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Here that precious casket, which contained the written results of four days’ work by the Fall River police department in their hunt for the key 
to the most intricate riddle of crime that has ever been perpetrated in this state, was laid open before the district attorney.  The most important 
papers were selected from the bundle, and the three men discussed the case in an in formal way.  An hour was finally set at 10 o'clock to meet 
in the same place to review the entire situation in a systematic way and to determine

HOW TO PROCEED.

At that hour the men got together again, Mayor Coughlin and Medical Examiner Dolan being with them.  All hands took off their coats and 
settled to the task in hand without any preliminary delay.  The marshal began at the beginning and continued to the end.

There was a stumbling block which puzzled the district attorney and his assistants.  On the day of the murder Miss Lizzie had explained that 
she went to the loft of the barn for the lead, and an officer who was examining the premises also went to the loft.  It was covered with dust 
and there were no tracks to prove that any person had been there for weeks.   He took particular notice of the fact, and reported back that he 
had walked about on the dust-covered floor on purpose to discover whether or not his own feet left any tracks.  He said that they did and 
thought it singular that anybody could have visited the floor a short time before him and make no impressions on the dust.  The lower floor of 
the stable told no such tale, as it was evident that it had been used more frequently and the dust had not accumulated there.  The conclusion 
reached was that in the excitement incident to the awful discovery, Miss Borden had forgotten just where she went for the lead.  When she 
found her father lying on the lounge, she ran to the stairs and ascended three or four steps to call Maggie.  Maggie is the name by which 
Bridget Sullivan was called by members of the family. She did not call for her stepmother, because, as she stated afterward, she did not think 
she was in.

 THE MISSING LETTER.

Then came the history of the mysterious letter.  Miss Lizzie had said that on the morning of the tragedy her step-mother received a letter 
asking her to visit a sick friend. She knew that at about 9 o'clock the step-mother went up stairs to put shams on the pillows, and she did not 
see her again.  It was that letter that led her to believe that her stepmother had gone out.  Here was stumbling block number two.  The officers 
had searched all over the house for that letter, the marshal said but had failed to find any trace of it.  Miss Lizzie had feared that it had been 
burned in the kitchen stove.
The marshal, medical examiner and the mayor carefully rehearsed, step by step, the summoning of Dr. Bowen, who was not at home when 
the murder was committed, and his ghastly discovery on the second floor.  No theory other than that Mrs. Borden was murdered first was 
entertained, and Mayor Coughlin was positive that the murderer had closed the door after the deed had been accomplished.  Lizzie Borden's 
demeanor during the many interviews which the police have had with her was described at  length,  and the story of John W. Morse's 
whereabouts was retold.

As the night wore on it began to grow very certain that nothing would be done.  There was no excuse for doing it at that hour.  The persons to 
whom the only suspicions of any account were pointed were already under arrest for all intents and purposes.  If there had been no reason 
why they should have been arrested in the day time it was certain that no new discoveries had been made that would compel the police to act 
before daylight came around again, and the wiser night-hawks on the lookout for news flew home to bed.

When the marshal and others left the district attorney they went to the central station.  On their return they had another bundle of papers, said 
to have been warrants, but on that point nobody was positive, as the authorities refused to state what their errand had been.  Each of the men 
referred enquirers to Mr. Knowlton, tho said that he was not ready to make any statement at that time.  At 1 o'clock the marshal and the 
mayor were in the central station discussing the situation.  It was evident that no arrests were to be made after all.

It was reported that everything was ready to make an arrest.  The warrants had been written out in all the details, and all that was wanting 
were the final signatures to make them valid. This statement has been positively denied and the nearest anybody came to being put into jail 
was that a couple of blank forms were enclosed in Marshal Hilliard's bundle just to be there if they were needed.


