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A    TRIP   OVER   THE   BOOTH   ESCARE    ROUTE\  IN   JULY

The  rainest  July  for  this  area  did  not  change  the `plans
of  I)octor   a.   Percy  Pol,veil,   FI.eder.ick  Barden,   Ma,jor  Bundle
Truett,   Ca+rlton  J .   Oorliss  and  Bert  Sheldon  to  in.a,ke   thp  tsrip.
It  is  always  fair  we.a,ther  when  Lincoln  fans  get  together;   but
it  sure  did  ra,in  like  hell  before  We  got  safely  back  horn.e .

We  met  at   the   old  Fort  Theater,   now  the   Lincoln,Museum,
on  Sunday  morni.ng   July  23rd  at   10:00   aL.me     Before   :Leaving  the  .
old  building  which  has  geen  So  much  trag.edy  we   went  upstaLirs  ..
to  have   a  look  at   the   (how  do   you  spe].1  dialalrim.a  or   dooi.a,rna)
diara,ma~  which   is  being  constructed  by  Budu].r`,h  BeLuss  under   the
direction  o±`  the  Director  of  National  Canii;a,.I.  T'ai.ks  Division
of   +.he   United  States   D&pa,rtment  of  Interior,   Mr.  AI.thu|'  E.
Demauray  and  his  assistants  Mr.   Edward  J.   Kelly  a`nd  Mr.   Stanley
I./icclure.     Bausss   is  recreating  the   inside   cLf the   theater  a,s  of
the  night  Lincoln  was   drssassinated.     His  work  is  of  three   di-
\mensions   and   is  modeled  to  scale.     The   audience,   the   act.ors,
all  of  them  Booth  and  Lincoln,   are   in  their  p'.Laces.     .It  will
take   a  long  tim.e   to  finish  this  work  which   is  being  done  wifeh
so  much   talent  by  Mr.   Bauss.     When   it   is   com!pleted  we  hope
t'hat  the  Lincoln  GI.oup  of  the  I)istrict  of   Columbia,  will  be
allowed  some  small  part  in  the  unveilling  of  it.

The  escape   route  canbe  covered,   after
single   'da,y.     Most   of  us  had  never  been  over   Wthe

ina

Bert  had  been  over  before  on  several  occasions.     What  we     ..`.
wanted  to  do  was   to  visit  most  of   the  pla.ces  where  Booth
stopT:,ed  and  to  have  a  good  time--this  we  did  both  in  spite  of
the   do`mpour   of   raLin  1.thich  confronted  u§  pert   of  the  Wa,y.

___-`~  __-FTe._.|Sf-I, :~tbe -mus}el±m-b ¥~the J9 arek = do o± .I,--~ _¥hi g -=de3aa>€ tug er~.-r -~-
adds   to  the   atmr)sphere  of  reeilism  and  helps   to  stimulate   the
imagination  of  those  who  make   the   trips.     Here   i,twas   that   the
sleek,   SwagE;.ei-ing  villian  I.ushed  out   to   find  his..  horse  being
held  by  Pea,nuJcs  John  Burr6ighs`.     But,   gone   are   the  houses

;g::g±ed]£¥t:::  ::Lgr:,g]¥e3ES:a  g3¥:ya:: #:  3:`a£±:t:no£±=3=mer
way  system  of  a  modern  city.

We   left  by  the  sa,me   alley  Booth  used  to  esqpe  and  through
which  his  rema,ins  were  bl.ought  back  after  lying.,  buried  in  the
basement   of  the  War  College  g.rounds  and  taken  to  the   Stewart
Funeral  Home   on  F   Street  between  9th   and  loth   Sbeets  NW.     lnTe
drove   ea,st  on  9th   to  E,   to  New  Jersey  Avenuej   to  Constitution
Avenue`,   to  Ca,pita,1  Plaza,   thence   to  8  Street  Southeast  and
Pennsylvania  Avenue  to  llth  Street;   then  across  the  Navy  Yard
bridge .

Our
ville) .
rna,r ke r :

first  stop  Was  at  Clinton,   Maryland  (onetime  Surrattgr
Here   on   the   side   of   the   main  highwa,y Ai.a. .the   following

JOHN   WILKES   BOOTH
The   aLssassin  of  Lincoln  stopT]ed  here
at  the  house   crf  Mrs.  Surratt  to  se-
cure  ammunition  on  the  night  of  April
14,1865.      He   rc>de   on.to   ''Ti.BW    and
then  to  .Dr.   }``fudd's   who   set  his   broken
leg.

We   spent  a,bout  20  minutes  going  through  the  old  tave±n  cf
Mrs.   Surratt.     It   is  no-.v  a  modernized  residence  and  the  oocii-
par+ts   see.ned,  quite   r,I..illin6  to   receive   si.ghtseers.

)
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On  our  way  a€a,in  somebody  in  the  car  raised  the   ques-
tion  of  .,1-hdt  became  of  the  knife  used  by  Booth  to  slash
l`;{a,jor  Rdrthbone.     Me.jor  Truett   felt  confident  that   it  was
on  exhibition  in  the  Museum.     Then  Some   one     wanted  to  know
whci,t  became  of  the   table   on  which  General  Grant   drew  ixpL  the
terr.rig  of   surrender  at  Ap.ooma,ttox.     Ma,ybe  he   stin   wants  to
know .

I'TBW  Maryland  was  not  named  for   that  drea,d  tuberculosis
disease   so  troublesome   in  the  past..     It  got   its  name   from  a
more     pleasant  source.     The   eELrly  land  o.mer  was  Thomas  Brooke
who  mar.ked  each  one  of  his  fence  posts with  hisinitia,1s  and
thus  began  the   source   of  the  now  bona  fide   name  of  .the  com-
munity  thru  which  we  passed  as  we   took  the  left  fork  in  the
road .

We   stopped  at  Plympton  or  Grimes  Corner   for   soda  pop.
Policeman  Sheldon   gave .the   store-keeper  the  Sid  degree  tl.ea;t-
ment  and  soon  discovered  that   the   meLn  nyas  a.  half-brother  of
one   of  Bert!s  Washington  acquaintances..     Nevertheless   we  ha,d
to  put  our  nickels  on  the  barl'fl  head.    Bert  says  his  stunt
doe.gn] t  always   fail..

We  next  ca,me   to  a  little   settlement  known  as  Horsehe&d
iind  turned  right  on  to  ci  gravel  road.     Irur,ediately  the  queer
tion   was   raised?      "lThy  did  Booth   Come   aLround  this   way?.''
Everyone  had  a  possible   recison,   so  we  reached  the  gentlema,n
agreement   that  your  guess   is  as  good as  mine .

At   the  Dost  Office   of  Malcom,   Md.   we   made   another  sha,rp
turn  to  the   right  and  soon  reached  an  intersection  fl.om  which
we  could   see   the  Dr..  Mudd`  house  about  i  mile   to  the   left.
By  this   time  we  had  f inished  discussing  the  query, `   "Why  did
the  soldiers  give  up  the  chase  at  the  river  and  turn  the  job
Qf_  Qa±tchinrg  Booth  over   to  ne.ur   troops?"

Before  visiting  the   Dr.  Mudd  house  w.e   rode  a  couple
miles  ftirther  to  the  old  burial  ground  of  St.  Peter's  Church.
Spansler's  grave   is  here   along   with  some  members   of  the  Mudd
fa,in.ily.     The  burial  ground  is  no   longer  kept  up.     MaLny  of  the
old  style  1,i7ooden  crosses  are   standing,   but   they  no  longer
help  for  purposes  of  identification..    A  short  distance  beyond
is   the   intersection  of  the  Maryland  State  highwa,y  No.   5.
h'ere   is  a  historical  maker  which  re&ds:

''Dr.   }`fudd's  House  -----  Waldorf,   Md.
Dr.   Mudd  set   the   broken   leg`   of  Wilke.s  Booth
who   escar>ed  from  WaLshington  after  Lincoln's
AssSssination  on  April  14,1865.     I)r.  Mudd
was   tried  a,nd  imprisoned  on  Dry  Tortugas  Is-
land . ''

Retra,cing   our  progress  we   stopped  at   the   Dr.  Mudd  House ....
Jos.   Mudd„   a,  g.ra,ndson  of  DI..   Mudd,   his  \wife   and  childred  now
occupy  the  estate.     They  permitted  us  to  visit  at  lena:th
about   the  plaLce  without  asking  any  fee.     SoTr,e   Slight   a,1ter-
ations  have  been  made  in  the  structure,  but  it  is   readily
recognized  f ron  early  photographs..     Large  pictures  of  member®
of  the  family  are  hanging  oh  the  wall  exactly  as  they  did  a;S
the   time   of  Booth's  visit.     Here   it  was  thEit  Booth  took  to
the  woods;     we   took  to  Route   5  and  drove   to  Bryantown.     From
the,re   we   t`Tent   out   to   the  St.  Mary's  Church   whel.e   we   sa,w  the
g.I'ave   of  Dr.  Mudd   in  tie!churchyal.d.     The   tirtie   of  da,y  was
1:45  p.in.   and  no  limch  yet.     The   only  man   in  the   crowd,  to  put
up  a  howell   (sic)   was  Powell.     Within  an  hour  we   were   in  La
Plata,  ea,ting.     "1That,   no  beer?"      .'No,   sir,   not   in  Mar.yland
on  Sunday.it     The   sandwiches  and  icecream   in  the  Bowie  Lunch
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Boom  certainly  tasted  good.

Just  our  of  La  Plaita  we  picked  up  U.  S.  Route  Sol  and
heeded  for  the  Cox  place.    At  Bel  Alton,  Md.   wefurned  left
and  0.5  of  a.  mile  f ron  the  turn  found  this  in,arkor:

John  Wilkes  Booth  and  his  ,
accomplice  HaLrold  hid  in  a  thick  woods
on  Samuel  CoxlE  farm  1  mile  horth   f9.r
several  days  before  escaping  to  Virginia
after  Lino'oln'B  assassination  April  14,1865.

The  Cox  house   is  occupied  by  a  tennant  farmer.   It  i6  owned
Lucky  Neale,   and  may  be   Visited  ifby  Cox' s  grandderught

properly  apTiroached. time  was  getting  short  and  the
rain  was  too  heavy  for  us  to  ,ge,t  out  of  the  ceLr;   so  we  turn-
ed  back  irito  Rout-e  3'01  and  reached  the  Potomac  River  at
4:10  p.in.     One  now  crosses  the  river  on  a  handsome  new  tol|-
brigdg  kept  by  uniformed  attendants.   who  demand    a  pretty
ha,nd6ome   toll.    At  .tbis  po  int  on  the  Potomac   is  the  U.S.
Navy  Reserva,tion  known  as  Dahlgren.     The  Post  office   is  on
the  Virginia  side.

Next  .rile   1,Forked  our   w&y  over   to  the   town  of  Owens   on

g:g`:ea366;'g:gsNgif23£:  I::3u!of3E:  ::i:§i:I:Eeo'g:::ita#ace.
Mr.   G.   D.   Richa,rdson  now  owns  and  lives   on  the  premises.     He
is  cLl-.It.ays  gli.d  to   teil`K  to  persons   interested  in  the  escape
route.     We  wBht  through  tne  house   a,nd  had  pointed  out  to  ug
the  office  ithere  Booth  is  reT)orted  to  have  gone  to  have  his
leg  dressed.     Incidentally  Mr.  Bicha,rdson  has   aL  room  nearly
filled  .With   trot)hies  won  by  his  dogs.     Several   fine   looking
ones  Tf}re   standincr  about  the  gate   a,a  we  were  saying  good-t`y.
Beft  Sheldon  creared  a  bit  of  amusement  when  he  singled  out
One  and  asked  wha,t  kind  it  was.     When  told  that.  it  was  a,n
`!n%§=£h}ieS-:-e:-ehea-8¥rdd[;g:f#unded+ -JLoh I   i+~ii5t h6  venttmed,-

courtFE:Es:h:oS:::r]#L8::#:sg:°aTer:¥::ei°L:Lng;rG:::8:nc£¥gty
84th  year.     He  likes   to  smode   "factory  made"   cigrettes,   and
at  times   to  reminisce.      .     He  related  conversations  which  he

#hw±:£taa:¥E::1::g:?°tE:Ss:::t:#.::I;::::ti§ar±:C:::r±goth,s
body  but  he  does  not  remember  the   incident.     The  old  folks
used  to  tell  him  that  he   saw  the  body  of  Booth   sewed  up  in  a
gunny  sa,ck  in  a,  wagon  at  Port  Royal  when  the  Union  soldiers
were   taking  it   to  Washing.ton.     When  we  drove   aLway  Mr.   Barden
remarked  that  he  was  very  much  impressed  by  Mr.  Rose's  lucid
and  facile .manner  of  talking.

HouseA¥:r?E:m%?a?yR:E::e38±?esA€r%#eK::%e::::i:o:°¥:t¥hg:urt
marker:

Historic  Port  Conway.     Six  miles
southwest  is  Port  Conway on  the  Rappahan-
nook.    At  the  Conway  Place   there,   Presi-
dent  1\`¢adison,   4th  President  of  the  Unl-ted
States  was  born  1751?     There  Kilpatrick's
Union  ceLvalry  shelled  2  gun  boats  captured
by  the  Confede`rates  September  1,   1963.
There  John  Wilke:a  Booth,   a,ssassin  of  Lincoln
crossed  the  river  April  a4,1865.

It  was   7  p.in.   when  we   crose!ed  the  BaTmahannock:   but  we
decided  to  see  the  Garrett  lJlace  before  finding  a  restaurant.
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The  following  marker  stands  at  the  edge  of  the  Highway  about
3±  miles   from  the  river:

"John Wilkes  Booth.     This   is   the  Garrett
Pl.ace  where  John  Wilkes  Booth  assassi'n  of
Lincoln  i.ryas  oornel.ed  by  Union  soldiers  and
killed  Apl.il   26,1865.     The  House   Stood  'a
short  distance  from  this  spot."

Some  materitfls   from  the  house  may  still  be  uncovered  from
among   the   vines  and  weeds  which  are  a  bit  thicl{  in  July.
No  one   in  our  crowd  appeared  at  all   souvenirLminded  so .we
barried  ai,Tay  no  pa.rt  of   the  rafters.     FINIS.

EPILOGUE:

Sicatur  ad  astra.  And  a,a  Lincoln  made  his  ageent   into   immor-
tality  he   took  J;   Wilkes  Booth  with  him.     There   was  never  a
thing   in  Booth  himself  to  warrant  the   deathlessness  of  his
naITie.     Obviously,   Booth  has  Owed  everything   to  his  victims
de i f i a cLt i o n .

Bowling  Green,   Va.   10  miles   south  was   our  next   and•    fin;.i   stop.-.We   reached  there   for  a.n  8  o'clock  d.inner..     After

dinn.er  Ber`t  beg:an`to   talk+  in  rhyme'g..   ''If   it  wasri't  s6  \rainv;
If   it   wasnl-`t-s6  -late.    'There's   one   more   call.   .  We   ought   tct
m'akel!     We   made   the   call  and  spent,  one   of  the   most  _delightful
half  hours  of  the  entire   trip  with  ?`:[r.  Valent.ine`    He   i5  one--~---iba-± irfuifhi-taTrtswith--a~c2T,Th--ofiriformati ant--Hfg-` ~--` ~
work   is   in  the  Court.H6use   amorig   th-e `re-cords   from  'jthich  he
drew  a  plat  of  t`he  Gariett `farm  and  sketched  inthe  house  at
its   exact   lo.cation.'     The  `orig'inal  d`±awing   is   now  in  the   DiT
vision  of  Manusc_.I.ipts   in.t`ne   Library  of  Congres9i

•      -'±JPF,NERARY:

Lincoln  Museum.     Speedometer  reading
Navy  Yard  Brid.ge

8:::::n6oTf:;r
Horsehead
Malcolm
Intersection  near

Dr.   }i.Tudd's   house
St.  T'eter}s  Burial  G.~Marker   Dr.   Mudd  House

Dr.  Mudd's  House
Brya.ntown
La  Plata
Eel  -Altori   (C`oxts)
Potomac  River`Stuart  Plc.ce

`King  `C-eorge   County  CH  .
Rappahannock  River
Garriett  Fa,rm,.  Virginia
Bowling  Green
Lincolri  Museum,  `D.a .


