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  “REMEMBER”

  “Remember that I am the Adversary, the Interloper

  Remember that I am war, strife, famine, pestilence, martyrs, great signs and silence

  Remember that I am the Lord of the tribe, king of the jungle and hunter of great beasts

  Remember that I am the Viper of the pit, the most cunning animal whose poison is the deadliest known

  Remember that I am the second son of Adam and Eve

  Remember that I rose up in front of god and slew my brother Abel out of greed

  Remember it all, but if you should somehow forget some of it, just remember this ‘My name is Cain and I kill people’”

  —FROM THE NOTEBOOK OF DAVID BIRO
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  AUTHORS’ NOTE


  This is a look behind the headlines of a shocking double murder that had no apparent motive. A police department with just two dozen employees launched a million-dollar investigation that included inquiries at Scotland Yard and Interpol. Because the officers did not know where to start, the private lives of the victims and their families became part of the investigation, only increasing their grief. In time, the personal lives of the killer and his family underwent scrutiny and speculation as police tried to answer the question “Why?”

  And so this account of the killing of Richard and Nancy Langert is very much the story of three families before and after the crime. No relative wished to provide information for this book. We understand their pain and respect their desire for privacy. But a number of friends of the victims and the killer shared their memories. Other personal information came from the trial, reports obtained through the Freedom of Information Act, and documents made available as a result of a civil suit filed by the Bishop family, the family of one of the victims.

  Dialogue has been recreated only from these sources and interviews with at least one person involved. Names that have been changed are marked with an asterisk the first time they are used. Scenes reconstructed from physical evidence have been verified by police and medical experts as reasonable accounts of what may have happened.
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  A QUIET SUNDAY AFTERNOON


  April 8, 1990

  A LIGHT BREEZE rolled in from Lake Michigan in picture-perfect Winnetka. Police activity in the Chicago suburb on this overcast Palm Sunday consisted of three speeding tickets, one petty theft, and a man from out of town caught driving with an expired vehicle registration. That was typical. In this upscale village trouble usually involved teens or people just passing through.

  Mahlon Lee Bishop, a successful civil attorney, drove from his home in the secluded southern part of town to the eastern end, where his daughter Nancy and son-in-law Richard were living. Lee, who owned their townhouse, intended to put up some shelves in a bedroom closet. That would give him something to do while his wife attended a rehearsal for an amateur production at the community center. Besides, Lee and his wife wanted to make sure their youngest daughter was all right. The family had celebrated Lee’s sixtieth birthday the night before, but Nancy was ill from her pregnancy and couldn’t enjoy the festivities. And now, no one was answering the phone.

  As Lee pulled up in the driveway, he saw the couple’s two cars parked in front of their townhouse. Climbing out, he playfully tugged at the leash of the beagle Nancy and Richard had given him. The small dog eagerly walked ahead of its master to the front door of the one-and-a-half-story brick house.

  Lee had a key, but as a courtesy he pressed the buzzer. When no one came to the door he opened it himself and called out from the threshold. No answer.

  Perhaps they were at a neighbor’s. He crossed the room and slid back one of the two large glass patio doors to let his dog run outside on the narrow patch of grass between the house and the six-foot wooden fence. Nancy and Richard were planning to move into a home of their own by the end of the month, so their belongings were packed in old boxes. A card table and folding chairs substituted for furniture.

  Almost as soon as Lee closed the patio door, the beagle was beside him again with the excited look of a dog that had discovered something. Only then did Lee notice that some glass had been removed from the second patio door and the sections stacked on the ground. Richard wouldn’t do anything like that without asking him, Lee was sure.

  The faint sunshine kept the house dim, but a light still burned in the basement. His uneasiness mounting, Lee saw Nancy’s purse on the floor, with several fifty-and hundred-dollar bills sticking out of a pay envelope. Her credit cards were scattered about.

  The house had a terrible stillness. When a faint sound came from upstairs, Lee’s throat went dry. He reattached the leash to his dog and went up the stairs, calling Nancy’s name and knocking on the bedroom door. When he opened it, the Langerts’ cocker spaniel ran out. That explained the sound Lee had heard, but not everything else. He grabbed both dogs and put them in the bedroom to keep them from distracting him as he continued his search.

  He returned to the ground floor and started down the basement steps. That’s when he saw Nancy. He could see her arm outstretched on the concrete floor near the bottom stair, her eyes open in death. She was dressed in the same clothes she had worn at the party the previous night.

  With a feeling that what he was seeing couldn’t be real, Lee took a few more steps and stopped when he saw a pool of blood and the body of his tall, muscular son-in-law. Richard Langert’s hands were behind his back, his head to one side, his face caked in blood. Midway between the two bodies lay an axe.

  Lee ran up the steps to call the police. Not wanting to disturb any evidence, he put a handkerchief around the receiver before touching it. He dialed 911. “I saw my daughter, my daughter and son-in-law are here and they’re dead,” he said, almost in hysterics.

  “Okay,” the dispatcher began. “I want you to stay on the phone with me. I’m going to put you on hold and then I’m going to come back and talk to you.”

  “Oh, God,” Lee said. “How could this happen?”

  The seconds seemed endless as Lee held the phone and struggled to remain calm. “Sir?” the dispatcher returned after notifying a patrol car and an ambulance. “They should be driving up in just thirty seconds.” After all, the townhouse was right across the ravine bridge from the police station.

  Half an hour later, newspaper and television news crews rushed to the scene of the only double murder in Winnetka history. Inside, officers found no sign of robbery or any other obvious motive. Although there was an axe, both victims had been shot. Richard, it seemed, was killed execution style.

  But none of it made sense. Strangest of all was a clue on one of the metal shelves in the basement. Police found what they believed was a message that Nancy had written in her own blood.
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  “NOW LIFE BEGINS”

  Saturday, May 23, 1987

  SOCIALITES, TOP CIVIL attorneys, and white-collar workers flocked to the Kenilworth Union Church to celebrate the marriage of Nancy Bishop and Richard Langert. The L-shaped English Gothic church was built with a stark gray timelessness modeled after a country estate. Guests and pretty bridesmaids clustered on the church steps with the vast Lake Michigan in the background.

  Before the ceremony, Nancy tugged at the waist of her fitted satin bridal gown in the small dressing room of the Congregational church. Pictures never captured the real Nancy. Her green eyes and continual animation gave her a loveliness that a frozen pose could never convey. Standing by the mirror, she gave a casual fluff to the brown curls flowing to her shoulders.

  “I do think you should have worn your hair in an upsweep,” her mother, Joyce, said as she placed the flowered crown of the veil onto Nancy’s head.

  “Please, mother, I want that natural look.”

  “All your bridesmaids look fine,” Joyce remarked lightly while tucking in a few stray hairs. Joyce always wanted her family to look its best.

  Nancy started to turn, but her mother said, “We’re not through yet.” She lifted a satin bag from the table and drew from it a strand of pearls she had worn at parties and family gatherings. She placed the pearls around her daughter’s neck and said, “You must have something old. These were mine. Now they’re yours.”

  Nancy’s sisters, Jennifer and Jeanne, came into the room with a rustle of their lavender gowns and presented her with a tiny gift-wrapped package. The bridesmaids came closer to watch as Nancy opened the box and lifted out a gold ankle-chain with a little heart dangling from it. Nancy’s eyes glistened. She hugged her sisters and mother.

  “Don’t cry,” Joyce said, hugging her back. “You’ll ruin your mascara.”

  This wedding had seemed unlikely not too many months before. Nancy and Richard had met while working at a spice specialties company, but the relationship was stop and go. Richard, who was still adjusting to a salesman’s life after carefree days in college, was not so sure he was ready for marriage until Nancy’s exuberance won him over.

  Nancy was so determined to make this marriage work that she had them both sign a list of qualities she considered most important in a successful relationship: patience, understanding, love, and trust.

  The bride’s father, Lee, was a proud man this cool and rainy Saturday. It was hard enough to accept that his youngest child had turned twenty-three less than two weeks ago, and even harder to realize he was losing her. Nancy had been the mediator and the entertainer of the family, and the house would seem empty without her.

  Lee, a heavy man with auburn hair and a double chin, was a member of the oldest law firm in Chicago. Isham, Lincoln & Beale was founded by Abraham Lincoln’s son, Robert Todd, and its client list included the Chicago Bears and NBC. The firm had thirty-six million dollars in billings from its recent merger with Reuben & Proctor, but insiders were predicting that the legal powerhouse would collapse under its own weight.

  Nancy had begun as a Daddy’s Girl, but she and her mother shared a fondness for singing and often volunteered for charity work. The middle daughter, Jeanne, followed in her father’s footsteps with her serious temperament and desire to be a lawyer. The slender, blonde young woman and her heavier older sister stood as maids of honor with two of Nancy’s University of Kansas sorority sisters.

  The three brothers of the twenty-seven-year-old bridegroom ushered guests to the pews while Richard stood in a side room looking as if he wished the ceremony were over. The brothers liked Nancy well enough, but they were unhappy Richard was marrying outside the Catholic faith. Richard’s friends in Chicago had been warning him for weeks that trouble lay ahead because he was marrying into an upper-middle-class family. Once when he brought Nancy to a beer-guzzling pig roast, his friends could see how uncomfortable she was.

  Richard was six feet, two inches tall and weighed two hundred and fifty pounds, much of it muscle. He had straight black hair and relatively small eyes that made him look as if he were squinting. His size might have been intimidating, but his glasses made him look more approachable and let people relax around him.

  Although Richard looked like a natural for the gridiron, he preferred baseball. He played on the Illinois High School championship team at Brother Rice High School. From there he went to Lewis University but disappointed his family by dropping out. Although bright enough to earn a degree like his brothers, Richard preferred socializing with his Chicago friends. He seldom did without his weekly golfing, and Nancy could match him in an aggressive game of tennis. When the family held a combination engagement and Christmas party the previous December, Lee raised a glass to the pair and thanked Nancy for giving him the son he never had.

  Now Richard’s parents, quietly as usual, were watching him begin a life on his own. The Langerts felt a mixture of joy and loss. The father, Robert, an accountant nearing retirement, had his hand on his wife’s arm as the plump woman cried without caring who saw her.

  The bride looked lovingly at Richard as Dr. Gilbert W. Bowen pronounced that “with His blessing, what God has joined, men must not divide.” The newlyweds kissed with their hands intertwined. Nancy beamed and the bridegroom, less comfortable showing emotion, managed a smile as they turned to face the applause and flashing cameras of three hundred guests.

  Outside the church, Lee hugged his wife with a “Well, it’s done” expression. Nancy’s two sisters passed around little bags of rice. The women among the guests kissed Nancy on the cheek, and the men received a strong grip from Richard as they shook hands. Most of the guests knew that the Langerts and the Bishops were not lending the couple any substantial financial support, so they handed the couple envelopes with checks inside.

  After snapshots were taken on the church steps and under the stone arches in the graveyard, everyone headed for a reception at the Kenilworth Club. The nearby hall had a 1920s elegance under its arched beams. Salads, fruits, and finger sandwiches were laid out along the U-shaped buffet table, and caterers brought out a tiered cake topped by a pastry of lavender flowers.

  As disk jockey Robbie Wilson played “We Are Family,” Nancy and Richard took the hands of the two Bishop sisters and three Langert brothers. The other guests moved back to give them room. The Bishop daughters and the Langert sons then took the hands of their parents and brought them into the dancing circle.

  When the song ended, Lee returned to the table as everyone applauded and had another drink. Mopping his face from time to time, Lee went around the hall making sure everyone was having a good time. He joked with a friend, saying, “Now life begins, my dog is thirteen years old and my last child is married off.”

  The older guests headed home and friends of the bridal party took over the dance floor for rock and roll.

  The newlyweds spent their honeymoon skiing in Colorado, then settled down in a single-bedroom apartment in the tidy western suburb of Willowbrook. Nancy and Richard were fun to be around, and they behaved like a team. But Richard had his serious side. What meant the most to him was someday becoming a success, and he was old fashioned enough to think hard work alone would be enough. Using his contacts in the industry, he and a friend started SpiceTech Limited in west suburban Maywood. Lee Bishop incorporated the small firm and served as its attorney.

  As chief salesman, Richard spent long hours on the road, but he couldn’t understand the strain his absences put his wife under. From what friends could gather, though, sex wasn’t all that important to him. To Nancy, it was the spark of life.

  Nancy was born in Evanston, a suburb between Winnetka and Chicago. Her personality blossomed after the Wilson Certified Foods company assigned Lee to its offices in Oklahoma and the family moved there. Lee became a director of the Oklahoma City YMCA, the Oklahoma Symphony Orchestra, and the Last Frontier Boy Scout troop. He also kept up with his business contacts as a member of the Oklahoma City Golf and Country Club. The family then moved to Dallas for awhile before returning to the Chicago area. In these years, Nancy went from being Daddy’s Little Girl to Mommy’s Little Girl, though she always kept close to Lee.

  While Nancy was still in grade school, Lee bought a house on Indian Hill Road, in one of the wealthiest areas of the community. Everything about the family now had the air of security and permanency.

  With Nancy’s good looks and soprano voice, she won the coveted role of Maria in the New Trier High School production of West Side Story, and friends still talked about her performance well after she graduated.

  During a summer break from the University of Kansas, she found a job at Saratoga Specialties, a spice and chemicals company in the Chicago suburb of Elmhurst. Lee was the senior vice president, Robert Langert was the comptroller, and Richard was a salesman.

  Richard was so smitten by this lively girl that after she returned to college, he ran up eight hundred dollars in long-distance bills calling her.

  Friends thought the two young people were made for each other because of their sense of humor and optimism. But that spirit didn’t always carry over into their marriage. Most of the tension had to do with how quickly they spent their money, since neither Richard nor Nancy knew the first thing about managing finances.

  Nancy was also unprepared for the impact of her husband’s long working hours. Marriage had brought her a loneliness she never knew before. She tried to fill her time by working at a veneer company, visiting her parents in Winnetka, and taking part in productions with her mother at the suburb’s Community House. Joyce not only had featured roles, she also did promotional work for the theater group.

  Joyce Bishop was a lovely woman with red hair and sharply carved features. She had musical training and moved about with grace. While not effusive with her three daughters, she watched over her family with a careful eye and empathetic heart. Knowing what it must have been like for the “baby” of an active family to find herself suddenly alone so much, Joyce started making inquiries about apartments in the northern suburbs. That way, Nancy could live again by the low hills along Lake Michigan rather than in the flatlands of the western suburbs.

  Joyce also set in motion social events that just might help her husband now that his career was being threatened by the impending collapse of his law firm. She believed that Lee would be better on his own rather than as one of 235 lawyers at Isham, Lincoln & Beale and Reuben & Proctor. So she sent out invitations to a dinner party at the family home for his business associates and their wives.

  There was no direct way to reach the house. Instead, a winding road in a golf course led through woods dotted with mansions. The Bishops’ colonial-modern home was simpler than some of its neighbors, but it had a small stable, painted white with black trim to match the house. The stable had not been used for years.

  The living room was done in faded greens and gold, with a large sofa behind a coffee table. Family photos were mounted above the stairs leading to the den: Joyce performing in plays during her teenage years, Lee smiling his understated grin, and shots of the three girls growing up with ribbons in their hair and wearing velvety dresses with lace collars. In the master bedroom was an oil painting of the entire family.

  Lee’s well-worn easy chair faced the parlor hearth. When he was relaxed, he let his pipe lay nestled in his mouth. When he was nervous, he sucked on the stem. On this night he was sucking on the stem and trying to look relaxed at the same time.

  The evening was no casual affair. The attorneys, most of them well into their sixties, arrived in suits and their wives in semi-formal dresses. A little out of place were two family friends, *Mary and *Gary Gasglow. Joyce quietly admitted to inviting them to bring a little fun to the party.

  After the formalities of dinner, Joyce explained why she had all the guests bring a throwaway gift they might have found around the house. She held up a pair of dice and rolled one of them. Anyone who rolled the same number could pick one of the wrapped gifts and pass the die to someone else. Soon everyone was laughing as guests opened unwanted presents such as a stuffed owl that had gathered dust in some closet. By the end of the party, middle-aged and elderly men were joking with one another as if they were law students again.

  In the side rooms, the wives spoke of mismanagement at the law firm and how the rumored collapse was threatening many long careers. A few said their husbands were smart in planning to get out while they could. “Oh?” Joyce asked with a peaceful expression.

  In April 1988, newspapers were carrying stories about the demise of Isham, Lincoln & Beale and Reuben & Proctor. By then, the law firm of Palmer, Bishop and Wardell had just opened in northwest suburban Schaumburg. As part of his work, Lee became a registered agent for a number of new companies. He had to take his clients where he found them.
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  DAY OF WRATH


  WINNETKA is BUILT largely on a rolling plain from Indian Hill to Hubbard Woods. Although the shoreline mansions eighteen miles from Chicago have high walls blocking off Lake Michigan, the rest of the suburb has a friendly, open feel.

  The village was established in the 1850’s as a railroad community for those who could afford to get away from the smokestacks and crime of the city. The name is said to be from an Indian word meaning “place of beauty,” although the first blacksmith wanted it called New Trier, after the German town overlooking the Rhine. New Trier lingered as the name of the township and the village’s major high school. The village was so quiet that in the 1880’s, a teenage girl opened her second-floor window in the middle of the night and screamed “Fire!” just to see people get excited.

  Movie producers have used the community for stories of pleasantly well off yet hardworking families such as those in Ferris Beuller’s Day Off and Home Alone. Some of the more modern homes in the four and a half square miles of Winnetka seem like intrusions on the spirit of the community, but most streets have a quiet order. Residences set back from the sidewalks display generous lawns, giving the streets an almost park-like appearance. The City Hall on Green Bay Road looks like a city hall, and the Swiss-chalet-inspired row of shops at Elm and Chestnut looks designed for a miniature train.

  Since the village was founded, there had been only three murders—two separate ones in one day by robbers from out of town in 1884, and the shooting of a patrolman in 1957 by a man who then turned the gun on himself. Sometimes a year goes by without a robbery. The police force of twenty-five commissioned officers and ten noncommissioned personnel seemed more than adequate for anything that might happen in the community of thirteen thousand. New Trier High School is about the only place with anything going on, with cars and school buses driving back and forth every morning and afternoon.

  Since 1976, the police department had been headed by Herbert Timm, a former Chicago officer who could pass for a banker because of his careful grooming and dark suits. He usually jogged in the morning before having a leisurely breakfast at a restaurant. The middle-aged police chief had a methodical mind, and in his free time could often be found in “Scotland Yard,” a small bookstore specializing in mysteries, a fully costumed statue of Sherlock Holmes standing guard in the front window.

  The tranquility was disrupted on May 20, 1988, when a tormented professional babysitter named Laurie Dann went on a murderous rampage. Police in several North Shore communities knew of Dann’s growing unpredictability, but there was nothing they could do. Officials estimate that if all her attempts had succeeded, she would have killed fifty people.

  Dann’s rage smoldered after Marion Rushe said her services soon would no longer be needed because the family was moving to New York. The former Laurie Wasserman, now overweight from an overuse of prescription drugs, had been fairly popular with boys when she went to New Trier High School. By the time her marriage to Russell Dann ended in separation, she was so unstable that he feared for his life. Two years later, Laurie enrolled at the University of Wisconsin in Madison but never went to class. Sometimes she would ride campus elevators for hours according to a schedule she had written out.

  Dann awoke early on May 20 to begin her systematic destruction. Her first act was injecting a solution into sixteen packages of food destined for people she cared for before the relationships crumbled or because they had done something she didn’t like.

  After this, Dann went to the Rushe house and offered to take Marion’s two boys to a carnival. With them in her car, she used bottles of flammable liquid to set a small fire at the Ravinia Elementary School in Highland Park. She also gave the two Rushe boys milk laced with arsenic, but it tasted sour and they dumped it out when she wasn’t looking.

  Half an hour later, Dann tried to enter a Jewish day care center with a gasoline can but a guard refused to let her in. She took the boys home and kept up a conversation with their mother. As Marion started to wash clothes, Dann set the carpeted basement stairs on fire with her can of gasoline, then locked the woman and her two sons inside. The family barely made it out through a narrow window before fire fighters arrived.

  Dann then walked into the Hubbard Woods Elementary School with three guns. She dragged a six-year-old boy into a washroom and shot him with a .22-caliber Beretta. A teacher thought the explosion was a science experiment until the wounded boy dragged himself back into her room.

  The babysitter left her largest gun, a .357 Magnum, in a washbasin and returned to the corridor. She entered a class and ordered a substitute teacher to put the children in a corner. The teacher struggled with her, but Dann shot five of the students. All survived except eight-year-old Nicky Corwin.

  Winnetka Sergeant Patricia McConnell—an attractive woman with a mop of curly hair—was wearing her undercover “civies” of jeans and a sweatshirt when she received a report of shots fired in the school. She left the drive-in window of a bank to speak to the other children in Nicky’s class, mainly to calm them down. Next she drove around the neighborhood with the substitute teacher to see if they could find “the crazy woman.” Repeatedly the teacher muttered, “I wish she had shot me and not my children, I wish she had shot me.”

  Chief Timm’s second in command, Lieutenant Joseph Sumner, was kept busy deploying officers as a telephone company crew installed additional lines. Breathless inquiries from newspapers across the country, as well as in England, Germany, and Austria, kept the phones ringing.

  By then, Dann had invaded a stucco house and was keeping a gun on Phil Andrew, a university student. She stared out the window for a moment, then calmly turned and shot him in the chest. The young man staggered away and left Dann alone inside.

  Police agreed to let Laurie’s father, a wealthy accountant, speak to her outside the house. But it was too late. Laurie Dann had gone upstairs and shot herself to death in the children’s room.

  Sergeant Patricia McConnell that afternoon received a call from the local post office about packages of food that Dann had dropped in the mail. She took them to the Northern Illinois Crime Laboratory and discovered that they had been injected with arsenic.

  The Laurie Dann tragedy came three days before Nancy and Richard Langert’s first wedding anniversary. A celebration was out of the question; the entire Chicago metropolitan area was in shock. The couple, still living in Willowbrook, could barely believe that something like this could happen in the orderly town where Nancy had spent almost half her life. For the first time, people began locking their doors. As one resident said, “Today, Winnetka lost its innocence.”

  For Winnetka police, there were more than just Dann’s crimes to consider. She had been prescribed a drug that was then unattainable in the United States without federal Food and Drug Administration authorization, but it was used legally in Canada and Europe for obsessive-compulsive personalities. The drug helped two-thirds of the patients, but the packages carried warnings that the medicine could cause delusions or suicidal depression. Even so, studies showed that the medicine was unlikely to produce violence even in combination with other drugs.

  But it remained undetermined how this drug might have influenced Laurie Dann. Timm’s department worked with the Illinois Department of Professional Regulations, the Medical Disciplinary Board, the U.S. Department of Health and Human Services, and the office of the Inspector General to learn how she obtained it. The officers also assisted the FBI and the U.S. Postal Service.

  No small suburb is equipped to handle such a complex series of crimes. Yet the often harsh news media had nothing but respect for the way Winnetka handled the crisis. At one point, three hundred police officers, fire fighters, and other emergency personnel from numerous suburbs were involved. In one day, Timm’s department had emerged from its isolation. Timm authorized a videotaped documentary on the case for any small police department wanting to learn how a major case is handled. As he saw it, his officers were now ready for anything.
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  DREAMTALK


  LAURIE DANN’S OUTBURST haunted everyone on the North Shore. Sergeant Patricia McConnell appeared calm when talking to community groups about it, but from that day on she became a chain-smoker. She was put in charge of a task force of eighteen detectives from neighboring suburbs to retrace Dann’s movements step by step. The work McConnell supervised was so thorough she was commended in a letter written into the Congressional Record and was named Illinois Police Woman of the Year. But the community was concentrating on ways of preventing violence.

  Although Chicago retains notoriety from the Capone era, its suburbs are the center of a national movement to outlaw guns at a local level. Of the first five communities in the United States that adopted such ordinances, four were around the city.

  Winnetka residents, often using children as recruiters, collected twelve hundred signatures on petitions for a referendum on whether to ban handguns from the village. United States Appeals Court Justice Richard Cudahy stood up at a public hearing and told the divided audience that despite the pleasure he took in owning a .357 Magnum revolver, the safety of his children, who attended Winnetka schools, came first. “I’ll be glad to contribute my handgun to Chief Timm,” Judge Cudahy said. Three-quarters of the audience burst into applause.

  Youngsters spent their school lunch periods cutting out opened hands from construction paper, writing the word “vote” across them, and tying string around the index fingers. Hundreds of these reminders hung on front doors throughout the village as the April elections approached.

  A week after the referendum was approved, supporters packed a meeting room to see how the village board would decide. Ten children dressed as if for a birthday party sat in the front row. When the board unanimously voted to make Winnetka the sixth community in the country to outlaw firearms, the children walked onto the stage and, with Winnetka showmanship, gave each member a rose.

  That spring, Lee and Joyce Bishop took the newly-weds on a visit to England and Ireland. Jeanne went along but seemed to be in her own world. Standing with her sister and parents at the changing of the guard outside Buckingham Palace, she mocked the guardsmen as “little boys who will be sent over to Ireland to kill innocent people.”

  When the family returned, Joyce lovingly put together a vacation scrapbook. The front cover featured a sunny travel brochure, although many of the snapshots showed the family trying to smile as drizzle fell around them.

  Nancy wanted to do something to show her appreciation for everything her parents were doing for her and her husband. Since Lee’s dog had died of old age more than a year before, she and Richard went to a pet shop and bought him a beagle. “Here,” Nancy said as she gave her father the puppy, “we don’t want you to be lonely now that all your children have moved out.” Lee was so pleased he hugged her.

  In autumn, Joyce found a small apartment in Winnetka for the young couple. The nondescript, two-story white building was at the corner of Tower and Green Bay roads, the two main cross streets of the village. The strong-minded Bishops had a tendency to turn important decisions into family matters, even apartment renting. Jeanne went over the lease to make sure it specified that minor repairs would be made. The rent was nearly eight hundred dollars a month. Nancy and Richard didn’t know how they could keep up the payments, but they signed the lease anyway. Then Jeanne videotaped the apartment as a proof of conditions.

  The young couple thought they wouldn’t be like those husbands and wives who fight all the time, but that was what began to happen. Strain from their conflicting work hours increased spats over bills, but Nancy never backed down. In life as in their tennis matches, Richard enjoyed the way she stood up to him. They were not the only people living beyond their means in the quaint suburb. As a former resident says, women on the North Shore can wear designer clothes and torn underwear at the same time—“It’s all facade.”

  Something else was troubling Nancy. Out of guilt, she confided to friends that she felt so alone when Richard was away that she was drawn to a salesman where she worked. They had a couple of drinks, but the salesman didn’t want to sleep with a married woman. Nancy became more involved in community theater, but she found herself spending some time with one of the other actors, another salesman. But this time, it was Nancy who ended the affair; she loved Richard too much.

  With her growing maturity, Nancy felt the only way to show Richard she was sorry and that the affair was truly over was to tell him about it. At first he felt betrayed, but over the next few weeks he realized the strength of his wife’s honesty, and it brought them closer. To their friends, it seemed as if Nancy and Richard had fallen in love with one another all over again. The Langerts entered marriage feeling they weren’t ready for children. But when Nancy missed her period and her doctor told her it was a false alarm, she felt disappointed. She began to think that having a baby was what they needed, if only Richard could find a job that would give them the resources and freedom to do so.

  Nancy’s sister Jeanne had moved back in with the Bishops after a brief marriage to oral surgeon Louis Clarizio. They had dated while she studied law at Northwestern University in Evanston and began to have an interest in reports of British abuse of political prisoners in Northern Ireland. Joyce even set up a meeting in Winnetka’s Community House so her daughter could speak about it.

  Jeanne and Clarizio moved to New Hampshire, but the doctor soon realized she was no longer the woman he had fallen in love with. As she worked for a law office in Portsmouth, she became involved in an Irish-American organization, the Brehon Law Society, that was defending IRA members being held in the United States. Soon she was taking calls from Joseph Patrick Doherty, an Irish nationalist whose imprisonment in New York City on immigration charges was becoming an international issue.

  Dr. Clarizio was Catholic and Jeanne was Presbyterian, yet he found himself asking her to give up defending the rights of Catholics in Belfast, Dublin, and Londonderry. She made frequent visits to those cities and gave speeches in Boston, Philadelphia, and at the 1986 dedication ceremony for the museum at Ellis Island. Louis felt he was being treated like a stepchild in his own home.

  During one of their quarrels, Jeanne said that if Louis was so angry with her he should tear up their wedding picture. Louis couldn’t, she still meant too much to him. But finally in May 1988, he packed his clothes in his BMW and moved out of their condominium. A week later, Jeanne moved on her own to the Sise Inn hotel to see if her husband would prefer to live at their home without her.

  When she drove back in her Volkswagon to pick up her clothes, she found that Louis had changed the locks. Jeanne contacted a locksmith and returned to her rooms only to find that all of the pictures of her and her family has been stacked face down as a final rejection. Her response was to take a wedding picture from its frame and tear it up as—she would later say—“a visual image of what he was doing to both of us.”

  After the final break, the salty winds of New England no longer interested Jeanne. She returned to her parents’ home on Indian Hill Road and sought openings in Chicago law offices. She was hired by the Loop firm of Mayer Platt and Brown. All this time, her divorce proceedings continued unresolved because Dr. Clarizio was holding onto a journal that she had kept from one of her visits to Europe and Ireland.

  Jeanne never revealed why the journal was so important to her.

  Winnetka was just another place to sleep for Jeanne, but Nancy loved its friendly boutiques. She and Richard were still having trouble comprehending the relationship between spending and available funds. They were able to pay their rent on time every month but other bills had to wait. Not all their money went for essentials, however. Richard abhorred drugs, but he was hooked on sports betting. He borrowed money from friends to take him from one bet to the next. On some Fridays, Richard would go to Nancy’s office at the veneer company to pick up her paycheck rather than wait for her to bring it home.

  By July, Nancy and Richard realized there was only one solution: move into the Bishops’ home. The house on Indian Hill Road became busy again. Soon after the Langerts moved in, Joyce decided that it was time for them to grow up. Her first act was to take away their credit cards. Then she told them the facts of life—that if a creditor gives you a bill for four hundred dollars, you can stay out of trouble by sending a minimum monthly payment as small as ten dollars until you are able to increase the amount.

  Next, Joyce established separate files for payments due and showed the couple how to use a pocket calculator to distribute available funds. She also drew up a budget for them. Joyce even put them on a weekly allowance from their paychecks, explaining that this was how she herself was able to keep family spending in line and put three girls through college.

  One Saturday evening that summer, the family went with the Gasglows for a concert at the Ravinia indoor/outdoor music theater in nearby Highland Park for an orchestral concert of show tunes. Lee smoldered as they sat in traffic near the gate and finally he said, “That’s it.” Chomping on his pipe, he made a U-turn and headed back.

  Once they were home, Nancy and Richard brought out picnic baskets of grapes, imported cheeses, and goose liver pate. Then, on the patio, the families played Trivial Pursuit from 7 P.M. until past midnight. Lee kept winning as Richard dropped one empty Pepsi can after another into the garbage.

  Nancy preferred performing over intellectual challenges. Sometimes she and her mother were able to sing in the same productions at the Community House, but the young woman wanted a straight dramatic role to show her growing maturity. At another theater, she won the grueling lead in Extremities, the story of a rape victim who turns on her attacker and terrorizes him.

  Joyce would never appear in a play like that. She loved the stage, and there was theatricality in everything she did—even the way she wrote memos in red ink and signed them with a heart under her name that meant “love.”

  Some production members told her to be less aloof as she rehearsed the starring role in Mame. “Joyce,” said the director, “wear a pair of blue jeans, sneakers. Mellow out.” At the next rehearsal, she wore neatly creased white designer jeans to go with her ever-present pearls.

  The musical director found at the tryouts that Joyce’s trained soprano voice was too polished in a part written for a belting alto. But Joyce loved the challenge. She stood before the packed audience as Auntie Mame and declared that “life is a banquet, and most sons of bitches are starving to death.” For her, it was the role of a lifetime.

  Life changed for Nancy and Richard in the late summer of 1989. A family friend learned of an opening in the sales department at the rapidly expanding Gloria Jean’s Gourmet Coffee company. He suggested that this might be the kind of job Nancy was looking for. The owners, Gloria Jean and Ed Kvetko, were immediately struck by Nancy’s efficiency and liveliness, and they quickly hired her. Soon she became a sales representative. Her duties involved arranging business contracts with franchise owners and helping set up new stores.

  The company, then located in northwest suburban Arlington Heights, was the sort of success story most entrepreneurs dream about. Gloria Jean Kvetko, a friendly dark-haired woman, had quit school after eighth grade. She owned a beauty salon but persuaded her husband, a construction contractor, to buy a small gift shop in Long Grove. The gifts didn’t make much of a profit, but customers kept coming back for the imported coffee that was only a small portion of the business.

  The Kvetkos read up on the subject, got a sense of the market, and realized that although coffee drinking in general was declining, shoppers would be willing to pay anywhere from six to twenty-five dollars a pound for specialty flavors. They established the business with a single store in 1979. Five years later, the Kvetkos decided to expand by selling franchises, most of them in strip malls. The couple also set up a training school for managers, called “Coffee 101.”

  It seemed that every time the Kvetkos hired a new employee they had to make another corridor in their labyrinthine office building. Ed joked to Nancy that one of his tests for future franchise holders was finding the way from his office to the front door. Nancy’s job was to handle preliminary questions from prospective franchise holders, send them a company brochure, make sure they received it, ask if they had any questions, and turn the account over to a salesman. The Kvetkos felt they had found just the person for the job. She asked the proper questions, she asked them the right way, and she had a warm, friendly phone voice.
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