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Continuing, the witness said that Miss Lizzie came through the dining room.  Mr. Borden, she thought, had a parcel, and he sat down in the 
dining room.  “Lizzie told her father about the note Mrs. Borden had received, but I did not hear him give any answer, and then I washed the 
windows in the sitting room while Mr. Borden went up stairs.”

"Hasn't this house been broken into in broad daylight?" asked Mr. Adams.

"Yes, sir."

"And this was in broad daylight, while you were in the house?"

"Yes, sir."

"What were you doing then?"

"I was at my work."

"And a man came in, stole a number of articles, and escaped without being seen?"

"Yes, sir."

"How long ago was this?"

"I can't tell; A few months, I think."

"Was not something taken from there?"

"Yes, sir." 

During this testimony of Bridget Sullivan, Emma Borden sat with her gloved hand shading her eyes.  There was a little of the flush upon the 
countenance of the prisoner which those who have studied her features have learned to know as an indication of emotion, and she carefully 
listened to every sentence as it was presented.  Bridget Sullivan continued: “Lizzie came into the dining room when her father came in.  I was 
washing windows.  Lizzie then took the small ironing board and placed it on the dining room table.  She ironed some handkerchiefs. Miss 
Lizzie told me that her mother was going out to make a sick call.   It was a few minutes of 11 when I went up stairs.   Did not look at my 
clock, but know it was few minutes before 11.  Did not take off my clothes when I lay down.  Heard the clock strike 11.  When Miss Lizzie 
called to me that her father was dead I went down and found her standing up near the door.  She didn't have her hands up to her face.  She 
wasn't crying.  She told me to go to Dr. Bowen's and after that to go after Mrs. Russell." 

Mr. Adams— “Did you talk with Mrs. Churchill?”

Bridget— “Yes.”

Mr. Adams— “Did you tell her that Mrs. Borden had gone away to make a sick call with telling you where she was going?”

Bridget— “I cannot remember.”

Mr. Adams— “Are you willing to say you did not tell Mrs. Churchill anything about it? 

You did talk with her, didn't you?”

Bridget— “Yes, sir.”


