
CRIMES OF PASSION 

What JIleanl'!th Nature by these diverse laws? 

Passion arx:! rea s on self-d i.vision cause. 

-- Lord B rOQke, 1609 

B}ton is not parti/uhrly famous for it:! crimes of oa s si on . It has 

nothing in its ... nnnb to compa re with t.he eenaational shootönp, i.n June 1906 

o arch"teet 3tanfard White at óIew York's Madison Square GaMe n by the jeal:>U8 

hDbarxi of his actress girlfrierrl. That 0er was witnes!Jed by humreds of 

ôo"'lõ 1 urillF!: a ner!ornance o! IlMamzelle Champagne," cau8inp, so:r.Eth1Dg of a 

r"anic. A journAlist at t.h~ scene W'rotfl: 

White's elbow slid frolll the table, the tablf! crashed over, serrling 

,lass cUnking al'mr; wi th thA heavier soum. Thf' hooy thf'n tUJlbled 

from the chair. On the stap;e on€' of thf! characters was singing a song 

entitled "I Cm!.ld Love a Million Girls." The refra in seemed to freeze 

uoon his lios. therE! vas dead sile nce for a secon::i, am then Thaw (the 

Murderer) Ufted his pistol CNer his head, the barrel hanging downward 

as 1f to show Uw aw ience that he was not going to harm any one else. 

Then cam.e the real:ization on the part of t he atdience that the 
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farce had err::led with a tragedy. A soJTa·n jumped to her feet am screamed. 

Many persons followed her example, and there was wild excitement. 

L. Lawrencu, the YnH.nager of the show, jumped on a table am above 

the uproor CO'nMlirxl.ed the show to go on. "Go on playingJ" he shouted. 

flBring on the chorus lit 

That Bort of thing could have never happened in Eostoo, which, in those days " 

was a citadel of morality coĕred to New York's Sodom and Gomorrah. The 

murderer, incidentally, was brought to trial but foum not guilty becaU8e of 

insanity. That's what they generally say about neopl e who comnit crimes or 

oassionr temporariiy insane. Love � drive you crazy. Comnosers have been 

writing popular sonķ's about that nhen<l'lenon for penerstions. 

Techn cally, crimes passion inclu:le all acts of 'd_olence cO!'11ll1.tted 

avin.st lovers, frierrls aO'rl relatives urrler Rreat emotior-.e.l stress. AOO they 

are rarely a9 glamourous as the Stanford White affair. In Boston, for some 

peculiar reason, which an enterDrising s oc iologist with a g overn!"1e nt grant 

might try to uncover, crimes of passion tem to be non-glarnouromJ. For exaJ!l)le, 

not too long ago a man shot his wife (Ner 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 eroarrassEd by the lack 

of interestinll. crimes of passion in their files. 

"'You have to po to your bedroom suburbs for your eternal triangles," says 

Det. SētĔ Jack Spencer, a veteran ot the f crce, trying to be helpful. "In Bostla 

it's all trivial stuffs an argument over a counle of b ucks, cheating at a card 

The detective, hcwever, did bring one interesting case to my attention: the 

I.L t r \'<'rrurder... of COJ11bat-zone strinner Tanya Rienzi by her jealous boyfrierrl. He st.ranr.led 

her wHh her nink pa,iarra top. The ::Jcenario was right out of C arme n Jones. 
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Tanya had worked her wy up from street 
ooker to exotic d a ncer am was a bout 

to marry a nice, respectable businessJlBn, when the emotionally den ndent boytricm 

she was trying to get rid of put an em to it all. He's now serving a life 

sentence at Walpole. 

Actually, the only sensati onal crime of nassl on that Bostontans teai t o  

recall is the Van Rie c as e of 19,9, involving the alleged mW'der cã a 23-year-old 

Chicago heires s namEd. Lynn Kauffman whose bcdy was dumped into Boston harbor 

orf a Dutch ire ighter as its teamed toward New York . The rae t that t he bcrly 

was fo�l off Spec ta cle Island gave the Boston police jurisdiction in the ca se . 

At first it was thäught that the wonan had cOOlmitted sui cide . But ,,,hen the 

bruises on the OOy were examined marc cl ooely, polic e ruled it a homicide. 

They foum a likely suspect in Willem Van Rie, the 31-year-old d i a opera tor 
, tn • C 

sboa too ship, am brought him back to Boston for arraignment; al'll.i trial. 

The latter lasted fifteen days, during which Boston newspaners gave 1 t daily 

eadlin9s aOO detailed coverage, with lots of pi..ctures of' the harrlso!'ll:l Dutchm9.n'.s 

di�led 3mile0 Never had Bostonians a juicier, more torrid storf or their 

dAily f rB. 

It i nvolved a 3hipboard rom nc  e during a Lh-day voyage from Singapore to 

Boston, with cha.racters right out of central casting. A sort of Peyton Place at 

see.. It seemed the t the exotically beautiful young heir€1ss, the da ughter of a 

Chicago irrlustriallst, had a predilection for getting involved 'With narrwd men. 

â t the age of 20 she became a research assistant for a professor of Far Eastern 

stu:l.1.. at a Midwestern university. She moved into the professor's apartXt 

..nth his 39-year-old w' fe an:! their three children. She slent on the living 

,-

room couch. The arrange nt smacked of a very civilized menage a trois. 

In June 195r, the professor, his 'Wife, children, ard Lynn all sailed for 
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Singapore on a res ea rch trip. After completing their work in t e Orient, the 

orofessor put Lynn) his wi.fe arrl children on a Dutch freighter, the Utrecht, 

bourrl for New York via SUfŤZ, while he planned to catch U'O with them by air in 

New York. It s on thi s leg of the trip, while being a traveling companion 

tţ the professor'B wife ani children, that Lynn beC&Tť,e rorrantically involved 

w"ir,h the shin'e rad io operator, who was als o  Mlrried. 

e can iJTe gi e the breatht9king backdrop of that ror:ance, which started 

at Djibouti in East Afr ica in late A.ugust an:::!. becarre more intense as the ship 

mad e its way through the Med i terra _ean am acroos the Atlantic. Lynn must !-B ve 

wished that the voyage would last forever. On the stretch between Halifax am 

Boston there was a birthday party for the professor's wife, during which Lynn, 

in a slinky Chinese dress with provocative slits dow-n the sirles, seemed quite 

gay. She spent that night -- her last alive -- in the radi o operator ' s be::!. 

In t e morning, Friday, September 18, the ship docked in Boston tor a 

short stopover before resuming its final leg to New York. Lynn became ill 

during the a fterno on am stayed in her cabin. The ship left Boston at ab out 

6 p.m., passing the Deer Islam Light at 6:55 'O.M. Lynn was last known to be 

on board at 7 p.m. when 301OO0ne spoke to her through her locked sta tero om door. 

A couole of hours later the ship's purser aOO the nrofessor's wife went into 

Lynn's cabin to see what -was wrong. They fourrl thp. room empty, the bed cold, 

am the portholes wide onen. At about. noon the next da.y, a construction 

worker fourrl Lynn's bo:ly floatin g against the rocks off Spectacle Islarrl. It 

was clad only in Bermtrla shorts am elip .ers. 

Did Lynn Kauffman commit suicide or was she beaten unconscious arrl thrOll\ 

over oard? The evidence aga ins t Van Rie, whose devoted but pla in wife sat 1_ 
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the courtroom during the entire trial, was all circmnstanttal. It eould have 

een su cide. onsider Lynn's pred icaMent. She was about to terminate her 

intense ship card rornnc* and rej oin the professor. No sfT'all cause for des?Sir 

rrl inner confusion. Am there was the profess or ' s wi.fe, hardly looking f orwa rd 

to a re s  umption of thl'! renege a trois after having observed Lynn' 3 behanor 

during he voyage. Who knows what was sa;Ld between them on th:>t last day? The 

nrofessar's .. ire merely testifie:i that she and Lynn had h,;ld disc sions. "She 

as a member of the family, It she said. 

After due deliberation, the jury decided tha t the lavely, petite Lynn had 

indeed committed suicide aOO that the ham.sorre wireless operator was not guilty. 

!ie had told the c01:.rt: "1 have canmitted a sin of adultery with Mrs. l'au!fnaa 

and I know that is wrong, but my wiIe has forgiven I have gottea punishment 

for this sin. But I never kickLÜ, not hit, nl)t beat Mrs . Kauf'fman. I never 

attemnted to a those things that they are trying to impress you • • • • As Oed 

is Ñ witness I am telling you the truth trÒt I am not guilty." 

100 they bf'lieved him. As fs,r as the jury wa s concerned, the onJ..y crime 

of oassion the poor chap had cO!'lU!1itted was that of adultery. Tcx!ay, of course, 

adultery rarely mkes hp.adlines. It ehC1«s how far we've come froT'1 that age or 

innocence, when the only l1te!"sture you couldn't ban from Boston was a trial 

transcript. AOO luckily it involved out-of-tCMners. Pro>:er Bostonians almnly 

d t.d not comrni t criJre3 of passion. 

everthelcss, we do know that emotional violence knows no distinction or 

race, ap;e, sex, social st,3.tua or weaponry. For exa J'IIDle, in West Gerrran;y ln 197u, 

the J -year-old Countes3 Diana Zu Eltz, whose family Castle is pictured on a 

500- rk ba nknote, knifed her lover to death "out of rage, wourrled pride, lave 
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aOO revenge." Her l ov er was a Portu%uese pizza parlor operator. Ani in Saft 

Francisco, in 196?, a Harvard-trained Hunčrian doctor poured acid over the 

bOOy of his 211-year-old showgirl b ride because he believed her to be unfaithful. 

They had bee n married 1e53 than a month . It took her 33 d ays to die. 

Such is the power of love and th e intense rage it can caQĦe when lave is 
l>X:v. .... L 
 

betrayed or denied . But there are many who......t to kill the ir lovers or wives 

or hllsbame am never do. What is the d ifference between those who do am 

hose who don't? T ruTlBn Capote once characterized the love a ffair of a lady 

trierrl by saying that her bo yfrierrl dicb ' t love her enough to ldll her. Is 

murder re ally the ultimate test ot love? 

III many cas es , thtČ murder of th e beloved will be foll owed by the suicide 

of the killer. This is starrlard practi.ce where guilt feelings run high am 

the killer cannot conceive of committing nmrder unless it is a final, desperate, 

anrt sym olie act of total devotion. It 1s s':mr'ted up in the ohrase: "I can't 

live without you." But of course that ' s untrue. Just sbout everyone can survive 

(,c.t..cL 
the eath 0 a loved one. 'rIe do it all the time. What t he ċ laver 

really meana is: til don ' t wa nt to li.ve with out you." But that idea in itself' 

is not enou e;h to d rive one to murder. What really tri gr;;ers the rage is the 

knowledge that the loved one is now giYing his or her affections to someone else. 

30 the next thought beCOMeS: " I t I can' t have you, no one else will." 

Contrary to poplil.@.r belief, most cri!ll8s of Dassion are not acts ot 

spontaneous v i olence comTl'litted during emotional outbursts. They are usually 

the explosive culminations of sober, deliberate planning, especially where the 

element of revenge is involved. There rray even be a profomrl satisfactioo, a 

sense of reltet, in the planning itself as one imagines what the final result 
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I 
vill be: SlIeet revenge, ,In em to one s intolerable tormpnt, Am tho final 

dra#tic statement of onals seri ous cOMmitment to love. 

A classic case illus tra ting all of this took place on Caoe Coo last May, 

w en a. l-year-old hus and hurst into the anartment of his estranged wife while 

she and her lover were in bed, killed them both, and thrn took his own life. 

In onp. explosion of violence, he had made his statement: that life, under 

the conditions he Ħad been forced to live, had become unbearable am unacceyt,able. 

When Randolph O'Connor grad uated from N orton High School in l�L, the 

yearbook wrote that he was "outspoken, 8 neat dresser, B.M very outgoing." He 

was a member of stment council am the theatre arts club ard olayed j uniOlo 

va rsi ty a8 ketball. After grad us. tion he joined the a rmy a rrl wont off to 

Vietnam. When e got back to Norton arourrl 1969 he rr.et Ruth Anderson, an 

attr ctive brunette who was studying at n arby Whea ton College. They dated, 

fell in love, arrl rrarded. Ruth, who had rrajored in lanp,uap,es, got a job 

eaching Fre'1ch at the Norton Middle School, am Rardy took courses at B.U. and 

Bentley un::ler the G. 1. Bill. Aroum 1975 Rarrly got a job as ? s a  lesTIIln at 

a Chevrolet dealershi:o 1n Hyannis. He am Ruth bought a house on the Cape at 

Jofarston M lIs I1nd she tnQk a teaching job at thl+ middle sch 01 in West Yarnru th. 

Things to be ĥoinp- s mo othly far the couple until Ruth met Rarrlyls bess, 

Jim Kissam. 

Kissam was tall, lean, athletic, ard harrlsone. He was a. rea l charrer. 

He had pone to a orosti gious prep 8chool, grad us. ted from the University of 

Michigan, am served as a captain in the tI. S. Mar ine Corps. He had a de 

three daughters am a large beautiful house in We lle s  ley Hills. He had 

gotten into Gener·l Motors through his father, an executive wi th the co*ny, 
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aOO hari advanced quickly in the business. I n 1976 he bought the Chevrolet. 

eale sh in Hyannis. Randy O'Connor was one of his saleSMan. Imagine the 

r -la l onshi : Kissam, nine years old er than Rarrly, a Mar ne Corns Captain, 

the boss; Ralny, an army enlisted rran, e ,·<i.oyee. Jtm tissam had everything. 

A business of his own, a family, kids, a n expensive home, a winning perscnal " t 

RaOOy was just a salesrr:en, with a pretty wife but no kids. 

When two ITIl.rried neople begin having an affair, 1 ire beCOŨ8 enormously 

risky. AŦI s ometime s the dange r adds s pice to the romance. Obviously (!ssam 

thocght that his e!1listed nan employeo was J.'I.O one to be afraid of. Am. Ruth 

might have felt tha t  she h:ŧd give. Randy enough of her life an:! now wanted 

something more xciting. To her Kissam was treMendously a tt rac tive and successful, 

twelve years he senior, a leader not a foll owe r. She'd leave Randy far him 

any day. But would Kissam divorce his wife for her, or was she nerel;r one of 

his conquests, an ego trip? He wss build ing a house on the Cape for his 

wt f'e am ria p'hte .9. There 'd be little onnortuntty for htm to 81eo . out nights 

once his family ITJOVoo. dmm. 

But for Rardy it was the em of eve rything. He am Rt:th sold the ir house, 

am she took an apartrent of her own in Osterville. He was left with nothing 

b t a job he loathed. It was more than he could take. They were separated, 

--t:t 
but not yet divorced. Yet, here was his wife, junning in

" 
bed with his boss. 

All of th:'8 fed the fires of his 1nner ra ge  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 must have jarred his sense of justice . 

If he killed hilTl5elf wi. thout killing them, then he would simnly confirm their 

eval·ũtlon of him: that he Nas worth nothi ng , that his feelings were beyo.d 

their coa�ideration. 
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Once! the decision is rrede that life is no 10nl1:er worth living, t hen it 

is easy to plan ita em. The em. becomes a much-sought-after goal. The ani 

that Rarrly c hose was calculated to have the g rea test i"l'act he could TTBke: 

to kill them at the height of their pleasure, in the act of their betrayal. 

In tha t way, the ir fa m1lies would know beyom. a a had ow of a d aubt why he did 

it, am they would understam.. 

Ruth moved into her new apartnent on S'.1may, in a quaint rer:cdeloo 

ei hteenth century house, with wea thereci shingles am. white shutters. On 

T esday evening, Hey 16, 1978, Kissam arrived to spend the ni ght there. Randy 

wa i ted until the lights were out and they had gone t.o bed. Then, arJ!l!d with 

his .3�7 magnum six-shot revolver, he went inside. 

He r '00 them in bed as expected. He fired four or five tirres at Jtissam 

at close range, killing him. Ruth, terrified, ra n into the bathroom. Rarrly 

oursued her, firing several shots. Sho slwnned t o the floor. He then 

reloaded thf! revolver, fired one or two mora bullets into her nme bcdy, then 

turned the gun on himself . He killed himself with one shot to the head. 

When the police arrived, they fourrl Kissam's mrle dead bcdy sprawled on 

the bed; Ruth, dead in the bathrO<l'll; Rarrly, fully clothed, lying dead b esid e 

her. It was like the last sc ene in Hamlet: a stage strewn with corpses. 

It was a sad errling to threo lives. You couldn't tell frorn Randyls yearbook 

picture that his life would end this way. Bt:t that's what crimes of passion 
a.. ..-' 

are like, and all me� by nature'Aquite capable of such violence, given the 

proper circU1T5tancas. 

But not all such actions lead to the kim of irrevocable tragedy as did 

Rrlndy's. Some crin1Els of pas8ion, believe it or not, TTlly even have haPlJ1 Eürxi1n".. 
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There's a story from New York that's worth telling. Back in the late 19S0's 

a successful crirniMl lawyer trOlll Scarsdale by the MJT!e of Burton Pûa8h fell 

in lave .... ith a yO\D1g lady named Lima Riss. He interrled to rrarry her. But 

when she found out that he was already !11I.rried ani would have to get a divorce, 

she broke off. This angered pugaeh who told her that if he couldn't have 

er "no one else will, am when I get finished witt: you, no one else will 

want you,," 

He hired two men to splash lye in Lima's face. They carried out the 

jot, blirrling Linda conpletely in one eye arrl partially in the other. Tre 

police arrested Pugash am. the two thugs. All three were tried, fow guilty 

arn se nt to jail. After serving thirteen years, Pugash was released Oft parole, 

at which tire he proposed to Lima twice on televis ion. To his surprise, she 

answered yes. She was wi1ling to forgive. So the wo were fina11y JTarl'ied 

in November 197L, proving, once mare, that love conquers all. Or, at least, 

lmost all. 


