lowered into the underworld beneath the snow and the soil.  An icy wind blew across the cemetery, death’s crier howling between the gravestones.  Medlicott was there.  But not, it seemed, the mistress for whom he killed.  

			The notice of Sarah’s passing from the local newspaper was straightforward and decent.  But her death wasn’t.

			KANSAS DAILY TRIBUNE

			DECEMBER 16, 1870

			DEATH OF MRS. MEDLICOTT.— It is with sorrow we record the death yesterday of Mrs. Sarah Medlicott, wife of Dr. John J. Medlicott of this city.  We did not intrude upon the sorrows of the family further than to learn that apoplexy was the cause of her sudden and unexpected demise.  All that medical skill could do was resorted to by Dr. Medlicott and his colleague, Dr. Albert Newman, but without avail.  With her bereaved husband a large circle of friends mourns her untimely departure.

			Beneath these words is interred the heinous truth.  This we know, Julia and I.  Sarah had not been ill with any maladies.  She had told us a week earlier how much she was looking forward to witnessing the great solar eclipse.  She hadn’t ever seen one, the moon shadowing the sun, blotting day into night, a disquieting instant when orbits collide.  She didn’t live to see it.

			Sarah was the epitome of goodness, never speaking an ill word of any soul.  But, in my kitchen a month before she died, whiskey loosened her reserve.  She began to confide in Julia and me about her John.  At fifty-one, she once again felt flushed with womanhood.  It had lain fallow all those years as a widow.  Then John had awakened it in Hagerstown.  They’d met during the last year of the war when he’d been stricken with malaria in Maryland and placed in her boarding house to convalesce.

			At first, she did not even conceive of his interest.  In her mind, she had long metamorphosed into sensual senescence.  It was the natural course of things, she’d thought, this molting, this shedding of desire to age and solitude.

			Then, slowly, it began to flicker, a radiance in the barrens.  She helped tend his feverish heat with cold compresses against his skin.  It immersed her in the smell and sinew of his young body.  To her astonishment, there awakened waves of unsettling desire, tremulous, yet wonderful.  She knew it in the bloom in her face, in the quiver of her skin, in the deep strum in her body.  

			At dinners, on walks, in her room at the boarding house, there grew an intimacy of words and silence.  Her apprehension lessened.  She grew to trust him.  Only then did she allow herself to accept that she could be coveted, and covet in turn; that he was genuinely smitten with her as he had never been with a younger woman; that he found her maturity, her companionship, reassuring, even beguiling; that she could be confident in the sweet seduction of her body, luring her repeatedly to his bed, and him to hers. 

			But now in marriage, in the two years since arriving in Lawrence, he rarely reached for her, either for romance or relations.  She was worried that he was reaching for other women.  One in particular.  But she would not tell us who until she was certain.  Then she would confront her.  She knew where this woman lived.  She’d seen John’s buggy in front of her house.  

			Then, three days before her death, Sarah came unexpectedly to Julia’s door.  Sarah was distraught, her face ashen, her body shivering in a cold panic.  She told Julia she’d had a wondrous joy to share, but John had turned it monstrous, something much worse than John’s suspected infidelity. 

			And here tragedy ensued.  Julia never learned the reason for Sarah’s distress.  Julia had already hitched up her buggy to run medicines to her young daughter, Bess, at her farm beyond the Wakarusa River, south of Lawrence.  Bess’s child had come down with a severe influenza.  Her husband, Ben, was away buying hay in Vinland.  Julia promised Sarah she’d whip the horse and hurry back that afternoon.

			An hour after Julia set off, a fierce blizzard blew in from the west, burying the prairie in deep, white unruly humps.  The road vanished under snowdrifts swept by the winds over stubble and fence lines.  Julia did not reach her daughter’s farm until twilight.  She stayed the night with her daughter and infant grandson.  For the next two days the road remained impassable.  On the third day the skies cleared.  In the late afternoon, she saw the snow warden inch past the farm, four horses hitched to a giant metal roller that tamped down the snow.

			Before dawn the next morning, Julia set off for Lawrence.  The white expanse of the plains rolled into shadow and light under a brilliant moon.  A few, tall wooden fence posts jutted above the snow drifts, keeping her from veering off the road. 

			Julia arrived at Sarah’s house near seven-thirty in the morning.  A small crowd milled about outside in the snow and the dark.  Inside, Julia found John Medlicott and, to her surprise, her husband, Albert, hovering over Sarah’s body in the kitchen.  She was dead, face down on the floor, mouth open in a pool of vomit.  Her body was still warm.

			Medlicott told Julia and Albert that he’d left before dinner the previous evening to be with a patient through the night, that he’d come home an hour ago and discovered his wife lying on the kitchen floor.  He’d felt for her pulse and tried in vain to resuscitate her.  Desperate for the aid of another physician, he said he’d ran and fetched Albert Newman.  He and Julia live a block away, on Vermont.  

			Medlicott concluded Sarah had died sometime after midnight of a sudden apoplexy.  Initially, Albert was skeptical.  He pointed out the red eyes, the flushed skin, the irritated lining of her mouth.  He asked Medlicott whether Sarah could have ingested an alkaloid powder.

			Medlicott shook his head, brushed his hand over Sarah’s face and closed her eyes.  Julia heard Medlicott whisper “your goodness, overtaken, has spirited you from me to heaven.”  Then he stood up, reached for the death certificate, wrote “apoplexy,” handed it to Albert, and said, “I trust, Dr. Newman, you will agree.”  Julia watched Albert sign the paper.  

			The undertakers arrived, wrapped Sarah’s body, carried it outside, and placed it in the wagon.  Julia grabbed the bottle of Old Overholt whiskey from Sarah’s cabinet, sat down at the kitchen table, and drank a bitter, silent eulogy.  She noticed the platter with an apple pie near the end of the table.  A large triangular piece was missing.  Sarah must have baked it the previous evening, not knowing it would be dessert for a last supper. 

			Afterward, Julia recounted, she berated Albert, insisting that he report his suspicions to the County Attorney, to John Hutchings.  Or, by God, she would!  She’d tell Hutchings that if Sarah had suffered an apoplectic palsy it hadn’t been incited by a natural seizure from within, but by an evil agent from without.  

			The next morning, Albert dutifully visited Hutchings’ second-floor office on Massachusetts Street.  He told him that he could not discount poison in Sarah Medlicott’s death, that an autopsy and chemical tests of the stomach contents were in order.

			Hutchings declined.  Medlicott, he cautioned, was a well-respected physician here, undeserving of aspersions.  And he advised Albert not to change the cause of death now on the certificate.  The townspeople would perceive it as a sign of his medical indecision.  It would harm his practice.  Albert capitulated.  Apoplexy remained the stated cause of death.

			Julia was furious.  That afternoon, she trudged up Vermont through the snow to my house and, once inside, embraced me, as I did her.  

			 

		


		
			FIVE

			Thursday, April 27, 1871

			At two o’clock in the afternoon, Judge Chadwick reconvened the post-mortem and inquest into the death of Isaac Ruthman.  Hutchings and the six jurors moved Ruthman’s body from the bed to a large wooden table they’d carried in from another room.  Mary stood outside by the broken window.  Medlicott was in the County Jail three blocks away, escorted there by Marshal Carnes.  

			Dr. Saunders removed the sheet from Ruthman’s corpse, took a hacksaw and scalpel from his satchel, and began the autopsy.  With the saw he split the ribcage above the heart and lungs.  Then, with the scalpel, he sliced open the abdominal cavity to expose the internal organs.  Ruthman’s heart, liver, and stomach appeared to be healthy, but the lungs were completely engorged with blood.  Finally, Saunders sawed open Ruthman’s skull.  The brain was normal, except that more blood should have been present in the vessels and membranes.  Saunders removed the stomach, one kidney, and portions of the lungs, liver, and spleen for analysis, placed them into a large glass jar, and sealed it with wax. 

			“How long before the tests for poison are complete?” Chadwick asked.

			“At least four days,” Saunders said. 

			Chadwick adjourned the inquest until Friday of the following week, May 5.  At the telegraph office on Massachusetts, Hutchings sent a telegram to Kate Ruthman at her friend’s house in Leavenworth saying that her husband had died, and asked her to return to Lawrence on the evening train.  Then he crossed the street to the office of T. Dwight Thacher, editor and proprietor of the Journal. 

			“Off the record, Dwight.  Suggest to your intrepid reporter, Mr. Sharman, to remind the Journal’s readers of the sudden and unexpected death of Mrs. Sarah Medlicott last December.  I expect there will be published rumors that the County authorities intend to exhume her body for analysis.  Of course, I will deny them.”

			Dwight Thacher was a tall man with a long set of whiskers that, despite the heavy coat of wax, wiggled slightly when he laughed.  “Understood, Hutch.  But you should know that my cousin, Solon, has undertaken to represent the good doctor.  Along with Nevison.  Nevertheless, this will stay between us.”

			That afternoon, Mary called on her neighbor, Henry Bush, a widower who lived with his daughter, Margaret, and son-in-law, Dr. Rice, in the house directly north of Ruthman’s.  Had he, Mary asked, seen or heard anything the night before?  Bush was short and bald, which Mary regularly thought was fate’s version of humor.  

			“Interesting that you ask.  I did not.  But daughter Margaret did.  She told me this morning that she’d been awakened in the night by a noise outside by the Ruthman’s house.  It scared her.  She said it sounded like someone shutting a door or window, then walking away.”

			“Did she see who it was?”

			“No.”  Bush paused. “There’s another thing,” he said, his voice suddenly hushed, his eyes darting back and forth toward the street, as if he was afraid of being overheard. “Yesterday, I was outside on my porch … in the late morning.  I’m ashamed to say I overheard them arguing.  Their front door was open.”

			“Who?”  

			“Isaac and Kate.  Ill words.  He was berating her.  About her entertaining Dr. Medlicott.” Bush looked around again.  “About his frequent visits to the house.”

			“What did she say?”

			“She called him a jealous fool … no better than her first husband.  Then she came out of the house carrying a bag.  The coach for the train station was waiting on the street.  She turned and shouted through the open door that she’d be back in a few days.  Then she left.” 

			Mary was aware of Medlicott’s visits to the Ruthman house, three or four times a week, usually when Isaac was at work at the Tribune.  Medlicott would stay for extended periods.  At times, he’d drive by in his buggy and not stop.  Mary had noticed there would be a newspaper covering the window in Kate’s upstairs bedroom that faced the street.  It seemed she was signaling when Isaac was home.  Kate didn’t appear to suffer from any ailments that required the good doctor’s frequent presence.  Rather, public opinion was well formed that Medlicott’s anatomical attention to Kate was amatory, not medical. 

			At eight-thirty Thursday evening, twelve hours after her husband had been found dead, Kate Ruthman and her friend from Leavenworth, Emma Gooding, stepped down from the train in Lawrence.  At her home on Kentucky Street, Kate found Isaac’s bedroom padlocked and Deputy Marshal Jim Wright stationed outside in his blue uniform.  He could not let her in, he said, without the County Attorney’s permission.  

			Kate stormed up the two blocks to the new county building on the corner of Vermont and Henry streets.  Without knocking, she strode into Hutchings’ office.

			“My husband is dead, Mr. Hutchings.  I’m extremely upset, as you can imagine.  I’m also infuriated!  I returned from Leavenworth, as your telegram instructed, and went to my home.” 

			She was wearing a green velvet hat with a cockade of blue and yellow feathers that hung down over the wide brim.  Abruptly, she reached back, pulled out a long hatpin from her tangle of black hair, and placed the hat on Hutchings’ desk. 

			“I demand,” she jabbed the air with the hatpin, pointing it directly at his eyes, “that you instruct that policeman to unlock that bedroom door.  I demand to see my late husband’s body.”  

			Hutchings shifted in his chair.  He was exhausted.  He’d stayed late, preparing for the prosecution of another case tomorrow.  And he was short on patience, especially for pretended wifely indignation from Medlicott’s mistress. 

			“I am sorry, Mrs. Ruthman.  My deepest condolences.  I know you have suffered a terrible shock.  But, I’m afraid the bedroom is the scene of a possible crime.  It is still under investigation.  We’ll be done on Tuesday.  You’ll be free to view the body then.”  He didn’t tell her about the autopsy, that her husband’s body was sliced open from skull to abdomen.  

			“Crime!  What crime?” Kate retorted.  “Never mind!  I will not stay in that house.  Not with the body of my deceased husband moldering on his bed.  Tonight, I will book rooms until Tuesday at the Central Hotel for myself, my children, and my friend Miss Gooding.”

			She stood up, grabbed her hat and pinned it to her hair.  “And I will tell the proprietor, Charles Apitz, to send the bill to this office, Mr. Hutchings.  Worry not, Charles will give us a good rate.  I am a neighbor of his brother, Frederick Apitz, and Frederick’s wife, Mary.  They live in the house next to mine.”

			 

		


		
			SIX

			Sunday, April 30, 1871

			On Friday, April 28, the day after Isaac Miles Ruthman succumbed to poison and John J. Medlicott was arrested for his murder, Mary sent John Speer, owner and editor of the Kansas Daily Tribune, a leather whip.  The following Sunday, the paper exulted:

			A WHIP.— Editors sometimes have reason to fear whips, and at other times may attempt to ‘whip the devil around the stump,’ but they seldom receive presents so handsome as a whip sent up from Mr. Frederick Apitz’ shop by Mrs. Mary Apitz, who has charge of the business while her husband is absent selling goods in Texas.  It is the most beautiful article.

			At noon, Mary strode through a warm, blustery wind down the wood-planked sidewalk to 64 Massachusetts Street, climbed the flight of stairs, and surprised Speer in his office.  She wore a tapered blue skirt that buttoned up the front, without frills or ruffles, so as not to distract from the earnestness of her words.  Folded in her hand was the morning Tribune.

			“Mr. Speer.  Thank you for the kind comments in your notice this morning.  I’ll come straight to the point.  I’m not here for niceties.  I want your newspaper to hire me to ‘whip the devil around the stump,’ as you put it.”  She tossed the paper onto his desk.  

			“Indeed!” Speer uttered, amused.

			“Yes.  The ‘stump’ is the story.  The ‘devil’ is the truth in its telling.  However, only men do the telling in your newspaper.  And in the competition—the Journal.  Not to mention that rag, the Democratic Standard.  The Tribune needs a woman, Mr. Speer.  Half your readers are women.  Perhaps more.  They want to know how the female mind circles the stump … how a woman judges politics, people, industry, fashion.”

			Speer looked older and distinguished for his years, his hair and narrow beard having turned prematurely grey in his late forties.  He’d also become somewhat rotund, the product of many good meals as the Tribune’s chief pundit, many of them enjoyed on the trains to Washington and New York, and in the fine restaurants in those cities.  He was a Republican in state and federal politics, strongly opposed to slavery.  His work took him east more often than most Kansans.  Both of his sons, John Jr. and Robert, had been killed by Quantrell’s men.  His Tribune office and press were ransacked and demolished.  Nevertheless, four days after the raid, Speer had traveled to Topeka to chronicle the names of the victims and a description of the slaughter.  John Jr. had been found in the press room under mounds of scattered type, shot twice.  Robert’s body was never recovered.  Speer’s wife, Elizabeth, was pregnant at the time of the raid., but the new baby did not cure her melancholy.

			Speer leaned forward until his belly grazed his large mahogany desk, pulled open a drawer, took out a cigar, clipped off one end, and lit it.  

			“Would you like one, Mrs. Apitz?”  

			“‘Fanning,’ Mr. Speer.  It’s my maiden name.  I prefer it.”

			Speer, momentarily puzzled, scrunched up his brow, then nodded and held out a cigar.  “Very well … would you like one, Mrs. … er … or Miss Fanning?”

			She grinned.  “Thank you, not now.  I would take a cigarette, though, if you had one.”

			Speer chuckled.  “Ah, I see you’ve read our front-page story.”  Speer pointed to the column headline in the Tribune.  

			TELEGRAPH FROM ENGLAND

			The Newest Industrial Wonder: Tobacco Rolled By Machine Into Perfect Cigarettes

			“Yes, I saw it,” Mary acknowledged.  “Lucky Strike promises to bring them to America soon.  Less fussy than rolling one’s own.  And they won’t rot the teeth, unlike chewing tobacco.”  Frederick’s gums had come to resemble a brown irrigation ditch.

			“All true,” Speer said, leaning back in his chair.  “Tell me, Mrs. Apitz … er … Fanning, what did you think of this article?”  

			Mary picked up the paper and skimmed the column.  “Well, Mr. Speer, I would call this an advertisement for the tobacco company, not journalism.  It touts the company’s proclamations that smoking cigarettes is the newest fashion in weight loss.  Perfect, it says, for women desiring a trim figure.  Did anyone ask us?  Clearly scripted by men who desire women of such silhouettes.”

			Speer chuckled.  “Well, had you written it, what would you have said to our women readers?  Please, be candid.” 

			Mary placed the newspaper in front of Speer and jabbed her finger at the large illustration below the headline.  “See that!  I would have written, ‘Notice the English lady in her fine clothes.  Look at her body.  See how the skirt and bodice are drawn tight to exaggerate her slim waist, her full bust, her narrow hips.’”  

			Speer turned red.  

			“No need to blush, Mr. Speer.  I would also have written, ‘Look at the woman’s face, her coy smile, the cigarette she’s holding in her gloved hand.  It’s a sophisticated glove––long, slim, white.  The smoke from the cigarette is wafting toward a group of men clearly taken with this modern woman.  And with the intimate promise of her accentuated contours.  Dear readers, if I were the woman in this illustration, I’d have that cigarette in one hand.  But in the other I’d be holding a ballot and a shot of whiskey.  Yes, smoke and drink have arrived for the modern woman.  When, then, the right to vote?’”

			Speer, still red, puffed on his cigar and squinted at Mary, as if a veil had slipped from her face.  “Interesting.  Sounds more like opinion than reporting.”

			Mary frowned at him.  “Mr. Speer, all reporting is opinion.  What you, as editor, choose to say or not say, print or not print.”  She pointed at the headline above two columns on the front page: ‘More Details Revealed on the Ruthman Case.’  “Since Thursday, every article in the Journal has convicted Medlicott of murder.  And your paper has all but concluded suicide.”

			Speer flicked a half-inch of ashes into a round metal bowl on his desk.  “Well, those are not opinions, just the only two options.  Either Medlicott dispatched Ruthman with some disguised potion.  Or Ruthman dispatched himself over his philandering wife.  I have sources.  They tell me that the Journal will raise the rumor that the death of Mrs. Sarah Medlicott is highly suspicious.  Poisoned, like Mr. Ruthman.”

			“Rumor is not journalism, Mr. Speer,” Mary stated.  “I was a good friend of Sarah’s.  So was Julia Newman.  You know her husband, Dr. Albert Newman.  Remember?  He beat—”

			“Yes,” Speer wiggled the cigar at her.  “Sheriff Walker’s boy … that school mess.  It’s unforgivable.  The trial is a week from now, on Saturday.  Unless the parties settle before then.  People are incensed.  They want it argued openly in court.”

			“Rightly so.  What you might not know is that Dr. Newman was also involved in Mrs. Medlicott’s post mortem.  It was he who Medlicott first summoned to attend to Sarah that morning … when he found her dead.  Mrs. Julia Newman, too, was there.  She heard them discuss—”  Mary stopped and smiled at him.  “Suffice it to say, Mr. Speer, that there are facts unknown to the Journal … or the Tribune.”

			“Tell me.”  He eagerly leaned forward and chomped down on his cigar.

			“In time, Mr. Speer.”  Mary pulled up a chair and sat down.  “But not before I am a paid Tribune correspondent.  As Margaret Fuller was for the New York Tribune.  Horace Greeley hired her.  You could claim a kinship, Mr. Speer—you and Greeley.  Both Republican, both modernists, both pioneers. 

			Speer sat back and reached for the box of matches.  His cigar had gone out.  “I’m listening.”

			“Good.  My credentials are excellent.  From Shakespeare and Chaucer I learned the state of man.  From Darwin I learned the descent of man—his book was published three months ago.  From Lincoln I learned the equality of man.  By the way, Mr. Speer, do you know that Darwin and Lincoln were born on the same day in the same year, February 12, 1809?”

			Speer lit his cigar and puffed on it until the end glowed.  “No, I did not.”

			“Both have taught humanity to be humble.  As did Galileo.  We are not at the center of anything—not the solar system, not creation, not race.”

			Speer raised his eyebrows.  “Interesting.  You are well read for—”

			“A woman,” Mary interjected.  She picked up the cigar that Speer had offered her and sniffed it.  “Mr. Speer, I have trained my mind in science and my pen in writing.  I was the first one to see Dr. Medlicott on Thursday morning outside the Ruthman house.  I was the third one to see Mr. Ruthman’s body on his bed—before the Journal reporter, before the authorities.  And I am the only one who could tell Tribune readers about the mysterious man in Mr. Ruthman’s bedroom at eleven o’clock the previous evening.  Or what Sarah Medlicott knew about her husband … and feared.  Or what Mrs. Ruthman may be willing to confide in a well-read woman.”

			She put the cigar back on his desk and stood up.  “I expect a stipend, Mr. Speer, if not a salary.  And credit as a Tribune correspondent.  Under the name ‘Mary Fanning.’”

			 

		


		
			SEVEN

			Fanning’s Daybook

			Sunday, April 30, 1871

			I became a Tribune correspondent today—as Mary Fanning.  “Apitz” is Frederick’s surname.  I’ve always despised it.  The rawness of the sound, almost painful, like a wound.  “Apitz” comes from “spitz.”  It is German for “sharp” or “point,” like a crude stick to poke out an eye.  I have kept it from being annealed to my name.  Worse than the sound, it smacked of chattel.  I was Mary Eliza Fanning at birth, Fanning in childhood, and Fanning when I married at twenty-two.  Fanning it will stay.

			I warned Frederick of this.  He pretended not to hear.  He thought it would pass, like a winter colic.  It didn’t.  

			He’s been away since Thursday, in Texas selling hides.  He will not be pleased when he returns and learns that my views will now be public, in a newspaper.  Julia will be proud.  She’ll be here with me this afternoon.  

			Speer is enlightened.  He tells me I am the first woman journalist west of the Mississippi, and only the second west of the Hudson.  Mary Ames writes a column, “A Woman’s Letter From Washington,” for the Independent in New York.  Yet another ‘Mary.’

			I asked Speer whether I should reveal in the Tribune what Frederick saw last Wednesday night when Mr. Ruthman died.  Frederick came home from work about eleven o’clock and noticed the light in Isaac’s bedroom.  The curtain was partially raised.  Isaac was sitting on the bed, still dressed in his shirt and vest.  But he was bent over, his hands clasped around his stomach, his face contorted in apparent pain.  Alarmed, Frederick said he started toward Ruthman’s door, but stopped almost instantly.  He thought there was someone else in the bedroom, a man standing in the shadows in the front corner.  Frederick couldn’t see his face.  It was hidden by the curtain.  Was it Medlicott?  

		


		
			EIGHT

			Monday, May 1, 1871

			They made love, unhurried, in the stillness of the early afternoon.  Outside the window, a flock of crows rustled the branches and leaves of an oak tree, cawing at one another.  Mary propped herself up on her elbow and moved a wisp of hair from Julia’s forehead.  

			“Your Albert’s trial is Saturday.” 

			“I know.” 

			“Will you go?” 

			“No!” Julia stated, emphatically.

			 “I will.  For the Tribune.  Speer is furious at the Journal for defending Albert.  So are the parents of the other students.  The Tribune has received a number of letters.  Did you see the one Speer published today?”

			“No,” Julia said.  “Albert went off with the paper this morning.  He probably didn’t want me to see it.”

			“Here.”  Mary reached for the Tribune on the nightstand.  “Front page.”

			 RAW-HIDING SCHOOL CHILDREN

			Monday May 1, 1871

			ED. TRIBUNE:  On Thursday morning last, Sheriff Samuel Walker’s son, Oliver, aged 12 years, acted noisily or boisterously going up the steps of the school.  The teacher called him up for punishment.  He held forth the palm of his hand when commanded to do so until she had struck him several blows with a rawhide and had cut a gash in the palm, about an inch long.  He then withdrew his hand and refused a number of times to hold it up to receive more.  She then took the rawhide and struck him over the head.  Before the next blow, he seized the cowhide and held it so that she could not strike him.

			She then sent for Dr. Albert Newman, the Superintendent of our schools.  When he arrived, he called up the boy to have his blows finished.  The boy refused to hold out his hand or submit to any more whipping.  The Superintendent then violently assaulted him.  The other pupils say he “struck him on the side of the head and knocked him down,” and in a cruel and brutal manner beat the boy with the rawhide.  The boy got up and, as before, in the same cruel and brutal manner, the Superintendent beat the boy again.  And a third time.  The boy’s back and legs were all welted over with thick, bruised ridges, and his neck bore the marks of violence from the Superintendent’s fingers.  He begged, while being beaten, for some of the boys to go for his father.  When, at last, he got all the whipping that the Superintendent wanted to give him, the boy staggered out the door.

			This brutal affair cannot be covered up by the Journal, nor excuses made by that newspaper to absolve the Superintendent, nor his attempt to represent the brutal whipping of a 12-year-old boy as the only alternative to letting the boy “run the schools.”  It is an outrage on the people of Lawrence for any man to go into our schools to whip our children with a rawhide.  He should not only be hooted at by the community at large, but should be made to suffer the penalty of the law for such a gross outrage.  Even semi-barbarous people have gotten beyond the rawhide!  We want no more whipping in our schools.  And if the Superintendent is not able to govern his passions better, or not let his passions run away with his sense (if he has any), he should not seek such a position from the public.

			Mr. Editor, should Dr. Newman desire to know the author of this statement, please give him my name in full.

			A. CITIZEN 

			Julia let the paper drop to the bed and sat up, cross-legged, against a pillow.  The afternoon sun through the window stenciled the curtain onto her naked shoulders.  Her long brown hair spilled over her breasts.

			“Albert asked me to testify on his behalf … to his character.  I refused.  I would have to tell the truth … that he’s violent.”  Julia paused, reached over to the nightstand for the metal flask, unscrewed the cap, and took a short swig of the whiskey.  

			“I’ve never told you this,” Julia continued, bowing her head, as if ashamed.  “One night in winter, he beat me.  He woke … aroused.  I was asleep.  He pushed me down on my stomach, then clambered on top of me.  I told him ‘no’ over and over.  I told him to stop.  But he didn’t.  He … he became incensed.”

			Mary sat up, put her hand under Julia’s chin and raised it up.  Only then did she see the fury in her eyes.  “Did … did he hurt you?”

			“Damn him, he did,” Julia blurted, her voice indignant.  “He smacked me on the back of the head.  Then he wrestled open my legs and tried to force himself into me.  But I managed to squirm out from under him and escape the bed.  I ran to the kitchen.  He came after me in his nightclothes, swinging his leather strop, swearing like a madman.  He began whipping me.  I screamed at him to stop … that I would yield!”

			Julia rolled her hands into two fists and placed them over her breasts.  “When he stepped back, I grabbed the carving knife from the drawer and stuck it up against his throat.  Then I took hold of him under his nightshirt.  I told him I would cut it off in his sleep if he ever mounted me again against my will.”

			“Has he tried since?”

			“No.  And I don’t want him to.  But I fear him.  Albert has a rage.  His father would beat him.  It’s a rage bequeathed.  It simmers within him, like a devil’s wrath.  Once unleashed he becomes possessed.  I’m sure that’s what happened at the school … with the Walker boy.  He’s a monster.   He keeps it controlled with his patients.  They must drain him of whatever calm he has until little is left.  I’m thankful we had Bess.  He would have beaten a son.”

			Mary grasped her shoulders.  “Julia, leave the bastard!”  

			She shook her head.  “I can’t.  My Bess … and her Ben.  Their place is small.  They can’t take me in.  And they’ve just had the child.”  Julia began twisting the ends of her hair, a slight blush in her cheeks.  “And it’s far from town … from you.”

			Mary kissed her hard on the lips. 

			Julia took another gulp of whiskey from the flask.  “No,” she stated, firmly.  “I’m going to stay.  And I’ll be damned if I’ll let myself feel shamed by him.  Either among friends or strangers.  They know that I am me, and he is he.  And they’ll know it when they don’t see me at the trial.”  

			They slipped out of bed, dressed, and straightened the sheets, pillows, and coverlets.  A sudden mischievous grin spread across Julia’s face.  

			“You know, Albert could be found guilty at the trial on Saturday.  He could be sentenced to time in our jail.  Even one day.  He’d be under Sheriff Walker’s care.   He could be the victim of a mysterious beating in the night.  Like the one he gave Walker’s boy.  By arrangements … one of the vagrants.”

			Mary shot her a wicked look. “It’s Shakespeare.  ‘To do a great right, do a little wrong.’  But I don’t think Sheriff Walker knows The Merchant of Venice.  Here’s something more wicked.  Put Albert in the same cell with Medlicott.  Both are doctors.  Both were there when Sarah’s body was found.  They’d have a lot to talk about … poisons … apoplexy.”
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