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Lizzie Borden Article #2

The New York Herald 8/7/1892

MRS. BORDEN WAS DEAD A FULL HOUR BEFORE HER 
HUSBAND CAME. 

Developments at Fall River Show That Mr. Borden Returned Home To Be Murdered Long   
After His Wife Had Been Killed  

TOOK GREAT RISKS AFTER THE FIRST CRIME 
The Murderer Must Have Remained in the House Waiting for His Second Victim and in Constant Danger of 

Discovery  
DETECTIVE HANSCOM'S INFLUENCE 

He Has Been Employed by the Borden Family, and Is Believed to Have Caused the Police to Change Some of Their Plans

FALL RIVER,  Mass.,  August 1, 1892.  Policemen, owl-like and solemn, made a cordon all day around the queer old house where on 
Thursday a harmless old man and his wife were so cruelly butchered.  All day other policemen, equally owl-like and equally silent, careered 
over the town on a kind of hopeless hunting.  All day the mysterious chief of the owl-like police and the more mysterious country detective 
went hither and thither in strange fashion.  Yet at the end of their day of inscrutable labor they knew apparently no more about the murder of 
A. J. Borden and his wife than they knew at the beginning, and no more than the crowds that, gaped all day over the palings about the 
grewsome house.  Still there were actual developments enough and indications enough to induce action in a police force not divided against 
itself and not ruled by twenty heads instead of one.

For one thing there was news from Boston about the chemical analyses that are being made there.  Medical Examiner Dolan, who holds a 
position like to that of a coroner in New York, received this news and except to the police refused to tell exactly what it was.  The medical 
examiner is a firm and a shrewd and clear headed man, and nothing was to be gained from him, but it was repeatedly asserted during the day 
from a source that led back to the police that poison had been discovered in the contents of the stomachs sent to Boston for analysis. 

NOT SETTLED BY HILLARD'S DENIALS

Now, this is one of the reports that cannot be authentically fathered and, of course, Chief of Police Hillard denies it.  He denies everything, 
but for all that it seems to rest on good authority.  Just as soon as the medical examiner got the word, whatever it was, he sent quickly, with an 
assistant, to the cemetery, where the bodies are still in the receiving vault, and removed organs which are supposed to be wanted for further 
tests.  It is quite certain that this would not have been made in the stomach analyses.  Yet the police made no move, notwithstanding that the 
contingency that a discovery of poison has been supposed to have but one meaning, and it is very well known who attempted to buy poison 
only the day before the murder. 

There is something strange about this.  It is notorious now that yesterday the police had made all their arrangements for the first arrest in the 
case.   It was distinctly understood that after the family had returned from the funeral, a member of it who has been under suspicion since 
Thursday night should be taken into custody.  For some reason this plan was abandoned.   Yesterday morning there appeared on the scene 
Emory D. Hanscom of Boston, assistant manager of Pinkertons, New England agency, and a very able detective.  But Mr. Hanscom was not 
employed by the authorities, nor for the purpose of tracing the wonderfully clever assassin who produced this puzzling mystery.  He was and 
is employed by the family to look after its interests. 


