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Kathleen Hagen was an oddity among murderers as the picture didn’t fit. She was a highly successful doctor who landed a chief of staff position in a prestigious hospital. Well-bred and groomed for success, she nonetheless failed in her interpersonal relationships with two failed marriages as well as a strained relationship with both of her parents. Descending into madness, her life slowly unraveled until she lost her mind and murdered her parents while they slept. 

This is her story.  

Kathleen got her aptitude for medicine from her father who was an optician. He worked closely with many ophthalmologists and planted a seed in Kathleen to become a doctor. During her high school years, she worked for a summer in a doctor’s office before graduating in 1963. The quote under her yearbook photo was “Her ways are the ways of pleasantness.” An attractive young woman, Kathleen entertained the prospect of getting into modeling as she enrolled in Barbizon Modeling school. 

Friends thought she was going to be an airplane stewardess or get into modeling. Instead, she attended Douglass College where she met an Englishman named Peter Cook. The two immediately hit it off and they were married by 1969. 

But once the realities of medical school hit, their married life began to suffer. 

“I think we came to an understanding that her principal emotional relationship was with medicine rather than me,” Cook recalled. Nonetheless, the marriage lasted ten years and ended with no children. 

In 1973, Kathleen Hagen was making her mark. 

Breaking through the stereotypes of her day, Kathleen was accepted to Harvard Medical School and went on to become the first female doctor at Massachusetts General Hospital. 

The accomplishment brought tears to Kathleen’s eyes as the panel of doctors offered her a position at the prestigious hospital. 

To just about any outside observer, Kathleen looked to be the picture of success. Young, beautiful and successful. 

But her parents didn’t see her that way. 

Coming home to what she hoped would be a family celebration, her father greeted her with  “I hope this good news is worth me waiting for dinner.”

After Kathleen regaled her mother and father with the story of how she was accepted into the famed hospital, they both sniffed as if unimpressed. 

“Well, let’s see if you can do the job,” her father James sneered. “Now pass the potatoes.”

This exchange marked Kathleen’s childhood right up to her adult life. She struggled to acquire the respect and approval of her parents, particularly her stern father.  Kathleen had been raised as an only child. Her parents gave her everything she wanted but wanted academic excellence in return. 

Kathleen more than returned the favor.

Feeling the need to accomplish more, Kathleen buried herself in her work. By 1982, Kathleen would be appointed the chief of the urology division at Rutgers Medical school as well as the chief urologist at Rutger’s main teaching hospital, Middlesex General.

"She was smart and she was a very meticulous surgeon," said Dr. George Prout, then the chief of the department before quickly dismissing any ideas of an endorsement. ”There's no question that Kathy did have sometimes what we call a short fuse."

During this same year, Kathleen would meet Charlotte Corash through a mutual friend. Charlotte was a high school teacher and a single mother while Kathleen was newly divorced. The two realized that had many things in common: skiing, scuba diving and traveling. Charlotte would become Kathleen’s best friend in the years ahead, a friendship that she would sorely need.

By 1983, things looked to be going well, at least on the surface. A trip along the Jersey Shore would net a chance meeting with William Tyrell, an industrial engineer. A whirlwind romance ensued and they would marry eight months after meeting. 

“I was ecstatic for her,” Charlotte recalled. ”I felt he was a good partner for her ... Both extremely bright, intelligent, driven, focused people.”  

It would be the second marriage for both. William had two sons with his previous wife.

Still, the pressure with juggling both work and marriage would prove to be too much for Kathleen. 

"She liked fixing people, making people better, and I think she found that the paperwork was getting in the way," Charlotte said. "She wasn't smiling anymore. It was as if it started to become a chore.”

''She felt a whole lot of people were involved in medical decisions who shouldn't be,'' William recalled. ''Instead of providing care to people, she was dancing to some of the tunes that insurers and whatnot played.''

Hagen felt that need for everything to be perfect. She tried to do much at work and at home until she suffered a nervous breakdown. 

Kathleen would be hospitalized for over two months as she was diagnosed with bipolar disorder. 

The doctor had now become the patient. 

"She complained about not being able to get things to go the way she wanted them,” Tyrell said. Five years after being appointed to the most prestigious position in the hospital, Kathleen abruptly resigned. 

"My reaction was, that if she was that unhappy with it, then, fine. We'll do something else," Tyrell said. 

But his explanation did not give any details of the slow unraveling taking place in Kathleen’s mind.

Seeking to eliminate the stress in his wife’s life, William came up with an idea. Over lunch, he spoke in excited tones of a change of scenery. Kathleen looked puzzled until he pulled out a brochure of the Virgin Islands. 

Kathleen thumbed through the pictures, stunned at the beauty of the place. 

“Let’s go there.”

“I can’t.”

“You can,” William said with stars in his eyes. “We can. Forever.”

“What do you mean?”

“We’ll open up a hotel.”

“What?”

“We’ll open up a hotel. You’ve got money. I’ve got money. We’ll hire staff and spend our days on the beach soaking up that sun!”

Kathleen became swept up in William’s enthusiasm. Could they really pull this off?

From 1987 to 1992, the couple lived their happiest years yet on the Islands. The place was called the Villa Olga which was a small hotel and restaurant that previously housed the Russian consulate. William took out a long-term lease on the property and the couple renamed the hotel as the West Indies Inn. They managed it themselves, drawing in tourists from all across the world. 

Even though she was living on the island of St. Thomas, Kathleen would still visit her parents frequently. Neighbors would recall seeing her working in the garden with her father and when Tropical Storm Floyd hit, she helped pump water out of their driveway.

But the island paradise that Kathleen discovered came to a screeching halt when Hurricane Hugo hit. The storm devastated the Caribbean.

"They had put so much of their blood, sweat, and tears into the place, and then it got severely damaged,'' Richard Doumeng said, the property manager who leased the Inn to the couple. ''They just didn't have the energy to do it again. Their time here took a toll on them as a couple.’'

Kathleen didn't know what to do. She reached out to her only friend, Charlotte .

"She was frustrated, she was depressed, she was talking a mile a minute on the phone, screaming and yelling ... she was out of control," Charlotte recalled. 

The couple managed to keep the hotel open after the hurricane but more storms came in the form of the Persian Gulf war and a jittery stock market. Airlines which serviced the islands collapsed and the tourism business dried up.

Their investment now at sea, the couple returned back to their home in New Jersey with their tail between their legs. William had no trouble returning to his old job. Kathleen, however, had nothing to do with herself. 

And father didn’t waste time rubbing it in.

“See?” her father said, shaking his head. “I told you. I told you.”

“You didn’t tell me anything,” Kathleen said. 

“You didn’t listen,” her father continued. “That’s another one of your problems. You should have stuck to what you’re good at. Or at least what you are familiar with. You went to a prestigious medical school and then threw it all away to be a beach bum. Why? Because you didn’t have the stuff to be a doctor. Didn’t have the stuff to see a commitment all the way through.”

Shaken more by her father’s words than the hurricane, Kathleen would go on a downward spiral. 

She would have daily pity parties, ranting and raving at her husband.

“I can’t do anything right,” Kathleen said. “Anything. I’m useless. Totally useless.”

“No, you’re not,” William said. “Its all in your head.”

“Bullshit. I can’t do anything...right.”

William would go back to work at his previous employer, Motion Systems. Kathleen would wind up doing unpaid research on rats in trying to develop a treatment for bladder cancer. 

“She quit medicine and we had to quit the hotel business,” William said. ''She had to be an achiever to do what she had done. When an achiever isn't achieving, they aren't as happy.’'

Her personality began to unravel as well. Being with Kathleen out in public became a chore. She would chastise inattentive waiters. During a competitive boat race in St. Thomas, she got into a beef with another racer. When William told her she was in the wrong, she bit him on the hand.

Kathleen began spending more and more time alone. She began “obsessively clipping coupons and hoarding flower pots” according to her friend Charlotte.

Her marriage with William then took a turn for the worse in 1995 when her husband got into a motorcycle accident. 

“Kathy was at home,” William said. “She had been out grocery shopping when this occurred and was very concerned about getting home and putting the frozen groceries away...I was appalled.”

William’s leg was mangled during the accident. 

"She was very upset about it, screamed and yelled and carried on," he said of his wife's reaction. "[She] felt it was a thing being done without her good advice.”

“She lost it,” Charlotte agreed. “She went mad.”

Her behavior became the final straw for William as she wanted to take control of his every move. 

“I’m not going to let anyone cut your leg off,” she said. 

“Nobody is going to tell me what I can or can’t do.”

Incapacitated from the injury, William decided to have his leg removed. Kathleen berated him until he finally said “Nuts to this.”

He would never return to their family home and filed for divorce which took over a year to become finalized.

In 1996, and already separated from William, Kathleen had a delusion that she was going to her husband’s birthday party. 

She entered a bar in Chatham, New Jersey and immediately began making a scene. She knew that her husband had been known to frequent the joint and in her manic state thought that perhaps she would catch him there. 

Kathleen entered the strip joint dressed as a go-go dancer. She told the bartender that she was “there for her husband’s birthday” and that she was “going to do a striptease on top of the bar.”

The bizarre episode forced the bartender to call the police on Kathleen. She was arrested then committed. 

Upon her release, Kathleen had nowhere else to turn. She decided to return home with the thought of taking care of her aging parents. 

She arrived in good spirits, hoping to perk up her mother on her birthday.

“Mom,” Kathleen said. “Happy Birthday! I’m going to make you a cake.”

The daughter held up a plastic bag full of eggs, cake mix and vanilla frosting. 

“Don’t bother," her mother said, ice in her voice. 

“Why not? It's your birthday. Time for cake!”

“I don’t want it.”

“Don’t be a party pooper,” Kathleen teased.

“Stop it, dammit! You make me a cake and I’ll throw it on the floor! You understand me! I’ll throw it on the damn floor!”

Looking at her father for support, Kathleen saw only a death stare before the old man spoke.

“You’re a slut,” her father said. “Coming back home with your tail between your legs because you can’t keep a man. Two divorces! Two! You’re a slut. And a harlot. A harlot slut!”

His words enraged Kathleen and she pushed him into the couch.

“Slut!” her father repeated. "Get this slut off me!"

Kathleen ran straight back into her room, once again reduced to a crying thirteen-year-old girl. She cried and cried. The once cause celebre of Massachusetts General Hospital was now nothing more than a middle-aged recluse living with parents that did not want her around. 

By the summer of 2000, Kathleen had stopped bathing and only ate and slept intermittently. 

Still, in moments of lucidity, Kathleen realized how far she deteriorated mentally. 

"It would take me four hours to get my shoes on,” Kathleen recalled. “It would take me four hours to go grocery shopping where I might have done it in 45 minutes. Depression can be immobilizing to the person who's experiencing it. When I say it took me four hours to get on my shoes, I don't know what happened in those four hours." 

Kathleen then believed she started receiving messages from the television, traffic lights and playing cards. 

“She would hear her father’s voice in her head,” forensic psychologist Paula Orange said. “They would tell her bizarre things."

''She was in between careers and was torn between staying with her parents and going back down to the Virgin Islands,'' Scott Tucker said, a neighbor.

''We had no idea what she was going through,'' said Tucker’s wife, Laura.  ''It must have been something awful.'' She didn’t go out and spent the majority of her time sleeping and hardly eating. Her physique withered with the lack of nourishment and her hair looked unkempt. 

She looked like the crazy woman that she was. 

Her bipolar disorder became progressively worse until she became immersed in her own alternate reality. It was in that altered state that she decided to she would kill her parents. 

In the basement, she took a plastic sheet and her own pillow before heading up to her parent’s room.

Her elderly mother and father slept in twin beds. 

Attacking her father first, Kathleen placed a plastic cover over the man’s head before smothering him with her pillow. Her father struggled...quietly...then he suffocated to death. 

Her mother still asleep, she received the same treatment from the former doctor. Plastic sheet on top then the pillow. 

But her ninety-two-year-old mother struggled harder than her father, grabbing on to Kathleen’s wrist with her hand. She tried desperately to fight back before finally succumbing. 

Authorities believe that the elderly couple was dead for at least four to seven days before Kathleen called to let them know what she had done. 

After the murder, she wandered aimlessly throughout the house for days on end. Delusional, she popped in and out of their bedroom, having imaginary conversations with them. A new voice would emerge in Kathleen’s head. 

“You can join your parents now,” the voice said. “They are in the sphere. They are waiting for you. But first, you have to walk around in a circle. Back and back again. Then walk up the stairs backward, up and down.”

Kathleen obeyed the voice before laying down in a quilt between her parents' bed. 

“I’ll wait for the sphere,” she whispered. “I’ll wait for the sphere to come.”

After a few days of this, she finally became lucid and realized what she had done. 

She called the police. 

“I did something very bad,” Kathleen told the dispatcher. “My parents are dead. It is all my fault. It was my fault.”

Authorities arrived and found her wearing a soiled nightgown which she apparently had not taken off or washed for several days. Distraught, Kathleen admitted to the murder and stated she kept walking backward throughout the house in order to join them in something she called “the sphere”. Clearly delusional, Kathleen was arrested and her case expedited to trial. 

Charlotte went into shock when she found out what Kathleen had done. 

"A lot of things went through my mind that day,” Charlotte said. “Was this a mercy killing? Did she and her father get into some sort of argument? "Did somebody come into the house? Was she being framed? ... I just wanted to find out what the truth was."

In February 2002, Kathleen would be found non-guilty by reason of insanity. Two psychiatrists would testify that Kathleen was going through a psychotic episode at the time.

“She was hearing voices,” forensic psychologist Paula Orange said. “The voices told her that the voices said that after she killed her parents, she would be transported into something she referred to as a ‘sphere’. A place of happiness and health.” 

"I love my parents," Kathleen said, insisting that she had no recollection of killing them. "I just can't believe how a mind can be so messed up that it could happen. It wasn't rage, it wasn't anger, it wasn't anything like that. It's unbelievable." 

Charlotte would remain a devoted friend, refusing to abandon Kathleen. She would hire a crack defense team which included renowned attorney Gerard Hanlon. She would go so far as to take a buyout from work and lose friends who didn’t understand her commitment to Kathleen. Becoming her guardian, Charlotte would arrange the funeral of Kathleen’s parents as well as the cleaning of their home.

Kathleen would be sentenced to a psychiatric facility where she slowly got her sanity back. It took six years of therapy and psychiatric medication from Trenton Psychiatric Hospital in order for her to be declared free of her psychosis. 

“I believe that the patient is able to handle the demands of community living,” psychiatrist Dr. Georgina Cid said. “She has received maximum benefit from the hospital. She has not displayed any psychotic symptoms and has not been depressed over the course of the last few years of her hospitalization.”

Kathleen would be set free with stipulations that she would visit her psychiatrist on a regular basis. She was ordered to take mandatory medication which included Lithium to treat her bipolar disorder, Effexor for depression and other meds which addressed her hypertension, osteoporosis, and anxiety.

After only a year outside of the institution, Kathleen would not follow the conditions of her release. She refused to visit her psychiatrist and ordered social workers out of her residence when they asked whether or not she was taking her medications. 

The judge ordered a new report of Kathleen’s mental health within thirty days. No such report would be forthcoming as Kathleen’s attorney stated his client was in poor health but was still not a risk to herself or to others. 

With her friend Charlotte visiting her on the regular, Kathleen lived out her remaining days at her home in Chatham. She would die at age sixty-nine at her home. Her body would be cremated. 
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TAMI BARRERA

Dr. Harold Frederick Shipman was known in England as “Dr. Death.” He is one of the most prolific serial killers in recorded history who, between 1974 and 1998, was suspected of killing over 215 of his patients by poisoning them with lethal injections of morphine. He was ultimately found guilty of 15 murders and sentenced to life in prison, never to be released.  Shipman committed suicide while in prison on 13 January 2004.

Early Life

Born on 14 January 1946 in Nottingham, England, Harold Frederick Shipman, known as “Fred” or “Freddy”, was the middle of Vera’s and Harold Shipman Sr.’s three children. He had a sister Pauline who was seven years his senior and a brother Clive who was four years younger. His father was a lorry driver and his parents were devout Methodists. Shipman’s childhood was far from normal thanks to his mother’s influence; who instilled within him an early sense of superiority that served to taint his social relationships turning him into an isolated adolescent with few friends. According to a neighbor at the time, Shipman’s mother was friendly but believed and acted as if her family was superior to everyone else. The neighbor also commented that Shipman was obviously his mother’s favorite child; the one in whom she saw the greatest potential.

Vera dominated virtually every aspect of Shipman’s life. She decided with whom he could play and when. She dictated what he wore and in order to distinguish him from the other children made him
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