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HANSCOM'S PROTECTING INFLUENCE 

What a family so situated may want of a private detective I cannot imagine, but there is a story that he exerted his influence to prevent their 
arrest, and that was the police changed their plan. 

Mr. Hanscom's time is chiefly spent about the Mellen house in affable conversation with the newspaper men in whose affections he has made 
great progress, but if anybody asks him what he is doing here he says he has come to fish, and if asked what he thinks of the case he has 
scarcely heard of it; only he thinks it would be a shame to arrest any person without evidence enough to convict. That, by the way, exactly 
coincides with the present opinion of the tall and stately Chief Hillard, when he is asked why he does not make a move in the case, when the 
suspicion seems to be so obvious. and the suspected persons are having a fine opportunity for communication, if not for escape. 

Nevertheless the weird story is working itself clear, without the aid of the police, of the vast mass of inventions and lies that formerly clogged 
it.  There was, for example, a fine circumstantial story let loose in the morning papers about the "unknown man," famous in New York police 
reports.  This mysterious being called last Monday at Mr. Borden's house, leaving a companion in a buggy outside.  Just before the time of 
the murder, that is about half-past ten Thursday morning, he called again and was afterward seen climbing over the fence at the rear of the 
house being easily distinguishable by a pair of baseball shoes and his odd patterned trousers.  Even the name of the witness, a respectable 
woman who lives opposite the Bordens, was given to bolster up this interesting narrative.  Then the story led to a neighboring, village and a 
band of gypsy horse dealers, and then the strange man disappears. 

SOME YARNS DISCOVERED 

Patient inquiry disposes of this yarn. There was no such and the witness summoned to say there was utterly denied that she said anything of 
the kind.  Then there was also an interesting anecdote to the effect that when the Bordens servant girl heard of the murder she said, "It was 
the Portugee," but it appears that the servant girl said nothing of the kind, and there is no "Portugee" known in this part of the world available 
for the character of the murderer. 

Stories of quarrels with various persons, of unknown enemies and secret plots have readily been destroyed by application to Mr. Borden's 
acquaintances.   Mr. Borden did not quarrel and it is inconceivable that he had any secret enemy.   It might be interesting to know the source 
of all these imaginings which cloud more or less a clear view of what facts have been settled. 

The case no doubt is pretty dark, and yet I think the most puzzling thing about it is to go to the house and examine the premises and then tell 
how the murders could have been committed by an assassin who was able to make his escape from such a place.   The old fashioned frame 
house of the Bordens stands in the middle of a block on a street that is half a residence and half a business street and in the midst of almost 
the busiest part of Fall River.  The front wall is only sixteen feet from the sidewalk, where at all hours of the day people are passing, for the 
street is a main thoroughfare.  The next house on the north is only twenty feet away. 

The next house on the south is twenty-four feet away.  Both have many windows opening upon the Borden house. 

IN PLAIN VIEW ALL AROUND 

There is a small yard at the rear, surrounded by a high unbroken board fence guarded by barbed wire. On all sides are the yards of neighbors 
and houses.  A small barn stands at one side of the Borden yard. It is not used now except for a storehouse.  The house is very old.  On the 
north side there is an entrance going into the kitchen and the sitting room, and a flight of stairs leading to the second floor.  The only other 
entrance is the front door opening from the street.  These are the dry details. But they are necessary to understand this remarkable story. 

Mr. Borden owned a great deal of real estate, was president of a savings bank and had other interests, and Thursday morning, as usual, went 
about town looking after his affairs.  All that is positively known about his taking off is quickly told.  He started for home about half past ten. 


