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    For Lori, Lyra, Emmett, and Oliver, who put up with way too much, and with grace and warmth give back laughs and more than I could ever dream of in exchange.

  


  
    “And God is faithful; he will not let you be tempted beyond what you can bear. But when you are tempted, he will also provide a way out so that you can stand up under it.”

    —1 Corinthians 10:13

  


  
    FOREWORD

    She asked me if I had seen the article; I had. While drinking our respective morning coffees, my editor at the New York Times and I had both happened upon a small mention in a local paper. It wasn’t much, several hundred words of simple facts, and not too many at that. A man who lived on a choice street in Pelham, New York—an upscale suburb of New York City—had just been implicated in an old Kansas murder. With the help of a female accomplice, he was thought to have killed a sleeping man. Quite brutally, it seemed.

    On any ordinary day, there might be legal and ethical lapses among the well-heeled residents of Pelham, but little in the way of murder, much less wholesale slaughter. This was intriguing. Had a murderer, undetected for two decades, lived in close quarters with CEOs, investment bankers, and venture capitalists? Was he one of them? One of those people with an innate and expedient ability to succeed in our world? Probably. The article mentioned that the accused’s attorney was Michael “Mickey” Sherman, who had represented Kennedy family member Michael Skakel in that cold murder case. Sherman had clout and did not come cheap.

    Life’s path is always fraught with lurches and surprise, but this journey from Kansas to Pelham and the height of New York respectability seemed like an especially crooked line. And then there was the name of the town back in Kansas: Olathe. I wasn’t even sure how to pronounce it, but for some odd reason, it looked familiar. A trip to my bookshelf told me why. Truman Capote’s In Cold Blood had profiled the pair of murderers who’d used Olathe as their base, departing from the small east Kansas town to kill the Clutter family and returning there later that same blood-soaked, wakeful night. This murder, though, was already different. In In Cold Blood, the pair of murderers had stumbled from crime to crime and were caught a month and a half after the murder, eventually executed together. No such tidy, frontier moral play here. This Pelham man and his female cohort, who were originally suspects but somehow went free, had gone their separate ways and apparently had been living accomplished lives in the two decades since their own particular blood-soaked, wakeful night. Were they weighed down by remorse? Or were they able to put a tight lid on the guilt? Perhaps they were totally innocent, wrongfully accused. Even the authorities must have some doubts. The woman had been indicted for murder, but the man was only named as a coconspirator, as yet not formally charged. Why not adhere to the more common practice of formally indicting both suspects?

    There seemed to be far more questions than answers.

    My editor—the incomparable Jeanne Pinder—gave me the go-ahead. Without further delay, I was off to Kansas.

  


  
    PROLOGUE

    God has failed too many on this one, thought Detective Bill Wall as he ambled, soaking wet, toward the large home with the brick façade. It was warm for an Ohio December, and the temperature meant that rain, not snow, fell from the slate-gray sky—and that was no advantage. In a bit of poor planning, Wall and his companion, Detective Steve James, had forgotten their umbrellas. Their footsteps splashed against the steps of the house belonging to Melinda Raisch, formerly known as Melinda Harmon.

    They were there to investigate the unsolved murder of Melinda’s first husband, David Harmon. For almost twenty years, the case had been famously unsolved in their home state of Kansas, but Wall had a hunch this case could be wrapped up with just a turn of that front doorknob.

    The players in the crime were memorialized in the depths of the collective unconscious back in Olathe: a pretty newlywed, Melinda Lambert, the one all the boys desired for her pert, all-American looks and her bright, eager eyes; a young, handsome college student, Mark Mangelsdorf, student body president and one of the most popular guys on campus; and David Harmon, Melinda’s adoring, twenty-five-year-old husband, who one dark winter evening in 1982 was bludgeoned to death in his own bed. It was a slaying so gruesome that the first responders on the scene thought the victim had been shot in the face point blank with a shotgun.

    A dozen blows had fallen on David’s sleeping face, when probably three would have served to kill. His face had been rendered featureless. One eyeball was dislodged and had rolled onto the floor. His nose and cheekbones were utterly destroyed. His jaw was cracked in several places, and the killer had been in such a fervid state that he had, in his haste, delivered an errant shot to David’s neck, crushing it. Pieces of David’s brain had sprayed about the bedroom.

    David’s wife Melinda and her friend Mark Mangelsdorf were the prime suspects. The brutal murder sparked dissent and division within the town: between the relatively newly arrived Church of the Nazarene, an evangelical Christian denomination of which Melinda, David, and Mark were members, and the long-established Olathe residents. Because of the church’s unusual actions after the murder, many thought it was protecting its flock, even at the risk of harboring criminals. Some thought the entire case against Mark and Melinda was character assassination and that the unsubstantiated rumors of a “Nazarene divorce” stemmed from fear of the town’s growing population of evangelicals.

    Evangelicals stood in animus against farm families and their more measured attachment to Jesus. Neighbor set upon neighbor, with the naturally deferential manners of the Midwest all but lost, as if to prairie fire.

    Even the vaunted Kansas Bureau of Investigation had failed to prove the identity of the murderer or murderers. No one had spent even one moment in jail for David’s murder.

    And yet, the two prime suspects had a story that was so flimsy, it amounted to a whispered taunt: “Catch me if you can.” Now, approaching Melinda Raisch’s front door two decades later, Detective Wall thought the duo should have been rotting in prison all those years, not enjoying charmed lives in their respective high societies. But here Wall and James were, wading out of the investigation’s still waters. What would happen now? The investigators who had come before them—stymied by a dearth of conclusive evidence—had at one point become so desperate for clues that they had resorted to consulting a fortune teller. Did Wall and James face similar failure?

    A third man was along for the ride, an Ohio detective named Eric Griffin, a local chaperone who had done some reconnaissance of the place to make sure Melinda would be alone, without children, without her successful cosmetic-dentist husband, and, most of all, without her father, an old man now who—they were not surprised to learn—lived nearby and might still be ready to proffer advice and stand nose to nose with police to protect his child, as he had done back in 1982.

    Griffin was there to make sure the Kansas boys did not misuse their authority and, as tempting as it was, perform a bit of rough frontier justice. He’d let them give the rich lady a workaround, though they would pretty much have to conform to state law. He was the supervisor as long as they were in his jurisdiction. He was also there to radio for backup, in the unlikely event that this visit to a suburban mom took a dark turn.

    Through the large windows of the Raisch’s stately home shone the lights of two brilliantly appointed Christmas trees. “Looks like Nordstrom’s,” Wall said to James, echoing what they viewed as the theme of this case—evil masquerading as normalcy.

    It was a prime year for evil masquerading as normalcy. Just three months prior to the Ohio trip, nineteen hijackers had strolled onto four separate jet planes and in a single morning changed the face of modern history. It was now late December of 2001 and Wall and James, traveling through airports in the wake of September 11 with their guns in tow, had caused high drama, even with their badges, identification, and pale Kansan faces. Every aspect of this case seemed a lost cause, but coming from the town of Olathe, which, in the time since the murder had seen its open fields of wheat and wildflowers give way to suburban sprawl, Wall and James were used to demonstrating resilience in the face of change.

    They anticipated that Melinda would be as unreceptive as she had been in 1982, when a group of high-placed evangelicals from the Church of the Nazarene cloaked her in a mantle of spiritual immunity. She was allowed to leave the city without being subjected to so much as a single formal police interview. Today, the plan was to mollify her, to make it seem as if she was not a suspect. At the same time, they would imply that they had new DNA evidence, which, depending on test results they hadn’t received yet, might or might not be true. They would flap their gums like forensic specialists in the hope that she watched too many real crime shows and would fold.

    They would also threaten to blab around town about the crime. Her husband—the new one—was a well-to-do cosmetic dentist, and the pair gave heartily to local charitable organizations. The detectives would tell a few key neighbors, clients of the dental practice, fellow church members, and even the recipients of Melinda’s charitable donations if it’d help seal the deal.

    Of course, it was all a bluff. If she told them to get lost or, more likely, “No, thank you,” or “I have to speak to an attorney,” they would stop themselves from calling her some choice names, then depart and head back to Kansas, fingers crossed that on their way home they weren’t arrested at the airport.

    At the very least, in just catching a glimpse of Melinda in the doorway, they could take a quick measure. Her looks were an avenue of intrigue. She had been so alluring back in 1982. Had guilt exacted a toll upon that attractive face, that inviting body? From the look of her home—and current photos of Mark, her suspected partner in the bloodbath who had not aged a lick—they highly doubted it.

    As the detectives reached the threshold, they affected flat gazes. James would play the sympathetic cop, Wall the more aggressive one.

    In the end, it wasn’t a knock on the door, or a forceful twist of the doorknob, but a doorbell that announced their presence. Local detective Eric Griffin had done the honors.

    The door opened and there was a moment’s pause all around. Melinda stood in her ornate foyer, glowing in the Christmas lights, dressed in nothing but a robe with a towel wrapped tight around her hair.

    She then did something neither Wall nor James had expected during the hours they had stared bleary-eyed and hunched over that case file in the old-fashioned Olathe police station. Before they had even identified themselves, she beckoned the detectives inside.

  


  
    PART ONE

    “The good man brings good things out of the good stored up in him, and the evil man brings evil things out of the evil stored up in him.”

    —Matthew 12:35

  


  
    ONE

    David Harmon was a product of Chili, pronounced with long “i”s—CHI-lye—a downtrodden cow town in upstate New York off the Erie Canal Expressway, a highway in name only. The town’s forefathers appeared to have chosen both the name and its pronunciation on a whim. An old timer will say the name may be the same as the bean dish, before letting a smile creep up one side of his mouth: “But we pronounce it right.”

    Sitting unnoticed along the way from Syracuse to Buffalo, near Rochester, Chili was always a modest place, even for a rural outpost whose northernmost regions once served as a stop along the Underground Railroad. Its winters are bleak, with billows of Canadian snow. Farming is a stubborn act of survival, with depth-charge temperatures in January and February and crop-killing frosts in spring.

    Chili has been home to generations of Harmons, whose lives centered largely around prayer and farming. Like most Chili residents, they were known for a remoteness and stoicism, even when the “big stuffs,” as government officials were called, annexed the family homestead to expand the local airport. There were howls of local protest, though little from the Harmons themselves. Were it not for the confiscation of the farm, young John Harmon (David’s father) would have been land-rich by inheritance. Then again, tilling the land was a lifelong commitment. And even if farming were performed with diligence, the backbreaking labor would not have produced more than a modest livelihood; and that’s if the weather held. Which it might not—no matter how often or hard he prayed.

    [image: image]

    The Harmon family settled in Chili in 1838, and John, who remained long after the others had moved away or gone to glory, was born there during the Great Depression. Bred into John were all the proper Christian convictions about how we live in a created order. He was reticent by nature and upbringing, and born into a family whose routine was work, pray, sleep, and fish. His father, without the family farm to tend, became an engineer.

    When the time came for John to choose a college, he went to Roberts Wesleyan College in North Chili. Wesleyan is a Christian school founded by Benjamin Titus Roberts, a lawyer turned missionary. For some of his more liberal stands on slavery and women’s rights, Roberts had been kicked out by the faithful of the Methodist Episcopal Church, but landed as a bishop with the Free Methodists. He started the school as Chili Seminary in 1866, and while the college changed name and location several times over the years, its overall approach of educating under the eyes of God remained the same. At Roberts, John felt in place and at peace.

    John got his masters degree in education at the secular University of Rochester and chose to teach elementary school, drawn to both the security he felt the job offered and the meaningfulness he felt it imparted. Working with children was ideal for John, since he was socially strained with adults.

    He married Sue, the first girl he met in college. From the outset of their marriage, a slight hint of irreverence, even wickedness, in Sue always brought a quick—if sometimes embarrassed—smile to John’s face. Once, while hiking up a mountain with their dear friends, the DeHavens, John passed wind at an unintentionally loud volume.

    “Geez Louise, John,” Sue piped up, “that’s the most you’ve spoken all day.”

    The two were Nazarene Christians. The Church of the Nazarene is a Protestant church in the Wesleyan-Holiness tradition, tracing its roots to 1908. It was founded to spread the message of “scriptural holiness,” or “Christ-like living,” throughout the world. Nazarenes believe in a higher purpose in life through victory over sin, in evangelism, in a strict interpretation of the Bible, in preaching the gospel to the poor, and, most of all, in salvation, or “perfection,” through a personal relationship with God through Jesus Christ.

    Though Sue and John considered themselves saved, they didn’t believe themselves invulnerable. The two assumptions they allowed were that life was not ruled by chance, and that all souls can be saved from even our darkest sins.

    The couple had one child. David Harmon was born on a windy day of malicious cold on January 3, 1957. He grew into a big, tall, handsome, dark-haired boy who was doted on by his parents. David grew up playing in his modest backyard, without the freedom or the burden of ancestral fields. Artistic, but with a linear mind, he made a hobby of sketching buildings. He dreamed of a professional life in architecture, or in engineering like his grandfather—but his real passions were sports and Jesus.

    David played hockey both indoors and, given the frozen tundra that was the Chili landscape, outdoors on ponds that froze up most of the winter. In high school, David would have liked to play varsity football. With his size, the football coach had his eye on him, but David had a trick knee that prevented him from playing. Instead, David devoted himself to pick-up sports and competitive Bible study.

    David competed on a Bible Study Quiz team, where teams of five contestants raced to be the first to the buzzer with the correct answer. He studied for the competitions for hours every day. Even though the game had been a second choice to football, David never did anything in a detached way, and his team won the state championship.

    When David was fifteen, he met a girl, Melinda Lambert, at Brooktondale Church Camp, a Nazarene summer camp outside Ithaca, New York. Melinda was the youngest child in her family, but with her older sister eleven years her senior, hers was not a “secondborn” childhood. She grew up in Syracuse like an only child in a doctrinaire household.

    Her father, Dr. J. Wilmer (William) Lambert was a top Nazarene Church official, essentially an archbishop of the region including New York. Due to his prominence, Melinda was looked upon as the princess of the Nazarene Church, which certainly helped her social standing at camp.

    Melinda could be controlling and rule-bound. At Brooktondale Church Camp, she alerted supervisors to the names and actions of boys and girls she found in compromising situations. Once, when she happened upon a group of teenagers throwing sticks and stones at a skunk to try to scare him into the Tabernacle, Melinda told a supervisor. In fact, telling on others was common at Bible camp, a practical function of the rules under God. Forbearance was essential.

    Ironically, Melinda also came off as a flirt and a tease. Blonde and quick with a smile and a touch on your arm while talking or even while listening—which she always did with appreciative laughter—Melinda was a stunner. She was talkative—maybe even too talkative—but if you were a boy, and you wanted her attention, it paid to listen to her.

    Melinda did not have an overly purposeful mindset, and one was not required of her. Nor did she do particularly well in school. She was, however, broadly ambitious—for a suitable boy, a good marriage prospect and all that union might bring home to her.

    God, she was always told, has a way of making a way for you.

    Bible camp was a complicated place for a pubescent teenager. Dating in this conservative environment, where there could be no public displays of affection and very little privacy was allowed, was no easy trick. They were teenagers in the 1970s, but in no way part of that era. Luckily, everything about Melinda—including her sexuality and her ambition—was made less sinful by the absoluteness of her faith. She was overt in her declarations of spirituality, and absolute in her observance of her church’s prescriptions. She was excited about camp, God, and boys—specifically an agreeable and somewhat pliable one named David Harmon.

    Melinda pursued David throughout her time at the camp. Whenever possible, she sat next to him in the Tabernacle, cuddled up close, and laughed at all his jokes. David was prominent because of his Bible Quiz accomplishments, his size—he was 6'3"—and his good looks. He was clearly going places, which was more than you could say for the many less impressive boys who spent the summer with their noses buried in the Bible. And who, after all, could land Melinda if not David? Smart and athletic without being cocky, David was also witty and fun. He loved a well-executed practical joke.

    One year at Bible camp, he and Chad DeHaven—three years older than David and a friend from Chili who acted like a de facto older brother—drove a Volkswagen to the altar of the camp’s Tabernacle. Turning the car off before the Tabernacle filled with fumes, David and DeHaven affixed a sign to the rear bumper, facing the pews, that read, “Shhhh. I’m praying.” They ran back to the bunk and waited for the surprise at Sunday morning services.

    Almost immediately after camp ended, David and Melinda began a long-distance relationship. The two wanted to see each other nearly every weekend, so with David in Chili and Melinda two hours away in Syracuse, their parents stepped in to help. Often, the Harmons drove David to meet the Lamberts halfway. Almost always, David went home with the Lamberts. Melinda’s family was impressed with David. He was humble, religiously observant, and gentle with their daughter. They welcomed without hesitation this inherently decent young man.

    When summer returned, David and Melinda went back to camp, drawn both to each other and to the feeling of acceptance the camp offered them. Inspiration and public displays of spirituality—such as carrying around Bibles, praying openly, and talking about God and faith—were expected and prized among that generation of evangelicals. At camp, David always had in hand a guide book to soul-winning, which, as the second sentence of its Foreword put it, is not soul-scalping. The Church of Winning Souls: A Handbook for Personal Evangelism in the Local Church, by V. H. Lewis, was less than a hundred pages, but in that space was a complete, albeit somewhat repetitive, guide to being a good evangelical Nazarene.

    “Evangelicalism,” wrote Lewis, “must be our method of advance as a church. We offer neither ritual nor ceremony as a substitute for salvation. Souls can know Christ as a personal Savior in a personal experience, through evangelicalism. We must not and shall not fail to evangelize! Our church was brought into being through the fires of evangelicalism. May its flame burn high on the altars of our church!”

    Later, Lewis wrote, “When the church loses its fervor and drifts in a parallel course with the world, the Holy Spirit withdraws.”

    Mr. Lewis, David soon learned, was one of many of Melinda’s cousins who were highly placed within the church. But David was most intrigued by Melinda’s father, Dr. Lambert, who was aggressive and worldly in a way his own father was not. Lambert had an air of quiet superiority and a reputation for being demanding, tight-fisted, judgmental; he also took good care of relatives by finding them work in and around the church, as well as housing them, accumulating properties as he went along.

    David graduated high school in 1975, earning a National Merit Scholarship among many other awards. His future was a wide-open road. He and Melinda began taking classes at Olivet Nazarene University in the fall. Nazarene teens commonly paired off and married by the age of twenty, and David and Melinda were no exception.

    The wedding was beautifully arranged; David and his wedding party looked ascendant in their powder-blue tuxes and yellow corsages. It was all as innocent and perfect as any parents—especially fastidiously religious ones—could hope for.

    It was no surprise that David and Melinda left Chili shortly after they were married. David would not follow his own father out into the world, but rather Melinda’s. Dr. Lambert had just received a promotion in the church hierarchy, rising to become the general superintendent of Zone Two, as it was known in church parlance. The Nazarene headquarters in Kansas City was thriving, and Lambert would soon become its central figure.

    Nazarenes were migrating in droves to Kansas, where development was replacing farming, and new opportunities abounded. Kansas seemed like the right place for David and Melinda to begin the next stage of their lives. David could finish his degree at the University of Kansas. Melinda could easily put the secretarial degree she received at Olivet to good use. The decision was a natural one.

    God was making a way for Melinda and David Harmon.

  


  
    TWO

    When Dick Hickock and Perry Smith killed four members of the Clutter family in the western reaches of Kansas in 1959, the pair chose Olathe (pronounced oh-LAY-thuh) as their staging ground. The two career chiselers, who had met in the penitentiary, set out from Olathe the day of the murders and, afterward, late that night, melted right back into town, all but unnoticed. The murders unsettled Kansas and the farm states surrounding it like little before. For weeks the Clutters’ murderers could not be found. But frightful as it was, Hickock and Smith’s run of freedom was brief and unproductive, involving nothing more than six weeks of petty crime and fizzled murder plots. The larcenous buddies had become killers when they took the lives of the Clutters, but—and there was at least comfort to be had in this—they never killed again. Hickock and Perry were hanged in the early 1960s at the Kansas state prison in Lansing and, were it not for Truman Capote, who documented their crime in the pages of In Cold Blood, that would have been the end of that.

    Since the 1850s, when the Kansas School for the Deaf opened in Olathe, the town had stood home to an unlikely mix of farmers and deaf-mutes. Families tilled the flat land that had been handed down through the generations. The people were churchgoing folk. The more affluent ones—which was not to say wealthy—were those who had dairy farms in addition to wheat fields. In the evenings, the farmers and their families went into town to walk, which meant around the courthouse square. Girls married the boys they had grown up with and, if their husbands happened to die, say, in a farming accident, they married other boys they had grown up with.

    The Church of the Nazarene came to Olathe in 1930, when it was chartered with twenty members. Things were put together with string and wax at first; for years, revival services were held in various spaces, including a creamery, an abandoned church, and a munitions depot. The latter was famous locally for its swayback roof.

    The Reverend C. J. Garrett, who migrated from Ottawa, was the church’s first pastor, and his sermon topics, reported in the local paper, were all variations on a single theme (subjects from “A Trip Through Hell” to “Is Olathe Hell?”). His flock grew exponentially.

    The pivotal moment for the church came in the 1950s when the national Church of the Nazarene decided that God wanted them to open up their world headquarters just one-half hour from Olathe, across the border in Kansas City, Missouri, to “make disciples of all nations” (Matthew 28:19).

    The arrival of the world headquarters ushered in a period of migration of Nazarene Christians to “little Olathe,” as Truman Capote called it. Olathe was becoming a hub for the church.

    A coterie of mostly professional Evangelical Christians—including the Lamberts—was becoming a vital force in reshaping this part of Kansas, bringing with them not only the church, but all the businesses, politics, and concerns that accompanied the church. This was not the high-wheat plains of western Kansas, but east, closer to Kansas City, Missouri, where suburbs were replacing farmland.

    The people of Olathe weren’t hankering for any big changes. The big cities—Kansas City and, farther afield, the industrial bastion of Wichita—were for the middlemen with pickup trucks piled high with corn, the occasional day tripper, or the unlucky farmers who were reduced to seeking city work.

    So the demographic shift—some might say lurch—that was transforming Olathe, Kansas, did not sit easy with the old timers. These newcomers—who came to the frontier a century or two after the initial heavy lifting was finished—were religious to a standard that unsettled even the locals, who responded, in their old-line prairie twang, “Those ones have all come down with a bad case of religion.”

    Located in the middle of Johnson County and close to the geographic center of the United States, Olathe (the Shawnee word for “beautiful”) began to be known as the buckle of the East Kansas Bible Belt.

    Olathe’s four-thousand-seat church, called College Church of the Nazarene, was built in 1968 to “bring God’s love to a dying world” (as the church’s promotional materials noted with considerable pride). Its steeple stretches upward as the sharpest and most prominent feature between earth and heaven for miles around. It remains the local skyline’s most identifiable structure. When the sky is awash in Kansas reds during a particularly beguiling sunset, the steeple appears as a welcoming symbol of solace and comfort. When a storm or tornado approaches, it can appear imposing.

    In 1968, the General Assembly of the Nazarene Church chose Olathe as the location for its college after Bob Osborne, the president of Patron’s State Bank & Trust, pledged the land on which it was built. The college, today known as MidAmerica Nazarene University, or MNU, was centered around Christ in general, but organized, from its creation, around the Church of the Nazarene in particular.

    The college, originally called MidAmerica Nazarene College, opened its doors as a Christian liberal arts college with 263 students. The wild hairdos, frock coats, and casual morality popular elsewhere were not found here. Students were not allowed to drink alcohol, play cards, dance, or watch movies, among many other prohibitions up to—and obviously including—premarital sex. While professors did double duty as movie “sentries,” standing watch at the local movie houses over the weekends to make sure no MNC students entered, those looking for drink or cinema could drive an hour in either direction outside of Olathe. Those craving intimacy merely needed to drive to the first remote Olathe street they could find (the police still joke about parked cars with steamed windows from the heat of Bible college students).

    Students at MNC were required to attend church twice a week—though most went even more frequently—to bear testament to Jesus, and to encourage others to save their own souls. The church technically sat just outside the school’s boundaries but, for practical purposes, it was the center of campus.

    Guiding principles at MNC were the ideas of being faithful to Jesus, spreading God’s word, and striving for “heart purity,” or holiness. The result was, quite literally, an attempt at perfection—an attempt to live up to the same standards that Jesus did. This is a lofty goal but one the Nazarenes believed to be attainable. Therefore, fighting imperfection or evil was crucial at MNC.

    The search for perfection had its casualties, however regrettable. But good evangelical Christians did not come ready-made. As time progressed, MNC produced good Christians in increasingly large numbers, and today the university’s student body is two thousand members strong. In the church parking lot on Sundays you can spot bumper stickers announcing, “Jesus Loves All, But He Likes Me Most.”

    [image: image]

    “Me” could very easily refer to Mark Mangelsdorf. Mangelsdorf was one of the newcomers thronging to this part of Kansas. In fact, Mark stood out among the new arrivals at MNC. Big-bodied, at 6'4", and hard-working, Mark was smart and ambitious, with a fervent belief that he would be rewarded for his toil.

    Mark was born in 1960 in St. Louis, the middle child sandwiched between his older brother, Ray Jr., and his younger sister, Patricia. His father, Ray, had grown up Catholic but allowed his wife, Mickie, to raise their children as evangelicals in the Christian & Missionary Alliance (C&MA), a denomination closely aligned with the Nazarenes.

    The C&MA Church is less literal about the Bible than the Nazarenes. Founded by Albert Benjamin Simpson around the turn of the twentieth century, its two major tenets are that: 1) members should donate their worldly riches to support foreign missionary work, and 2) for the highly observant, their exercise of faith would bring physical healing. (The latter belief was influenced by Exodus 15:26: “He said, ‘If you listen carefully to the voice of the Lord your God and do what is right in his eyes, if you pay attention to his commands and keep all his decrees, I will not bring on you any of the diseases I brought on the Egyptians, for I am the Lord, who heals you.’”)

    Mickie did not stay with the C&MA for long. The family lived in St. Louis’s Hazelwood section, a lower-middle-class area with few professionals, and she was drawn to the more ascetic and literal Nazarene Church, whose doctrine required more supplication and forbade the usual drinking, smoking, dancing, card playing, and most of the other favorite pastimes in her neighborhood. For Mickie, the Bible was more than metaphor; it was a blueprint for living. She was attracted to the Nazarene traditionalism and social teaching, combined with that chance at salvation through self improvement and perfecting one’s soul.

    Ray Sr.’s job at Reynolds Metal (where Reynolds Wrap is made) didn’t pay enough to send three children to parochial school, so the brothers worked as night custodians for the church in exchange for tuition. Reverend Wayne Moss, their teacher and youth pastor, said that in all his years of Christian education he never saw students work harder for their education than did the Mangelsdorfs.
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