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			Foreword

			 

			On a sunny weekend in January 2013, I visited Miami Beach and had lunch with a friend at the News Café on Ocean Drive. I was in the process of finishing this book on American murder houses and knew that one such house was within walking distance of where we were sitting: the home that had been owned by Gianni Versace. In fact, Versace had walked from his home to the News Café on the morning of July 15, 1997, and it was on his return trip that he was gunned down on his front steps by a serial killer named Andrew Cunanan. After lunch, my friend and I walked up the street toward the mansion, the same path Versace took that fateful day. Versace’s walk would have been a little easier; he was walking on a Tuesday morning when the foot traffic would have been a bit lighter than what we encountered.

			Ocean Drive along this stretch of Miami Beach is a beautiful wall of Art Deco buildings facing the water, most of them restaurants and hotels. Tucked in among them is one home: the mansion where Versace lived. The day we walked by, the mansion was being operated as an upscale hotel and restaurant. I wondered if many people would know or remember that Versace was murdered there fifteen years ago?

			As we approached the house we noticed people standing in front of the mansion’s black iron gates, posing for pictures. A security guard stood just inside the gates, keeping an eye on the visitors and the front of the building. As one group of tourists would leave, another would wander by. Invariably, the passersby would look around, pose for pictures in front of the gates, and move on. Did all these people know about Versace and that he had died here? Apparently so. There were no signs on the spot and nothing to indicate who used to own the home or who might have died here. And still, there was a steady stream of visitors to the front steps, many getting their pictures taken in front of a pair of otherwise bland-looking metal gates.

			This, a decade and a half after Gianni Versace’s murder, was a testament to the attraction of the murder house. There is no question that Americans are fascinated with murder houses and always have been. After a murder hits the news, people are seemingly drawn to the scene of the crime. One of the most common postmurder images on the news is of the curious gathered in front of a house, sometimes holding a vigil in remembrance of the dead. Some may be there to comfort survivors, and sometimes friends and relatives comfort one another. Neighbors often join those who have traveled to come see the crime scene. Eventually, the number of people in front of the home will dwindle, but the murder house will always retain a certain stigma and attract attention long after the vigils end. Nowadays, websites are devoted to murder houses, with aficionados often checking in and telling of recent visits and observations.

			But what makes anyone want to go and look at a murder house, after the police tape has been removed and the reporters have moved on to other stories? It is hard to say. Americans have a fascination with crime. True-crime programs on television are quite popular and there is always a certain amount of drama in any murder case. What would drive someone to kill another person? What if the accused didn’t do it? Imagine the horror of being charged with a crime you didn’t commit. What about the unsolved crimes? If the murderer is still out there, will he strike again? Each murder seems to raise questions like these and more. Once the crime scenes have been studied and the trials completed, all that remains for the curious is the murder house.

			This book is a collection of twenty-nine well-known murder houses from around the country. They run the spectrum of time, from the 1830s to the twenty-first century. Some were home to famous people who were murdered; others were homes for regular, nonfamous people who only became famous for how they died. In some, the killers were much more famous before the murders than the victims. Not all the crimes were solved. For example, people still argue about whether Lizzie Borden hacked her parents to death with a hatchet. Not all killers were brought to justice; many people have strong beliefs about who killed Nicole Brown Simpson and Ronald Goldman, but no one was ever convicted for their murders. The Los Angeles Police Department famously announced it had no intention of looking any further for their killer; to them, the case was solved.

			Some of the murder houses have murkier histories. At least one famous murder house is on lists like these only because of a hoax. The legend surrounding the house was invented from thin air; we do not know who started it or why, but today people go and look at the house where no one was murdered—because they have heard that people were killed there in a most spectacular and gruesome manner. In that instance I explain what we do know about the home and where the story most likely sprang from. If I hadn’t, it would have appeared to be a glaring omission to those who had heard of it but did not know it was a hoax.

			Some murder houses became famous only because of books written about the murders that occurred in them. Truman Capote thrust the Clutter house of Holcomb, Kansas, into the public eye with his book In Cold Blood. The family that briefly lived in the DeFeo house in Amityville, New York, wrote a book—which they claimed was a true story—about their former home and how it was possessed by evil spirits. The evil spirits were not real, but the DeFeos, who had been murdered in the house before the Lutz family “fled” from the house, were all too real. The story of their murder house’s alleged haunting has overshadowed the DeFeos’ own sad end.

			Many other murder houses have been demolished or are long gone. A few of them are mentioned in this book but are not featured. Some probably would have been knocked down regardless of their history, but others most certainly were leveled to erase the stigma of the home’s past. The Hale-Bopp “Heaven’s Gate” house is one example. The Sharon Tate murder house was razed decades after the Manson Family killed its occupants, and the home owned by John Wayne Gacy has long since been replaced with another home on the same lot where Gacy buried many of his victims. More than a few famous murder houses have burned down, some under mysterious circumstances. That of Ed Gein, for instance, burned down not long after he was arrested. Arson was suspected, and considering the gruesomeness of his crimes—he killed and gutted one victim, and also admitted digging up and stealing bodies from the local cemetery—no one in the community bothered to find out who did it.

			As of this writing, the homes described here are still standing. The following accounts and descriptions of the most well-known American murder houses and the murders that put them on this list are as factual as possible. Each chapter is followed by a reference or two indicating a good starting place for a reader who wants to see more information on a given murder house.

			Keep in mind that most of these houses are owned by private individuals who are not seeking any particular attention. Still, many of these houses can be seen without intruding onto the property. If you choose to go look at any of them, you should be careful to remain on public property. The few houses that are open for tours are noted, and, of course, you can inspect those houses to your heart’s content. Included here are the addresses and many other details of the houses, all available from public sources with a little bit of digging. These cases were well publicized and the information is public and out there for anyone to obtain. Even so, please respect the privacy of the owners. Their homes have been through a lot.

			
		

	
		
			Lady Nero Tortures Her Slaves

			THE LALAURIE MANSION

			1834

			1140 Royal Street
New Orleans, Louisiana 70116

			On April 10, 1834, smoke poured from the LaLaurie mansion, a huge home in the French Quarter of New Orleans owned by socialite Delphine LaLaurie and her wealthy husband, Dr. Louis LaLaurie. The fire had started in the kitchen and spread quickly through the house. As flames engulfed the two-story structure, the LaLauries ran into the street and implored neighbors to help them retrieve their furniture and antiques from the inferno. As volunteers rushed forward, someone in the crowd stepped up and asked: Aren’t there still people in the house as well?

			There were. It would be a few decades before slavery was abolished, and the LaLauries owned slaves. They called them “servants” and the community knew all too well about them. Delphine had even been brought to court, charged with abusing her slaves, and now it was only natural to wonder where they were as the house burned. They were not outside. Why weren’t the LaLauries in a hurry to rescue them along with their other belongings? It seemed very odd. If nothing else, the slaves could be helping to empty the house. The LaLauries were hiding something. Louis responded to the neighbor by saying, “Never mind the servants, save my valuables.” For reasons no one can fully explain, that comment would later be attributed to his wife, Delphine. And slaves were valuable. Why wouldn’t they want to save them?

			People in the crowd became enraged when they realized there were servants in the house whom the LaLauries were willing to let burn to death. Many had heard about Delphine’s earlier court case, but rumors had traveled through the neighborhood that the LaLauries kept their slaves chained in cramped quarters within the house. Some men ran into the house specifically to find the slaves the LaLauries had condemned to death. Kicking down locked doors, they barged into the slave quarters. There, they found slaves chained to the floor, with iron shackles around their necks and ankles. The local New Orleans Bee newspaper reported, “Seven slaves more or less horribly mutilated were seen suspended by the neck, with their limbs apparently stretched and torn from one extremity to the other. Language is powerless and inadequate to give a proper conception of the horror which a scene like this must have inspired.” The paper reported the slaves were not just being mistreated—they were clearly being tortured. Some were in such bad condition that rescuers feared they might die from the injuries they suffered before they had been rescued from the fire. The townspeople were convinced that Delphine was the guilty party and that her husband, the doctor, had little responsibility for the crimes. Again, we do not know why this was the consensus at the time. The rescuers removed the slaves from the home and took them for medical treatment and then to the police station. Authorities were trying to determine what steps they should take next. The cause of the fire was never determined, but many people said it had been started by an abused slave to spite her cruel master, Delphine LaLaurie.

			Medical personnel were shocked by what they saw when treating the LaLaurie slaves. Some of the slaves bore festering wounds infested with maggots; others had obvious signs of intentional injuries inflicted upon them, such as drill holes in their skulls. At least one slave could not walk because of severely injured legs. The scandal mushroomed as word spread through the community of the bizarre and cruel injuries the slaves had suffered before the fire destroyed much of the LaLaurie mansion. The New Orleans Bee reported that thousands of people came by the police station to view the slaves, having heard of the atrocities and wanting to see if the story was true. The paper then reported that many of the angry citizens made their way to the LaLaurie mansion, where they “demolished and destroyed everything upon which they could lay their hands. . . . the mob remained still unabated and threatens the total demolition of the entire edifice.” The police were called to restore order. The house was not destroyed by the angry mob, but the paper reported that much of what the LaLauries had saved from the fire was.

			The mob was not content to just smash the LaLauries’ furniture. Calls went up for Delphine to come out and answer for her actions. Realizing there was no way she could remain in her home, and fearing the crowd outside might turn into a lynch mob, she hitched up a carriage and she and her husband raced away from the city, escaping some who tried pursuing them. They were rumored to have fled to the docks, where they had paid a handsome amount in gold to a ship’s captain to take them immediately to either New York City or Paris. From there, the LaLauries faded from history. Stories persisted that they lived in exile in Paris, and that possibly, in her old age, Delphine had returned to the city in secret, where she finally died with no one taking notice. The house remained as a gruesome reminder that even in the homes of the rich, unspeakable things might be happening behind closed doors.

			Despite its lurid reputation, the house was eventually sold to others and repaired. The tales of torture and murder would follow the home from owner to owner through the decades.

			From time to time the story would reappear in local papers, discussing the history of the house and its former owners. They had dubbed Delphine “Lady Nero,” and the LaLaurie mansion became renowned as a house of horrors. The legend of the house grew over time and, as so often happens, the story was embellished and exaggerated, becoming more horrific with each telling. Dozens of people were said to have been killed in the house, making Delphine one of the most reviled characters in Louisiana history. She was said to have hidden corpses in a well on the property and to have buried murder victims in her courtyard.

			The LaLaurie mansion still stands in the French Quarter, but how much of Lady Nero’s story is true? Delphine’s marriage to Dr. Louis LaLaurie was her third, but the French doctor, who was twenty years her junior, provided a lifestyle unlike any she had been able to afford previously. The house they purchased on Royal Street in 1831 was palatial—although it was only two stories tall then—and Delphine would soon become known for her extravagant parties, to which she invited the better elements of New Orleans society. At the time, New Orleans was the fifth-largest city in the United States, with a population of more than forty-six thousand. To maintain the residence and throw the huge parties, Delphine kept several servants—slaves—in the house.

			During this time, neighbors whispered that Delphine treated her slaves cruelly. Although slavery was legal at the time, slave owners were still expected to treat their slaves with some modicum of humanity. Delphine apparently didn’t think such notions applied to her. Within just a few years of moving into the home, Delphine was brought to court, accused of physically abusing one of her slaves. The charges were not criminal in nature; abuse of a slave was considered only a civil matter at the time. That is, one could be fined for the infraction but not put in jail. As a result, her criminal record remained untarnished. We do not know if Delphine was found liable and paid a fine, or if the charges were dismissed. Either way, that was the last anyone heard of her poorly treated slaves until the day of the fire. And the story of the slaves being saved from the burning house was also true. It is at that point where the story shifts from history into myth.

			When the LaLauries left New Orleans, the legend of what happened in their house began to grow. Nowadays, embellished and exaggerated stories of the LaLaurie mansion are easy to find. Instead of slaves being tortured, most stories claim slaves were murdered in the home. According to some accounts, as many as fifty or sixty slaves were murdered at the LaLaurie mansion. Most stories include among the victims a young slave girl who fell or was pushed from the roof by Delphine; others tell of dozens of slaves killed and buried on the property. Notwithstanding the stories, there is no evidence that a slave girl ever died from a fall on the premises. Further, there were no murdered slaves or buried victims on the premises. The story of the fire in 1834 was well publicized, but none of the contemporaneous reports mention anyone dying or being murdered in the house before the fire. Further, when the slaves were found at the house during the fire, none of them were dead. It is true that the seven who were rescued were in rough shape and some of them may have died later from their pre-fire injuries, but no one can unearth any documentation of any charges ever levied against the LaLauries resulting from the discovery of the slaves in the burning house. It appears that most of the stories about the LaLauries sprang from the initial reports of cruelty to the slaves at the house and the one time Delphine was brought to court for mistreating a slave. Without question, the LaLauries tortured their slaves and treated them worse than animals; they certainly valued their furniture more than the slaves’ lives. But no one was murdered in the house. Be that as it may, countless people flock to the mansion today, to see the home where the cruel Mrs. LaLaurie tortured and killed her slaves.

			And how does one disprove the stories of the countless murders and the bodies buried secretly on the premises? It takes little evidence to start a legend. Disproving one is a different problem altogether. More than a hundred years later, researchers would reconstruct the events at the LaLaurie mansion and Delphine’s movements after the fire. Much of the legend of the LaLauries had simply been embellished to add drama to the tale, like a good ghost story. It is true that Delphine fled New Orleans; she went to Mobile, Alabama. From there, she traveled to New York City and then to Paris, where she lived openly for several years. There is no indication that anyone pursued her to Europe or that authorities chased after her.

			Most surprisingly, she then returned to New Orleans. The mansion she had lived in with her husband had long since been repaired and changed hands. Delphine settled in a different neighborhood in New Orleans, and her husband was no longer with her. It appeared that the LaLauries had gotten divorced and the doctor had started a new life in Cuba. Delphine’s name appeared in a city directory in 1850, and a legal action was also filed in her name that year. She was not, however, in the directory in 1852, and her estate was settled in 1856, indicating that she had probably died in the early 1850s. Still, there was no record of her encountering any legal problems in her later life, which might have resulted if she had really been suspected or accused of killing slaves at her mansion before her move to Europe. And, of course, if she had been suspected of murder, she could have been charged when she returned to New Orleans. She never was charged and there was no indication that she ever took any steps to hide from public view.

			The LaLaurie mansion, built in 1832, stands at 1140 Royal Street, three stories tall now, with a wrought-iron balcony on the second floor and distinctive arched windows on all floors. The third story was added to it in 1850, right around the time that Delphine died. The 10,248 square foot home is considered to be in the French Empire style. It has six bedrooms, and two and a half bathrooms, and—as with many “murder” houses—is said by many to be haunted. The tall structure wraps around a courtyard that is now paved with bricks. Stalwart believers in the murdered-slaves theory would suggest there are bodies of murder victims beneath the courtyard.

			The house was used for a variety of purposes over the years after the LaLauries moved out. In fact, the uses to which it was put were quite wide-ranging. It became a public school, a music conservatory, a bar, and then a furniture store. By 1937, the home at 1140 Royal Street was more commonly known as the Warrington House, named for a more recent owner. Even so, postcards depicting the house suggested it was haunted and mention the cruel Delphine. The Historic American Buildings Survey contains a photograph of the house, taken in 1937, captioned 1140 Royal Street, Haunted House (Warrington House).

			In April 2007, it was widely reported that actor Nicolas Cage had purchased the home for $3.45 million, one of many historic homes around the country that Cage had purchased—including another one in New Orleans. Only two years after buying it, Cage placed the LaLaurie mansion back on the market with an asking price of $3.9 million. Although the price was later reduced to $3.55 million, a buyer failed to materialize, and in 2009 a bank foreclosed on the property. It was listed for sale in 2010 with an asking price of $2.9 million, but again there were no buyers. The listing was quietly removed that August.

			The home sits prominently on the corner of Royal Street and Governor Nicholls Street. Just two blocks down Governor Nicholls Street is another mansion from the 1830s owned by famous people. Angelina Jolie and Brad Pitt bought the home at 521 Governor Nicholls Street for a reported $3.5 million.

			Today, many visitors to New Orleans make a special trip to see the home where Delphine was said to have tortured and killed her slaves in a most barbaric fashion. The true facts of the case matter little to many of the visitors; the story is more interesting the way it is commonly told. The LaLaurie mansion is easy to find and the exterior is visible from the street, but keep in mind that it is privately owned. Whether you choose to believe the stories of hauntings and murders in the LaLaurie mansion is entirely up to you.

			
				*	Victoria Cosner Love and Lorelei Shannon, Mad Madame LaLaurie: New Orleans’s Most Famous Murderess Revealed (2011).

			
		

	
		
			The Infamous Axe Murders—But Did She Kill Her Parents?

			THE LIZZIE BORDEN HOUSE

			1892

			230 Second Street (formerly 92 Second Street)
Fall River, Massachusetts 02721

			On a pleasant Thursday morning in Fall River, Massachusetts, August 4, 1892, Abby and Andrew Borden were at home with their adult daughter and their maid. Abby was sixty-four years old, taking a nap in an upstairs room of their home, while Andrew, who would have turned seventy in September, relaxed in a downstairs parlor. Their thirty-two-year-old daughter, Lizzie, had chores of her own to attend to, and the neighborhood was quiet. Around eleven o’clock in the morning, someone quietly entered the room where Abby was napping and struck her in the head with a hatchet, killing her almost instantly. The attacker struck her in the head again and again, nineteen times in all, brutally disfiguring her face. Yet no one else in the house heard a thing. The ferocity of the attack would stun investigators.

			The killer then remained in the house—hidden, since there were others in the house—for more than an hour and struck again. This time, Andrew was bludgeoned in a downstairs sitting room. Using the same hatchet or axe as before, the killer hit Andrew in the face and head eleven times, leaving his body sprawled on the couch, covered in blood and badly mangled. The two victims were each hacked and beaten far more than was necessary to kill them. Investigators would later conclude that the murderer must have been filled with rage.

			The murders would be discovered when Lizzie walked into the downstairs parlor and found her father’s bloody body. She became hysterical and began screaming for help. The maid rushed downstairs from her third-floor room. Soon, the house was abuzz with neighbors and police. Someone went upstairs to break the news to Abby—everyone had assumed she was upstairs napping—and found her hacked to death in the guest bedroom. Investigators noticed that the blood near Abby had dried and her body was much colder to the touch than Andrew’s had been. They realized that the two murders had occurred an hour or more apart. Adding to the mystery, both had been killed in broad daylight, while Lizzie and the maid were in the house.

			The case of Lizzie Borden—for she would be the one accused of killing her parents—would become one of America’s most well-known crimes. As a result, Lizzie Borden would attain legendary status as an accused murderer, a fact underscored by her name recognition today. The murders were seemingly known by everyone in nineteenth-century America and were even immortalized in a children’s nursery rhyme that many people know today, over a hundred years later:

			Lizzie Borden took an axe

			And gave her mother forty whacks.

			When she saw what she had done

			She gave her father forty-one.

			The numbers in the nursery rhyme are inaccurate and Lizzie was never convicted of the murders, so perhaps it also names the wrong person wielding the axe. Still, the popularity of the ditty shows how widely known the crime was: At the time, the murder was sensationalized by newspapers across the country and gained a national audience. This was unusual at the time since the Bordens were not known outside their town; normally, a criminal trial like this would only make local newspapers. The gruesomeness of the crime, and the allegation that the axe-wielding murderer was a single woman, added fuel to the fire.

			Headlines screamed of the “Shocking Crime” and vividly described how the victims were “hacked to pieces in their own home.” People studying crime history in America are often amazed at how news coverage of murders has changed over the years. The Lizzie Borden case is a great example of how gory the news coverage was in the old days. Regardless of who committed the murders, they happened in a house that still stands today and is being operated as a bed-and-breakfast. Students of murder mysteries can visit the home, examine the crime scenes, and even spend the night.

			Lizzie Andrew Borden was born in 1860, and her mother died when she was two and a half years old. Her father, Andrew Jackson Borden, remarried. Abby Durfee Borden became Lizzie’s stepmother, but Lizzie and Abby did not always get along well. Somewhere during the next quarter century, Lizzie began calling her stepmother “Mrs. Borden,” rather than the more familiar “Mother.” The Bordens were well-to-do; Andrew headed a local bank and in today’s dollars would have been a multimillionaire. At age thirty-two Lizzie still lived at home, which was a simple two-story structure with an attic that had been built in the 1840s. Fall River was by no means a small town, with seventy-five thousand inhabitants. Soon, they would all know about Lizzie Borden.

			A search of the house after the murders turned up the head of a hatchet in the basement of the house but no other evidence of a murder weapon. In fact, the hatchet’s handle was never found and there was no blood on the hatchet, leading some to believe that it was not the murder weapon. No other likely weapon was ever located. There were other oddities about the crime scenes. Surprisingly little blood was found anywhere except on the bodies of the victims. Shouldn’t there have been blood on the furniture, the floor, or the attacker? Could a killer have moved from room to room in the house without leaving some kind of bloody trail? And there were only two other people in the house at the time of the killings: Lizzie and the maid, Bridget Sullivan. And no one suspected the maid. Both claimed to have heard nothing out of the ordinary during the time frame within which the killings occurred.

			Various rumors circulated about who might want to harm the Bordens, but attention soon focused on Lizzie. She had been in the house at the time of the murders and her story seemed inconsistent. Parts of it also seemed implausible. How could she have been in the house during the murders and not have heard anything? Neighbors heard nothing unusual in or around the house, and no one was seen entering or leaving the house. Lizzie also told some contradictory stories that seemed to be fabrications, leading some to believe she was concocting alibis rather than telling the truth about what happened that day.

			A two-day inquest was begun on August 9, five days after the murders, and Lizzie was grilled by the local prosecutor for four hours in front of a magistrate. She was not represented by counsel. She denied any knowledge of who killed her parents but freely admitted her troubled relationship with her stepmother. She knew of no one who might want to harm her family. She had not heard anything unusual in the house when her parents were being hacked to death. She said that when she looked into the room where her father was killed, she saw the blood and ran out to call for help. The prosecutor found it hard to believe when she claimed to not realize that her father was dead the moment she first saw him. He displayed little tact as he cross-examined her:

			Lizzie: “I opened the door and rushed back.”

			Q: “[You] looked in at the door?”

			A: “I opened the door and rushed back.”

			Q: “[You] saw his face?”

			A: “No, I did not see his face because he was all covered with blood.”

			Q: “Did you see his eye-ball hanging out?”

			A: “No, sir.”

			Q: “See the gashes where his face was laid open?”

			A: “No, sir.”

			Finding her story unbelievable, the prosecutor insisted she be arrested for the murders. On August 11, Lizzie was arrested and the press went wild. Soon, newspapers across America were covering their front pages with the story. Many of the accounts were filled with the most gruesome details of the killings and speculation and rumors about motives and possible alternative suspects.

			The legal process called for Lizzie to be arraigned and then face a grand jury, which would also call other witnesses and decide if there was enough evidence to put her on trial. After conducting its own investigation, the grand jury dithered. Not enough members believed there was enough evidence pointing to Lizzie as the killer. The grand jury was called back into session and the prosecution presented one more witness: A friend of Lizzie’s would testify that she saw Lizzie burn a dress a few days after the killings. When asked, Lizzie had reportedly said that she had gotten paint on the dress. That was apparently enough for the grand jury to change its mind and return an indictment. Lizzie would face trial for the axe murder of her father and stepmother.

			In 1893, the Lizzie Borden trial captivated the nation. The proceedings were held before a panel of three judges, and the prosecution pulled out all the stops in presenting its case. Two prosecutors handled the case. Lizzie hired two lawyers, one of whom, George Robinson, had been the governor of Massachusetts just six years earlier. Robinson was a Harvard graduate who had spent more than a dozen years in various political offices. He reportedly charged Lizzie $25,000 for his services, but the money would be well spent.

			The trial provided more than enough drama to remain front-page news across the country. The prosecution brought Andrew and Abby Borden’s skulls to the courtroom, intending to show them to the jury and introduce them into evidence. During the opening statements, one of the attorneys accidentally knocked Andrew’s skull, which had been covered, so that it dramatically appeared uncovered in front of Lizzie. In typical fashion for a lady of her era, she fainted at the sight of it and the trial was delayed for a few moments until the skull was covered and she regained her composure. It later came out in testimony that the doctor who had performed the autopsies on the victims had not sought permission from the Borden daughters to remove the heads of the victims and had not even told them about it before the trial began. He had simply cut off their heads, reduced them to skulls, and brought them to court as he would any other trial exhibits.

			More surprises came during trial testimony. A doctor from Harvard Medical School testified that he had examined the stomach contents of the victims—they had been removed at the same time as the heads—and found no evidence of poison. The theory that the family had been poisoned had gained some traction because all of its members—Lizzie, her sister, and the parents—had all been ill in the days before the murders. While the pronouncement that there was no poison in the victims’ stomachs might not have seemed all that remarkable, what the doctor said next was. He was certain that Mrs. Borden had been killed an hour and a half before Mr. Borden had been murdered. Presumably, this meant that the killer had remained in the house for an hour and a half after killing Mrs. Borden, waiting for the opportunity to kill Mr. Borden. If it had been Lizzie, how come no one noticed her acting oddly during that time? Could she really have been so calculating that she could act normally so soon after hacking her stepmother to death? On the other hand, could a stranger have successfully waited in hiding inside the house for ninety minutes between the killings without being detected by Lizzie or the maid? The pieces of the puzzle did not appear to be able to fit no matter how much the prosecution manipulated them.

			Journalists across the nation reported updates from the murder trial, and hungry readers speculated: What did the murderer do in that hour and a half? Other theories were floated: Was the murderer a disgruntled “Portugese” worker who had exchanged harsh words with Mr. Borden earlier in the day? If so, it wouldn’t be much of a lead; the town was known to have a large Portuguese-American community, largely composed of men working in the whaling and fishing trade. Others wondered: Could the thirty-two-year-old unmarried daughter who still lived at home with her parents really be the one who hacked them to death? What would her motive have been?

			The prosecution also had to answer several questions raised by the lack of physical evidence. How could Lizzie have so brutally killed two people without getting blood all over herself? The prosecutors floated a bizarre theory: Lizzie may have committed the murders while naked. This raised more questions—even as it generated murmurs from newspaper readers—about how she could have been running around her house naked for a couple hours without anyone else noticing. After all, the murders were committed during daylight hours and the maid was home the entire time.

			While many members of the public may have been ready to convict Lizzie based on what they heard, the trial judges kept some of the more damning evidence from the jury. The jury did not hear that Lizzie had tried buying poison shortly before the killings. Better for Lizzie, her attorneys had successfully argued that her inquest testimony—where she had testified without an attorney—should be suppressed because she had not been advised of her rights before questioning. As a result, the jury did not get to hear any of Lizzie’s lengthy inquest testimony where she had given confused and contradictory answers to some of the questions she had been asked. A good prosecutor could have used the testimony to show how Lizzie’s story had not remained consistent. Since Lizzie did not testify at her murder trial, and the inquest testimony was kept from them, the jury never got to hear most of Lizzie’s version of what had happened that day. The jury did hear from Lizzie’s older sister, Emma, who told the court that Lizzie’s relationship with her parents was unremarkable—certainly not of the sort that might lead to murder.

			Even so, the testimony fueled arguments for both sides. When a doctor testified that he had been called to the house the day of the killings, Lizzie had told him an alibi that later seemed questionable. She had told him that she had been in the barn behind the house, looking for sinkers—lead weights for fishing—around the time of the murders and perhaps that was why she hadn’t heard anything. But investigators had searched the barn when they had been summoned to the house, and they had found no indication that anyone had been in the barn that day. The floor was covered in dust and showed no footprints. The doctor also admitted, though, that he had prescribed morphine to Lizzie that day to calm her down. Perhaps that had caused her to give muddled and confused answers to investigators. Lizzie’s attorneys seemed able to discredit almost every witness the prosecution produced, with newspapers suggesting that many of the prosecution witnesses ended up helping Lizzie’s case by the time they left the stand.

			It took the jury only an hour and a half to deliberate. They found Lizzie not guilty. Although many people today believe Lizzie killed her parents, the press that had breathlessly covered the trial appeared to support the verdict. The New York Times spoke favorably of the verdict and wrote scathing remarks about the inept members of law enforcement who had arrested and prosecuted the wrong person for the murders. Even so, many people in the community believed that Lizzie must have been involved on some level, and she found herself shunned by the Fall River community. Interestingly, the two daughters had inherited the estate because of the order in which Mr. and Mrs. Borden were murdered. Since the stepmother died first, the court ruled that her estate passed to her husband—if even for just an hour and a half—and became part of his estate, which then passed to his two daughters when he died. If the order of the deaths had been reversed, Lizzie and Emma might have received nothing, with everything in both estates passing to their stepmother’s other relatives.

			Lizzie and her sister bought another house nearby and moved out of the murder house. Their new home was huge and only a mile from the murder house. Located at 306 French Street in Fall River, it had eight bedrooms and three bedrooms. Known
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