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American Murder Song : The Seven Deadly Sinners

Sinner V.

are 5 people living in the 2½-storey 
Borden house. Servant Maggie 

sleeps in the cramped attic. Mr. and Mrs. 
Borden reside on the 2nd floor. Lizzie and 
her sister, Emma, occupy separate adjoining 
bedrooms. Lizzie’s room shares a wall with 
her parents. She hears everything.

At the head of Lizzie’s bed, on the other 
side of the northeast wall, is her father’s safe, 
which is strictly off limits.

Two floors down is a cellar with a furnace, a 
couple of bricked-in nooks for firewood, and 
several hanging hatchets. More hatchets are 
stored in the barn at the rear of the property 
… for choppin’ wood, of course.

CRIME SCENE V
THE BORDEN HOUSE

92 Second St.

The Accused
Lizzie Borden, 32, Spinster Daughter

The Victims
Abby Borden, 64, Reviled Stepmother

Andrew Borden, 69, Beloved Father

The Potential Witness
Bridget “Maggie” Sullivan, 25, Servant
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TIME OF DEATHS
MORNING, AUGUST 4TH, 1892

This house is like

A FUCKING PRISON

The barely tolerable Borden home, 1892

203

mUrdeR.

FALL River, Massachusetts: “The #1 Textile-Manufacturing Town” in Cain’s America, boasting over 
500,000 fabric spindles. In this hilly riverfront community, affectionately called “Spindle 

City” by its residents, the name Borden is synonymous with the development of its dominant industry, 
and with immeasurable wealth.

Fall River, however, is a neighborhood divided. Up on The Hill reside the well-to-do men and their 
society wives. Below, in The Flats, live the immigrants, the poor, and 1 rich, 8th-generation Borden 
man and his family, subsisting well below their means, and well below their cousins up on The Hill.

The houses of the town’s elites all boast modern conveniences, but the antiquated Borden family home 
has a pump instead of running water and kerosene lamps instead of electricity. The walls are thin. It is 
bitterly cold in winter and oppressively hot in summer.

As the sun rises on a sweltering Thursday morning, the house becomes unbearable, and the Borden 
name becomes synonymous with something else altogether:

(blank)

The Seven Deadly Sinners

American Murder Song
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Unmercifully

That Rip-Roarin’

wrath

1
TON

{grunt!}{grunt!}

{heavy!}{heavy!} {anger!}{anger!}
{sweat}{sweat}

{GrRr!}{GrRr!}
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try to choke down a light breakfast with Uncle 
John Morse, but the day is hot and miserable, 
and the food poisoning symptoms persist. 
Feverish and nauseous, they push their plates 
aside.
2 John leaves and Mr. and Mrs. Borden struggle 
off to perform their daily tasks.
3 Servant Maggie is ordered outside to wash the 
house’s windows in the sweltering heat.
4 Grinning, Lizzie Borden takes her morning 
meal alone, as she normally does, refusing to 
share a table with Mrs. Borden.
5 She treats herself to a debutante’s breakfast: 
cookies, coffee, and vengeance.
6 She cleans her plate, strips off her bustles, and 
retrieves a hatchet from the cellar.
7 She howls, naked as the full moon, and stalks 
up the stairs to the guest room where her 
stepmother is tidying the bed.
8 Gripping the hatchet between her legs, its 
inflexible steel hard against her skin, Lizzie 
squares up and swings!
9 WHACK!

8 Only Mrs. Borden’s jewels are stolen, and Mr. 
Borden suspects, correctly, that Lizzie is the 
thief.
9 He orders every door in the house locked at all 
times. Enter a room, lock it. Exit a room, lock 
it.
10 But whenever Mr. Borden leaves the house, he 
places the master key on the downstairs mantle, 
in plain sight, to spite Lizzie, to dare her to try 
and steal from him again.
11 There are two doors to Lizzie’s room. She 
defiantly pushes her bed against the one 
connecting her bedroom to Mr. and Mrs. 
Borden’s.

6  In the spring of 1892, another robbery occurs, 
this time in the Borden backyard barn.
2 Mr. Borden will not have it. He takes out his 
frustration on the pet pigeons Lizzie keeps there 
in a coop.
3 He kills the birds, one by one, by wringing 
their necks.
4 The wrath inside Lizzie boils. It demands 
vengeance.
5 On August 3rd, Lizzie visits D. R. Smith’s 
drugstore and attempts to buy Prussic Acid, a 
lethal poison.
6 Later that night, Uncle John Morse arrives at 
the Borden House for supper and a few days’ 
stay.
7 He dines with Mr. and Mrs. Borden. After the 
meal, the three experience symptoms of food 
poisoning. 
8 Mrs. Borden cries that Lizzie is to blame.
9 Lizzie storms off to visit a friend and 
melodramatically recounts a bizarre “litany of 
doom”: she claims that somebody is poisoning 
her family, and that her father’s enemies and 
other strange men are stalking their home.
10 “I’m afraid that someone will do something.”

7  The following morning, Mr. and Mrs. Borden 

Listen to 
American Murder Song’s
“Lizzie Borden (Wrath)”

TH
E

SE
V

E
N

D
EA

DLY
SINNERS

206

THE BIG OL’ BOOK OF AMERICAN MURDER SONG	 Hot-Bl o o d e d	Hy m n s	&	Re a l	ta l e s	o f	si n

“Go for Dr. Bowen as 
  soon as you can. I think 
  father is hurt.”

~ Lizzie Borden to her family’s 
servant, Maggie

Lizzie Borden

“Go for Dr. Bowen as 
  soon as you can. I think 
  father is hurt.”

remain in their father’s home. By 1887, Lizzie 
Borden, aged twenty-seven, is spouseless, as is 
her big sister Emma.
2 Being years beyond marriageable age, the 
siblings fear they may never leave the Borden 
nest. Mr. and Mrs. Borden suspect the same, a 
posture that Lizzie is growing to resent.
3 Hoping to instill in his daughters a community 
spirit, Mr. Borden rents a pew at a nearby church. 
But Lizzie refuses to attend services there, 
telling her father she’ll be huffing up to The 
Hill to attend a more upscale and progressive 
house of worship instead.
4 She declaims that she prefers to spend her days 
praying amongst the gentry, rather than pinching 
pennies in The Flats.
5 But every time Lizzie has to make the tiresome 
trek back down, down from The Hill, her 
resentments towards her father and his religious 
and fiscally conservative ways rise.
6 When Mr. Borden abruptly buys property for 
Mrs. Borden, Lizzie’s rancor turns to fury, as 
does Emma’s.
7 Believing their stepmother is after their 
inheritance, they demand he buy them 
property, too!
8 Witch!
9 Lizzie refuses to call Abby Borden “Mother” 
any longer, thenceforth referring to her only as 
“Mrs. Borden.”

5  Four years pass. Lizzie’s tolerance thins.
2 She is of the belief, nay, the conviction that a 
Borden belongs in an upper-crust home on The 
Hill.
3 A Borden should have lots of money to burn.
4 A Borden should be able to take whatever she 
wants.
5 Lizzie begins shoplifting.
6 On June 24th, 1891, on a day when Mr. and 
Mrs. Borden are away, the house is robbed.
7 Lizzie, Emma, and servant Maggie are present. 
All claim to have seen nothing.

The Rip-Roarin’ Wrath of

Lizzie Borden

1  In the year one thousand eight hundred and 
ninety-two, Lizzie Borden picks up a hatchet.
2 Her Sin: Wrath.
3 Her Mark: Getting away with Murder.

2  Lizzie Borden is born on July 19th, 1860, in 
Fall River, Massachusetts. She is the youngest 
daughter of Andrew Borden and Sarah Morse. 
Her sister, Emma Borden, is nine years her elder.
2 Four months before Lizzie’s third birthday, 
the girls’ mother dies, painfully, from uterine 
congestion and disease of the spine.
3 Just two years later, their father remarries, and 
scowling Abby Gray, thirty-seven, the daughter 
of a poor pushcart peddler, becomes the new 
Mrs. Borden.

3  As the director of several textile mills, 
Lizzie’s father, following in the footsteps of 
his prosperous namesake, has amassed a small 
fortune.
2 But Mr. Borden does not like spending his 
earnings, preferring to “pile” his money in his 
bedroom safe instead.
3 They live in a simple clapboard house in The 
Flats on Second Street.
4 The house is unfashionable, lacking many of 
the luxuries that young Lizzie knows her father 
can afford.

4  In respectable society, unmarried women must 



The Death of Mr. Andrew Jackson Borden,
Whom Lizzie Loved
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“I did not see his 
face because he 
was all covered 
with blood ...
It made me afraid.”

~ Lizzie Borden to the 
district attorney during 

an inquest hearing on 
the murders

AT

Borden McScrooge, Lizzie’s father

9:15 AM, a miserly Andrew Borden, 
69, goes collecting rents on his various 

properties and checking in on his local 
investments. At 10:45 AM, he returns home, 
only to find the front door bolted from the 
inside. He hollers for servant Maggie, who, 
after fumbling with the 3 door locks, lets him 
in. When she does, Lizzie Borden giggles at the 
top of the stairs.

Lizzie promenades down the steps and greets 
her father, who asks of her stepmother’s 
whereabouts. She tells him Mrs. Borden’s “gone 
out to visit a friend.”

Mr. Borden settles in for a nap on a settee in the 
1st floor sitting room. As he sleeps, a hatchet 
descends upon his head. 1 time, 2 times, 10 times. 
His skull collapses and his eyeball is split in 2. 
It is 11:00 AM.

When Mr. Borden’s body is found, upon his 
wedding finger is a ring Lizzie gave him. It’s the 
only ring he ever wore after Lizzie’s mother’s 
death.

A THIEF IN
MOTHER'S CLOTHING

The Death of Mrs. Abby Durfee Borden,
Whom Lizzie Hated
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“She’s not my 
mother, sir; she is 
my stepmother; my 
mother died when 
I was a child.”

~ Lizzie Borden to the 
police following the 

murders

AT

Abby Borden, wicked stepmother, dead!

9:30 AM, a stout Abby Borden, 64,  
waddles upstairs to tidy the guest 

bedroom. She enters and makes a bed.

Behind her, a floorboard creaks. Abby looks 
up. As she does, a hatchet strikes her head 
about her right ear. She falls face-first onto the 
ground, crashing between the bed and a bureau. 

Straddling the woman’s felled body, the 

murderess strikes Abby again and again, 
hacking her 19 times in all.

When Abby’s body is found, hours later, the 
blood in her hair is brown and dry. It does not 
look like blood at all.

Until her body is turned over, and the hidden 
gore is revealed, it is thought that Abby 
Borden died of fright.



BARE MY OTHER TEETH
Lizzie Sabotages an Investigation
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      The Whereabouts of “Mrs. Borden”
When police come to investigate the murder of Andrew Borden, they are unaware that 

the blood from the corpse of his wife is congealing on the floral carpet of the guest 
bedroom upstairs. When asked of her stepmother’s whereabouts, Lizzie lies to an 

officer, saying that Mrs. Borden went out to check in on a sick friend. When hours
pass and Abby fails to return, Lizzie changes her story, claiming that, “No, Mrs. 

Borden has been home the entire time.” The police head upstairs and find Abby’s 
body, which is lying in plain view of the 2nd floor stairwell.

The Whereabouts of Lizzie Borden  
The police question Lizzie as to where she was during the time of the 
murders. Lizzie states that she was reading Harper’s Magazine. She then 
alters her “alibi,” explaining that she was ironing her clothes. Finally, she 
swears (on a stack of Bibles) that she was out in the barn, looking for hook-
irons for an upcoming fishing trip. The investigators, however, find no 
footprints in the barn’s dusty loft where the irons are stowed.

       The Whereabouts of the Bloody Rags
A bucket is found in the cellar of the Borden house. It is full of bloody 
rags. Lizzie insists that the blood is from her monthly period, or, as it 
is referred to in genteel society, her “fleas.” Servant Maggie repudiates 
Lizzie’s story, telling investigators that she had not seen the red rags 
before the murders. If she had, she’d have washed ‘em.

“paint.”

       The Whereabouts of the Bloody Dress
On the day of the murders, Lizzie is seen in 3 different dresses, 1 of which, 
a blue corduroy number, she suspiciously folds and hides in the 1st floor 
kitchen pantry. A few days after the murders, Lizzie retrieves and burns the 
dress, telling a friend it was covered in

Lizzie’s message finally got through her father’s thick skull
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lizzie borden took an axe
gaVe her Mother forty whacks

detour

5, 6,
Pick Up Sticks!

11
Think Up Yer Fav’rite Dark 

Nurs’ry Rhyme 

& Scribble A Verse To The 
Right For A Kick.
Quick

RhyME time

Messrs. Storm And Tender Are Dyin’ 
To Read, Recite, & Clap Along.

Chop-Chop!

dog-ger-el 
noun

A sleazy poem composed in an uneven rhythm for burlesque or comic effect

The murder of Mr. and Mrs. Borden is memorialized 
in a particularly tawdry doggerel: “Lizzie Borden 
took an axe …” Its author is unknown, but the tune 
to which it is sung, “Ta-ra-ra Boom-de-ay,” is a 
vaudevillian smash in Cain’s America.

For rhymin’ purposes, the murder weapon in the 
famous doggerel is not a hatchet, but an axe, and the 
number of “whacks” is exaggerated from 19 and 10 
to … 40 and 41.

These doggerels are sold for a penny as printed 
ballads, known as broadsides, and often feature new 
lyrics set to a widely known tune, so the reader can 
easily sing, sing along.

Lizzie Borden, hoity-toity, 2
 years before the murders
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