CRIMES OF PASSION

What meaneth Nature by these diverse laws?

Fassion and reason self-division cause.

~- Lord Brooke, 1609

Boaton is not particularly famous far its crimes of oassion. It has
nothing in its annals to compare with the sensational shooting in June 1906
of architect 3tanford White at Mew York's Madison Square Garien by the jealous
husband of his actress girlfriend. That murder was witnessed by hundreds of
necnle during a nerformance of "Mamzelle Champagne,” causing something of a

nanic. A journalist at the scene wrote:

White's elbow slid from the table, the table crashed over, semding
& glass clinking along with the heavier sound. The body then tumbled
from the chair. On the stage one of the characters was singing a song
entitled "I Could Love a Million Girls." The refrain seemed to freeze
uvcn his lips. There was dead silence for a secomd, and then Thaw (the
murderer) lifted his pistol over his head, the barrel hanging downward
ag i1f to show the aulience that he was not going to harm amy one else.

Then came the realization on the mart of the auwdience that the
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farce had ended with a tragedy. A woren jumped to her fect and screamed.
Marry persons follcwed her example, and there was wild excitement.

L. Lawrencoe, the minager of the show, jumped on 2 tatle and above
the uproar ccmmanded the show to go on. "Go on playing!" he shouted.

"Bring on the chorusi"®

That sort of thing could have never happened in Boston, which, in those days,
was a citadel of morality compared to New York's Sodom and Gomorrah. The
murderer, incidentally, was brought to trial but foumd not guilty because of
insanity. That's what they generally say about people who commit crimes of
passiorit temporarily insane. Love can drive you crazy. Commosers have been
writing popular songs about that phenomenon for generations,

Technica2lly, crimes of passion include all acts of violence committed
apainat lovers, friemds am relatives umder great emotional stress. And they
are rarely as glamourcus as the Stanford White affair. In Boston, for scme
peculiar reason, which an enterprising sociologist with a government grant
might try to uncover, crimes of passion temd to be non-glamourous. For example,
not too iong ago a man shot his wife over a cold supper. That actually happened
in Boston. But the couple were Puerto Rican, which might explain it, but doesn't.
Frankly, the detectives over at homicide are a little embarrassed vy the lack
of interesting crimes of passion in their files.

"You have to g0 to your bedroom suburbs for your eternal triangles," says
Det. Sgt. Jack Spencer, a veteran of the f ace, trying to be helpful. "In Bostmm
it's all trivial stuff: an argument over a courle of bucks, cheating at a card
game.

The detective, however, did bring one interesting case to my attention: the
r-urdér o) cﬁrﬁ;);t;zone strinmer Tanya Rienzi by her jealous boyfriend. He strangled

ker with her nink pa‘ama top. The uscenario was right out of Carmen Jones.
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Tanys had warked her way up from street hooker to exotic dancer and was about

to marry a nice, respectable businessman, when the emotionally devendent boyfrierd
she was trying to get rid of put an emd to it all. He's now serving a 1life
sentence at Walpole.

Actually, the only sensational crime of nassion that Bostonlans temd to
recall is the Van Rie case of 1959, involving the alleged murder c” a 23-year-old
Chicagp heiress named Lynn Kauffman whose body was dumped in%to Boston harbor
off a Dutch freighter as it streamed toward New York. The fact that the bady
was fouml off Spectecle Island gave the Boston police jurisdiction in the case.
1At first it was thought that the woman had committed suicide. But when the
bruises on the body were examined more closely, police ruled it a homlcide.

They foumd a likely suspect in Willem Van Rie, the 3l-year-old raiio operator
aboard the ship, amd brought him back to Boston for arraiglr;ﬁrefantt\' ‘ trial.

The latter lasted fifteen days, during which Boston newsmaners gave it daily
headlines and detailed coverage, with lots of pictures of the hamsome Dutchman's
dimoled amile. Never had Bostonians a juicier, more torrid story for their
daily fare.

It involved a ahipboard romance during a L)i-day voyage from Singapare to
Boston, with characters right out of central casting. A sart of Peyton Place at
sea, It seemed that the exotically beautiful young heiress, the daughter of a
Chicago imdustrlslist, had a predilection for getting involved with married mern.
At the age of 20 she became a research assistant for a& praofessor of Far Eastern
stidies at a Midwestern university. She moved into the professor's apartmet
with his 39-year-old wife and their three children. She slept on the living
room couch., The arrangement smacked of a very civilized méx)rmge a trois.

Irn June 195§, the professor, his wife, children, and Lynn all sailed for
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Singapore on a research trip. After completing their work in the Orient, the
orofessar put Lynn, his wife and children on a Dutch freighter, the Utrecht,
boird for New York via Suez, while he planned to catch uo with them by air in
New York. It was on this leg of the trip, while being a traveling companion
to the professor's wife amd children, that Lynn becare romantically involved
with the shio's radio operator, who was also married.

One can imagine the breathtaking btackdrop of that romance, which started
at Diiboutl in East Africa in late August and became more intense as the ship
made its way through the Mediterramean and across the Atlantic. Lynn must mve
wished that the voyage would last forever. On the stretch between Halifax amd
Bosto; there was a birthday party for the nrofessor's wife, during which Lynn,
in & slinky Chinese dress with provocative slits down the sides, seemed quite
gay. She spent that night -- her last alive -~ in the radio operator's bed.

In the morning, Friday, September 18, the ship docked in Boston for a
short stopover before resuming its final leg to New York., Lynn became 1ill
during the afternoon amd stayed in her cabin. The ship left Boston at about
6 p.m., passing the Deer Island Light at 6:55 p.m. Lynn was last known to be
on board at 7 p.m. when someone spoke to her through her locked stateroom domr.
A counle of hours later the ship's purser and the nrofessor's wife went into
Lynn's cabin to see what was wrong. They fourd the room empty, the bed cold,
anl the portholes wide omen. At about B® noon the next day, a construction
worker foumd Lynn's body floating against the rocks off Spectacle Islamd. It
wa8 clad only in Bermua shorts and sliprers.

Did Lynn Kauffman commit sulcide or was she beaten unconscious and thrain

overboard? The evidence agalnst Van Rie, whose devoted but plain wife sat im
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the courtroom diring the entire trial, Qas all circumstantial. It could have
baen suicide., Conslder Lynn's predicament. She was about to terminate her
intense shirboard romance and rejoin the nrofessor. No small cause for desmair
and inner confusion. And there was the professor's wife, hardly lookling farward
to a resumption of the ménage a trois after having observed Lynn's behavior
during the voyage. Who knows what was said between them on thot last day? The
nrofessor's wife merely testifled that she and Lynan had had discussions. "She
was a member of the family," she said.

After due delibteration, the jury decided that the lovely, petite Lynn had
indeed committed éuicide arnd that the hardsome wireless overator was not guilty.
He had told the court: "I have committed a sin of adultery with Mrs. Kauffmam
and 1 know that is wrong, but my wife has forgiven me. I have gottem punishment
for this sin. But I never kicked, not hit, not beat Mrs, Kauffman. I never
attemnted to do those things that they are trying to imoress you. . . . As God
is my witness I am telling you the truth that I am not guilty."

Ard they brlieved him. As far as the jury was concerned, the only crime
of nassion the noor chap had commtted was that of adultery. Today, of course,
adultery rarely mkes headlines. It shoss how far we've come from that age of
innocence, when the only literature you couldn't ban from Boston was a trial
transcrint. And luckily it involved out-of-towners. Prorer Bostonians simnly

id not commit crimes of pzssion.

Nevertneless, we do know that emotional violence knows no distinction of
race, age, sex, soclal status or weaponry. For examnle, in West Germany in 197k,
the 32-year-old Countess Diana Zu Eltz, whose family castle is pictured on a

500-Mark baninote, knifed her lover to death "out of rage, wourded pride, love
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and revenge.” Her lover was a Portugueée pizza varior operator. Amd in San
Francisco, in 1962, a Harvard-trained Hungarian doctor poured acid over the
body of his ?5-year-old showgirl bride because he believed her to be unfaithful.
They had been married less than a month. It took her 33 days to die.

Such is the power of love amkl the intense rage it can cause when love is
betrayed or denied. But there are many who<avlt“€o-kill their lovers or wives
or husbands and never do. What is the difference between those who do amd
those who don't? Truman Capote once characterized the love affair of a lady

riemd by saying that her boyfriemd didm't love her enough to kill her. 1Is
murder really the?ultimate test of love?

In many cases, the murder of the beloved will be followed by the suicide
of the killer. This i3 stamdard practice where guilt feelings run high amd
the killer cannot conceive of committing rmurder umnless it is a final, desperate,
and symbolic act of total devotion. It is smed up in the ohrase: "I can't
live without you." But of course that's untrue. Just about everyone can survive
the death of a loved one. We do it all the time. What the siénan-;; lover
really means is: "I don't want to live without you." Bu: that idea in itself
is not enough to drive one to murder. What really triggers the rage is the
knowiedge that the loved one is now giving his or her affections to someone else.
30 the next thought becomes: "If I can't have you, no one else will,®

Contrary to populer belief, moat crimes of nassion are not acts of
spontaneous vioclence committed during emotional outbursts. They are usually
the explosive culminations of sober, deliberate planning, especially where the
element of revenge is involved. There may even be a profound satisfaction, a

sense of relief, in the planning itself as one imagines what the final result
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will be: sweet revenge, an emd to one's intolerable torment, and the final
dramstic statement of one’s serious cormitment to love.

A classic case illustrating all of this took place on Came Cod last May,
when a 3l-year-old huzband hurst into the amartment of his estranged wife while
she and her lover were in bed, killed them both, and then took his own life.

In one exmlosion of violence, he had made his statement: that 1life, umder
the conditlons he had been forced to live, had become unbearablc and unaccert able.

When Randolph Q'Connor graduated from Norton High School 4n 196L, the
yearbook wrote that he was "outspoken, s neat dresser, amd very cutgoing.” He
was a member of student council armd the theatre arts club armd nlsyed Junior
versity basketball, After graduation he jJolned the army amd went off to
Vietnar., When he got back to Norton around 1969 he met Ruth Arderson, an
attractive brunette who was studying at nearby Wheaton Collepe. They dated,
fell in love, and married. Ruth, who had majored in lanpguages, got a Job
teaching French 2t the Norton Middle School, amd Randy took courses at B.U. and
Bentlev urder the G. I. Bill. Around 1975 Ramdy got a Job as a salesman at
a Chevrolet dealershiv in Hyannis. He amd Ruth bought a house on the Cane at
Marston Mills und she took a teaching Job at the middle school in West Yarma: th.
Things seemed to be going smoethly for the couple until Ruth met Randy's boss,
Jim Kissam.

Kissam was tall, lean, athletic, and handsore. He was a real charrer.

He had pone to a prestigious prep school, graduvated from the University of
Michigan, amd served as a captain in the U, S. Marine Corps. He had a wife
and three daughters and a2 large beautiful house in Wellesley Hills. He had

gotten into General Motors through his father, an executive with the cormpany,
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and had advanced quickly in the business. In 1976 he tought the Chevrolat
denlership in Hyannis. Randy O'Connor was one of his salesman. Imagine the
relationship: Kissam, nine years older than Ramdy, a Marine Ccrrns captain,
the boss; Randy, an army enlisted man, em:loyee. Jim Kissam had everything.

A business of his own, a family, kids, an expensive hcme, a winning perscnalit;
Randy was Just 2 salesman, with a pretty wife but no kids.

When two married neople begin having an affair, 1ife becores enormously
risky. And sometimes the danger adds spice to the romance. Obviously Kissam
tho:ght that his enlisted man employee was mo one to be afraid of. And Ruth
might have felt that she had givem Randy enough of her life amd now wanted

meihing more exciting. To her Kissam was tremendously attractive and successful,
twelve vears her senior, a leader not a follower. She'd leave Randy for him
any day. But would Kissam divarce his wife for her, or was she merely one of
his conquests, an ego trip? He was bullding a house on the Came for his
wife and daushters. There'd be little oonortunity for him to sleer out nights
once hlg family moved down.

But for Randy it was the enmd of everything. He and Ruth sold their house,
ard she took an apartment of her own in Osterville. He was left with nothing
but 2 ice he loathed. It was more than he could take. They were separated,
but not yet divorced. Yet, here was his wife, jumning i;f%ed with his boss.
A11 of th!s fed the fires of his inner rage and frustration. At this point he
might have thought of committing suicide. But then the thought of those two
enjoying their adultery at his expense mist have jarred his sense of justice.
If he kiiled himself without killing them, then he would simnly confirm their
eval:ation of him: that was worth nothing, that his feelings were beyomd

their comsideration.
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Once the decision is made that life is no longer worth living, then it
is easy to plan its end. The emd becomes a much-sought-after goal. The eml
that Randy chose was calculated to have the greatest impact he could meke:
to kill them at the height of their pleasure, in the act of their betrayal.

In that way, their famlies would know beyond a shadow of a doutt why he did
it, and they would understamd.

Ruth moved intoc her new apartment on Sumday, in a quaint remodeled
eighteenth century house, with weathered shingles anmd white shutters. Om
Tuesday evening, May 16, 1978, Kissam arrived to spend the night there. Ranmdy
walted until the lights were out and they had gone to bed. Then, armed with
his .h35'7 magnum six-shot revolver, he went inside.

He found them in bed as e>mected. He fired four or five times at Kissam
at close range, killing him. Ruth, terrified, ran into the batkroom. Randy
oursued her, firing several shets. She slumed to the floar. He then
reloaded the revolver, fired one or two more bullets into her nule bady, then
turned the gun on himself. He killed himself with one shot to the head.

When the police arrived, they found Kissam's nude dead body sprawled on
the bed; Ruth, dead in the bathroom; Randy, fully clothed, lying dead bes¥e
her. It was like the last scene in Hamlet: a stage strewn with ccrpses,

It was a sad erding to three lives. You couldn't tell from Rardy'!s yearbook

picture that his life would end this way. But that's what crimes of passion
ang it ;

re 1like, aml all men, by nat.ure,i,\quite capable of such violence, given the

proper circumstances.
But not all such actions lead to the kimd of irravocable tragedy as did

Ramdy's. Sorme crimes of nassion, believe it or not, may even have happy emlings.
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There's a story from New York that's worth telling. Back in the late 1950's
a successful criminal lawyer from Scarsdale by the name of Burton Pugash fell
in love with a young lady named Lirda Riss. He intended to marry her. But
when she found cut that he was already merried and would have to get a divorce,
she broke off. This angered Pugash who told her that if he couldn't have
her "no one else will, and when I get finished with you, no one else will
want you."

He hired two men to splash lye in Linda's face. They carried out the
Jot, blinding Linda completely in one eye and partially in the other. The
rolice arrested Pugash and the two thugs. All three were tried, foud gullty
amd sent to Jail. After serving thirteen years, Pugash was released on parole,
at which time he proposed to Linda twlce on television. To his surorise, Bhe
answered yes. She was willing to forgive. So the two were finally married
in November 197, proving, once more, that love conquers all. Or, at least,

almost all.



