With a Swing of the Axe 2.0

By: Dr. M. Shane Heard

Note about script: 	
1. Overall Meaning to World:	Women are viewed as weak, and no one thinks a woman is capable of 
such atrocities as brutal murder. The World needs to understand, even in horrendous times, perhaps specifically in horrendous times, the power of a woman.
2. Overall Meaning to Self:	Hidden darkness in all. We are all capable of being monsters. 
The question is: What happens when the monster goes unchecked and finally breaks out?
3. Overall Meaning to Judge:	What monster lurks inside your soul?
4. Fictional Work Notation:	This is a work of fiction. Though some of the characters are based on 
real individuals, the facts and focus of the true stories are only used as a base for this work.  

Note about the Song/Poem:

Lizzie Borden took an axe
and gave her mother forty whacks.
When she saw what she had done,
she gave her father forty-one.

Andrew Borden now is dead,
Lizzie hit him on the head.
Up in heaven he will sing,
on the gallows she will swing.

Note about the Character:		
Bridget Sullivan: 		She was the Irish-born maid for the Borden family who most certain had to 
have seen the Borden Ax Murders, and some how missed it, or many believed covered for the person who committed them, Lizzie Bordon. either witnessed the murders, OR, perhaps she committed the murders herself. 

Note about the Language: 
Bridget Sullivan needs to speak with an Irish Accent. Though a maid, she is still very prim and proper in
her speech and her actions.   Doc. H. 

We begin:

Bridget:

Lizzie Borden took an axe
and gave her mother forty whacks.
When she saw what she had done,
she gave her father forty-one.

You know, the children got a few things wrong with this rhyme. Firstly, it was not an ax used to kill the Bordens; it was a hatchet. Secondly, it was not my dear Lizzie’s mother who perished that day; it was her Stepmother, Abby, a cold-hearted lady to be sure, and to be honest, she only earned NINTEEN whacks (winks at the audience), not forty. Thirdly, her dear father, the “honorable” (spat in the dirt) Mr. Andrew Borden, only befell the blade ten times, not 41, but facts do not factor much into a children’s poem that needs to rhyme, I suppose. 

Facts. Most men are not really interested in the facts when it comes to women and what we have done, or more to the point, what we can do! We are just frail, little creatures, only good for a few things in this world!

A jury of men would never, not in a hundred years, reckon a (mockingly) fragile little lass would be capable of such hideous deeds as murdin’ people.  Men always cast women aside as objects. This is a sad truth that has plagued mankind (laughs) well MENKIND, forever. 

Yet, for a woman who had things that “must be done”, it was best to use the shortcomings of man to help her “get away with it” as it were. So, they missed the truth of many things. They had “their version of the facts.” Which suited me fine. 

For instance, the men KNEW for a fact that only another man, could have committed those terrible crimes of chopping up poor Mr. and Mrs. Borden.  

They also KNEW for a fact that the murder weapon must have been an ax, though they never found it. They never could conceive that the wounds could have been dealt with a hatchet!

Finally, and most importantly, the men missed the fact that one woman’s love for another woman, though truly forbidden in those times, could be the reason to drive one to kill. 

As my mother might say, I was “lacking the advantages of my education, but I am flesh and blood just as you are.” And capable of doing what needed to be (chopping motion) done. 

INTRODUCTION
		
Bridget: 

Andrew Borden now is dead,
Lizzie hit him on the head.

(To Audience) Biddy? I know that is what they call me under their breath. Biddy. Nasty word for the likes of me. A proper maid. Funny, it almost sounds like my real name, Bridget.  Not that they called me that too often either. 

Mr. Borden, Lizzie’s father, was a hard man. A very, very pious man. He had money, but he never spent it on anyone…especially not his children, and especially not Lizzie!  Her poor mother, God Rest Her Soul, died when Lizzie was only three, but by the time she was six, Mr. Boden remarried…Abby Durfee, if you please. Nasty woman really, very proper and “unyielding” is what they said in court. 

To say she and my Lizzie did not get along is putting it nicely as they say in polite society. She would only call her “Mrs. Borden,” never “Mother,” as Abby had asked her to do on countless occasions. Rarely did Lizzie come around, not even to eat together. This drove Abby insane, and she grew a strong dislike for my Lizzie. 

Sadly, they thought Lizzie killed her father for his money and her stepmother out of spite. (Shaking her head). That was not the case, not the case at all, nor did Lizzie kill her father because he killed the pigeons that Lizzie cared for in the barn with a hatchet because he thought they were spreading illness. 

(Looks at audience and smiles) 

Yes, it is the same hatchet that was actually used to do the bloody, but MUCH-NEEDED deeds!

Thursday, August 4, 1892, was a particularly hot day. 

Lizzie was in the barn cleaning up the bloody pigeon mess her father had left her; I can still hear her crying.

I was cleaning windows as instructed, and then I heard a conversation that stirred a fire in my belly that I could not smother. 

Mr. and Mrs Borden were, like always, arguing. They were arguing, like always, about their two favorite subjects: Money and Lizzie. I will not go into detail about particular words of the fight, but the long and the short of it is, Mrs. Borden (who was always trying to get at Mr. Borden's money and Lizzie always stood in the way) had finally convinced Mr. Borden that it was time for Lizzie to leave the home. 

According to Mrs. Borden, Lizzie was a 32-year-old spinster and just like her older sister Emma, she would never marry and both were living off of the kindness of their father. They both needed to GO! And Mrs. Borden had the solution. She had already found them a place: Sisters of Saint Francis, a convent. 	Comment by Michael Heard: maybe cut

I tell ya, I about fell off the ladder I was using to clean that window, but I continued to listen as my heart began to beat and I struggled to breathe. Surely, Mr. Borden will not send them away. Not my Lizzie. Not my love. Surely, he would not …

But I will tell you, one thing women are good for is getting their way, especially with a man…and…and.. After a few minutes of weak protest, Mr. Borden gave in, saying: I guess you are right, Abby; I will see it done.

She made him promise because we all knew if Mr. Andrew Borden gave his word, it would happen, and then he left the bedroom and headed outside for his morning walk. 

At this moment, I heard something to my left. It was Lizzie, still crying, covered in pigeon blood, heading into the back door to the kitchen to wash up and then head to her bedroom.

At that moment, everything went silent. I could not hear the birds, the wind; I could not hear anything…anything but a pounding rage….I could not let it happen…I WOULD NOT LET MY LIZZIE GO!

Up in heaven he will sing,
on the gallows she will swing.

(Pantomimes walking down ladder and going to barn, grabbing the hatchet) I walked to the barn. Lizzie was not there. 

At first, I went up the backstairs to the bedroom and found…her… and then (TWO WACKS pause..17 MORE WACKS VERY QUICKLY). I said nothing. I felt nothing. Even when she pleaded for me to stop and kept asking me why…I felt nothing. It needed to be done. 

Then, I headed downstairs. I do not remember walking down the front stairs, but I do remember noticing that the floors in the hallway and the railings on the stairs would soon need a good dusting. Shortly after, Mr. Borden returned. I followed him into the Sitting Room… and..(FIVE WACKS pause…5 MORE WACKS VERY QUICKLY).  Again, I felt nothing!

The deeds were done, so I returned the hatchet to the barn. I knew people would simply think the blood was from pigeons. I went to my room, changed into my reserve chore clothes, put my bloody dress in the dolly tub to soak, and went back to work cleaning the windows, though doing so was a bit hard as my arms were suddenly quite sore (She laughs). Oh well, all in a good day’s work.  

They found Mr. Borden’s body on the sofa and Mrs. Borden’s body on the floor next to the bed. 

They did not investigate anything at first at home. Not the barn, not my quarter, not the window, and most certainly not my dress OR LIZZIE'S SOILED dress that I had added, soaking the blood away in the tub. They never questioned why, days later, Lizzie bought acid from the local drug store to “clean her dress after “lady moments happened.” Men are idiots and botched up the entire investigation in so many ways, which is their way when they get their mind set. 

Immediately, everyone thought a man must have done it. (Smiling) No gentlewoman of good upbringing could have done such a thing. Surely, No weak female was capable of doing such a thing. 
However, when they could not find any suitable man to blame, they turned to the only person with any real motive. My Lizzie. She had to stand trial. 

They did question me and even asked me questions during Lizzie’s Trial, but they never suspected me of any bloody deeds. Why would they? I was a woman, a lesser woman, Almost A THING. 

In the end, Lizzie was tried and acquitted. Of course they could not convict her. She did not do anything! She died of pneumonia at age 66, nine days before the death of her older sister Emma. I cried that day for a long time. I loved Lizzie so. 

So many have asked throughout the year, if Lizzie had not committed the bloody work, then how did she not hear it happening? Chopping people up with an “AXE” is not quiet work. That truth I will take to my grave and have never spoken of it out loud until now. 

As I was addressing Mrs. Borden, Lizzie entered the room behind me just as my final blow fell. I froze and waited. What would she do? In the end, she did nothing. Nothing. She simply looked at me, smiled…and said: “Thank you, my love, I will always love you.”  Then she went back to her room. 
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Bridget Sullivan, left, and the infamous Lizzie Borden are forever linked by the brutal axe murders of Borden's parents on Aug. 4, 1892. Sullivan, the Bordens' maid, moved to Anaconda a few years later – a story that former Anaconda Leader Editor Sally Campbell reported in 1975. Public domain photos.
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