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How two suburban boys traded baseball and bowling -
for murder and madness

BY LYNN BARTELS AND CARLA CROWDER @ NEWS STAFF WRITERS

' heir names will be intertwined forever.
Dylan Klebold and Eric Harris. Eric Harris and Dylan Klebold.
So many things made them different:
Eric aced his classes, Dylan was an unrepentant slacker.
Eric lied about his age to woo an older woman he met at a mall. Dylan shyly waited for the nght gu-l.

Eric got into flour fights at the pizza joint where they worked. Dylan wat%mdt 2
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Columbine High School glows at sunset shortly before reopening for the 1999-2000 school year. The school was remodeled the year Dylan Klebold and Eric Harris started.

Eric Harris and Dylan Klebold. Dylan Klebold and Eric
Harris.

Four months after they unleashed the deadliest school
shooting in U.S. history, killing 12 classmates and a teacher
before killing themselves, their families and friends still
struggle to understand what went wrong.

How did goofy little kids who played baseball, loved their
pets and wanted to please their mothers turn into killing
machines?

In the months since the April 20 killings, a clearer picture
has emerged of Dylan and Eric’s bond, although there are
questions that will never be answered.

This much is known:

Dylan and Eric cemented their fatal friendship at
Columbine.

Out of a nerdy misery, they found acceptancein each
other, then excitement in concocting bizarre and destructive
schemes and finally deadly fulfillment, proving their twist-
ed loyalty with a death pact that horrified the world.

Each was the other’s reinforcement.

If either had doubts about killing a classmate, then anoth-
er and another and another, all he had to do was glance over
at his soulmate, see the approving smile and feel the reassur-
ing sting of the high five.

1t was mob mentality. A mob of two,

Dylan Klebold and Eric Harris, Eric Harris and Dylan
Klebold.

Something neither would have done alone, they did
together.

L et

Brad Jenkins,
Kyle Castle
and Eric
Harris mug for
the yearbook
photographer
at Ken Caryl
Middle School
in 1995.

In the beginning

When did their friendship begin?

No one remembers exactly, al-
though Eric and Dylan met sometime
in seventh or eighth grade at Ken
Caryl Middle School,

; The school sits in the heart of
Columbine, an unincorporated swath
of Jefferson County where an endless
n;]azp of cul de sacs, bike paths and
chain stores melts into the foothills
the Rocky Mountains, gt

‘ Na(;e }I’)ykef:nandswears they were  Nate Dykeman
already best friends when he
orado yn middle school, metoie

“I'met Ericin Spanish class, and [
Dylanat Eric's house one day,” he saril(]if!t

. ButBrad ]gn.kins, who s pictured clown-
Ing around with Eric in the middle school
yearbook, said Dylan was never
] part of their group.
Bl “We hung out during school and
}| Eric never mentioned his name or
anything,” Brad said.

Dylan was the local boy. He had
gone to elementary school in Lit-
tleton, and was in a gifted program
48 at Governor's Ranch Elementary
School from third through sixth
grades. Even though he was sur-
rounded by smart kids, Dylan
wowed them with his math skills.

Dylan's parents, Tom and Sue, hosted the
graduation party for the gifted students.

Ken Caryl yearbook pictures show a
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ERIC THROUGH THE YEARS

pudgy boy, soft, with baby fat that would
melt 1 high school as he grew into what
Rolling Stone called “a gawky kid with a
big beak and a Jay Leno chin.”

“He played football and stuff with us
everyday,” classmate Jake Cram said. “He
Joved baseball and he played baseball a lot.
He was a little bit clumsy.”

As for Eric, time and again he was the
new kid in town, forced to start over to
make friends, a military brat hopscotching
the country until his father retired in 1993
and moved his family back to his native
Colorado.

Eric, too, played baseball. But he wasa
timid player who wouldn’t swing when it
was his turn to bat, said Terry Condo, his
Little League coach in Plattsburgh, NY

“He was afraid to strike out and let his
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Dylan Klebold and Eric Harris attended Ken Caryl Middle School in Jefferson County in seventh and eighth grades.
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Columbine graduate Brooks Brown jots down thoughts at his
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kitchen table. He was close

friends with Dylan Klebold, but had an on-again, off-again relationship with Eric Harris.

teammates down,” Condo said. “It struck
me as him really wanting to fit in.”

After their move from upstate New
York to Colorado, Wayne and Kathy Harris
rented a house a few stoplights south of
Columbine. The girl next door, Sarah Pol-
lock, walked with Eric to school.

She told her mother that Eric was
“preppy and a dork,” but otherwise nice.
Polite, too.

New school; new friends

Ninth grade. High school. And a remod-
eled one at that.

Ericand Dylan were part of the Class of
1999, the first students who would spend
all four years in a bigger and better
Columbine, which had undergone a $15

million makeover, its first major renova-
tion since opening in 1973.

A ceremony that first day in August
1995 welcomed students to the new
Columbine.

A new cafeteria, where four years later
Eric and Dylan would plant a bomb. A new
student entrance, where hundreds of pan-
icked kids would run from Dylan and
Eric’s gunfire. A new auditorium where
SWAT officers would train their weapons
on shell-shocked students wading through
the flooded room to safety.

Soon, Eric had a new friend, Brooks
Brown, who lived nearby. They met on the
school bus, Brooks had known Dylan since
first grade. Eric, Dylan and Brooks began
hanging out.

On cool fall nights they did what many
high school freshmen do: They cheered on
their football team. Eric’s big brother
Kevin, a senior, played tight end and was a
kicker for the Columbine Rebels.

“Eric’s dad would drive us,” Brooks said.

Dylan drifted away from some of his
middle school friends. Christopher Beets
was one of them.

“I remember picking up Christopher
from high school in ninth grade and Dylan
was walking down the street,” said his
mom, Gail Beets. “I said, ‘Gee, youdon’t
seem to be buddy-buddy with Dylan any-
more.’ And he said, ‘Well, he’s got new
buddies and I'm not into what they’re
doing.””

What Dylan’s new friends were into
was computer games.

They played for hours, sometimes
together, sometimes at their own houses,
connected by modems, technology and a
fascination with games where warriors
mowed down enemies with pipe bombs
and fire power, where victims never cried
and their families never suffered.

They shared a wild, dark and disdainful
intelligence.

They made fun of teachers and students
behind their backs and even to their faces,
especially those who were computer
illiterate. They rolled their eyes at class-
mates’ stupid questions.

When Brooks had to write an essay
about his childhood, he didn’t choose Dis-
neyland or camping. He wrote about read-
ing Atlas Shrugged by philosopher-novelist
Ayn Rand because he considered it “life
altering.”

. When Dylan wanted to put a nasty note
in someone’s locker, he hacked into the
school’s computer system to learn the
combination.

Yet for all their smarts, they were too
laz“y, too uninterested, to make the honor
roll.

None pursued sports either, though
they were tall enough for a starting lineup
that would've made any high school coach
proud.
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* Brooks grew to he g feet5; N
4and Dylan, 6 feet 3, Two otﬁerzﬁér?dfse %
1Senhut and Chris Mopr: ‘
3 2, respectivel
Y.
TIC Was the shortest of th
barsetl}lrlt%pped Sfeet 8. S

SUll, by all accounts, Eric and Dyl

enjoyed their first year at Co]umbi)ng.n
_And, at 14, they still fit in, at least from a
stance,

“That’s back when they were just like
everyquy else,” classmate Katie Rut-
ledge said. “They dressed normal, I'd
even say preppy.”

Alook ‘like he could kill'

The unraveling began in their sopho-
more year.

Whether they had problems at home
isn't known. Their families aren’t talking.

But Eric, especially, felt mistreated at
school by a small group of jocks, and
ignored by teachers and administrators he
believed looked the other way.

Eric and Dylan gravitated toward a
small circle of students united by their dif-
ferences. Combat boots and thrift-store
grunge adrift in an Abercrombie & Fitch
sea. This angry, rebellious group would
become known as the Trench Coat Mafia.

_Even then, Dylan and Eric were on the

fringes of the outcast clique.

Classmate Kevin Hofstra said he’s sure
Ericand Dylan could have fit in with other
groups, perhaps the super-academic kids.

“Both didn’t have a whole lot of friends,
but people liked them,” he said.

Eric’s anger began to emerge. He even
turned it against his friends.

Classmate Ryan Whisenhut could never
figure out why Eric liked him when they
were freshmen, then wouldn't talk to him
when sophomore year started.

“He just sort of changed,” Ryan said.
“He wouldn’t say why. He would just sort
of give you this look like he could kill
you.”

It was a pattern Eric would repeat. He
hated his friend Brooks Brown for a while.
He argued with Nate Dykeman over a girl.
And he had a falling out with classmate
Zack Heckler, who thought Eric’s pranks
were getting out of hand.

“You had to follow him (Eric) or get
away from him,” Zack’s mother, Veronica
Heckler, would later tell her pastor.

But Eric had one friend he never turned
on: Dylan. p

Dylan, the consummate follower. Dylan,
who had 2 much broader circle of friends,
but who remained loyal to Eric. ;

“Dylan,” Ryan said, “was the least vio-
lent person I've ever known.”

The silent theater soundman

Dylan rebelled in quieter, more artistic
ways.

!y:le was always the boy in the control
booth.

Early in his sophomore year Dylan
joined a quirky, nonconformist crowd that
chose theater to express themselves,

“The people that were in the plays, he
didn’t mind hanging around,” said Sam
Granillo, a senior this fall. “They were in
these plays because they had open rnmds,
and most people in my school don’t.

Theater required commitment. Dylan
ezsily spent a dozen hours 2 week in
rehearsal. All after school, all on his own
um}; found his role behind u;g spotlight,

ding long nights hunkered ina
f:’r):nmped room at the back of the school
auditorium. He usually ran sound, a job
that appealed to his love of anything tech-

Cl;n's Logan, who was active in theater,
ran around with Dylan. Their circle of girls
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Dylan Klehold appears in a video that theater students made last fall for their drama teacher. Dylan handled sound for several

school plays and found a kinship with the theater crowd.

and guys bowled
together and went to
movies.

When Chris threw a ;
Christmas party, Dylan [&
was there. So was -
Chris’ girlfriend,
Robyn Anderson.
Already she and Dylan
had developed a bond.

But a melancholy
side of Dylan began to
appear.

Sarah Slater saw the
sadness. She handled
the spotlight in the-
ater, working side-by-

side with Dylan.

* “Iliked him,” she
said. “He was really
shy, althoughhe
wasn’t all that shy with
me.”

Too busy to talk during rehearsal or the
shows, they spent hours communicating
by e-mail when they got home at night.

“We talked about a lot of stuff, mostly
about alcoholic beverages and how he
hated the school,” Sarah said.

She understood that hatred. With her
baggy pants and spiked jewelry, Sarah
didn’t fit in until she started dressing more
conventionally at the end of her freshman

Sarah Slater

&r' .
4 She worked hard to change her negative
attitude and discovered when she did that
she enjoyed Columbine.

Dylan never did. ; :

“Just when I talked to him, I don’t know,
it was like he would end the conversation
with, ‘(Expletive) the school,” " Sarah’
said. “If ] asked how he was doing, he'd
say, ' wish I didn’t go here’ or ‘I wish I was
somewhere else.’ " ;

Sometimes during their online chats,

o T

Odds and ends litter the area behind Blackjack Pizza,
Klebold worked. On slow nights, the teen employees set off fireworks.

Dylan would say he had been drinking.
Sometimes Sarah could tell by his typing
mistakes. Sometimes he would invite her
to go out drinking.

But Nate Dykeman doesn’t remember
Dylan — or Eric — drinking a lot. He
wonders whether Dylan was just trying to
impress Sarah, trying to come across as a
party animal, trying to make her think he
was living up to his nickname, VoDKA.

Sarah lost touch with Dylan after she
dropped out of theater. But Dylan contin-
ued, handling the sound for Go Ask Alice as
ajunior and Frankenstein as a senior.

Last fall, theater students made a video
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where Eric Harris and Dylan

for their beloved drama teacher, Sue Car-
ruthers. Mrs. C, they called her.

Dylan was in the video. His brown hair
had grown out below his ears. He looked
shy, even though Brooks Brown, his friend
for 12 years, was behind the camera.

Pepperoni and homemade bombs

 Ericliked pepperoni and green pepper
pizza. That's all he would eat during his
shifts at Blackjack Pizza. While other
employees heaped on a smorgasbord of
toppings, Eric didn’t budge from his

Ericand Dylan started at Blackjack in
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the springof their
sophomore year, cook-
INg Pizzas for $5.15 an
hour. Their buddy
Chtis Morris, who was
1n the Trench Coat

afia, already worked
atthe Strip-mall pizze-
12 off Pierce Street
South of Columbine.
Chris had urged them
to apply, saying it
would be fun.

It was a blast.

There were flour
fights in the kitchen
and fireworks in the
parking lot.

5 Two co-workers,
Kim Carlin and Sara
Arbogast, were in the
Same grade as Ericand
Dylan.

Sara: “Eric was nice
and talkative and funny
and just a cool guy. He
never expressed any
hate toward anything, i
justthe noKnal teen- :
age angst. A lot of peo- ¢
glisa%r lihe)_' don’t gﬁe ﬁg
tim:?'. said it all the Kim Carlin

Kim: “Dylan and me never got heart-to-
heartlike me and Eric would. Igdon‘t think
Dylan fit into us very well. He was too
quiet.'We would get into massive food
fights or water fights. He wasn’t into play-
g with us. If you would ask him some-
thing embarrassing he’d turn red and give
you this little grin.”

On slow nights, the crew would sit
behind the building and set off firecrackers
or homemade explosives.

“We used to make dry-ice balls behind
the store,” Kim said. “You put dry ice and
hot water in a 2-liter bottle. It just shoots
up. We stole a cone one time when they
did road construction in the parking lot.
We would see how high we could shoot
the cone.”

One night Dylan brought a pipe bomb to
work. The manager wrote him up and told
him to never do that again.

Shortly afterward, Dylan quit Black-
jack. Eric stayed.

Kim and Sara grew closer to Eric. He
complained that some jocks were bullying
him.

Sara never witnessed any taunting, but
she did see classmates give Eric weird
looks. She thought it was because of how
he dressed. The boy who wore khaki
when he started at Blackjack now draped
himself in black cargo pants and black T-
shirts, just like his friend Chris Morris.

But Eric drew the line at wearing a
beret like Chris, opting for a baseball cap
worn backward.

Kim and Sara couldn’t understand why
their classmates didn’t like Eric. :

“No one ever gave him a chance,” Kim
szid. “People always looked at me because
1 would go over and hug him in the morn-

lngSaura would tease him about a co-worker
he briefly dated. He would call Sara
“Ohzay BooBoo,” a phrase he picked up
from the movie Ace Ventura, Pet Deteclive.

When Eric got his senior pictures taken
and whined about how “stupid” he looked,
Kim and Sara cooed about how cute he
was and helped him choose prints.

When Eric carped that girls wouldn't
have anything to do with him, Kim and
Sara invited him to hang out with them.
Sometimes he went bowling, but many
times he refused, telling them he thought

he wouldn’t fit in, ;
Eric did join Kim and Sara and their
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Wayne and Kathy Harris bought their two-story house on a qu
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jet cul de sac straight south of Columbine High in May 1996. When

police searched Eric’s bedroom on April 20, they found homb-making materials and a diary ouﬂinipg his plot to blow up the school.

friends homecoming night of their junior
year. They had skipped the school dance
for dinner at the Old Spaghetti Factory in
downtown Denver. When they arrived to
pick up Eric, they had to wait 10 minutes
until his mother got home.

“He didn’t want to leave without her
knowing where he was,” Kim said. “He
didn’t want her to worry.”

Military gypsies settle down

As teen-agers, Eric's parents traveled
some of the same streets he later did.

Before Wayne Nelson Harris was a dec-
orated Air Force pilot, he was a local boy.

Englewood High School, Class of 1966.
Quiet and smart, according to former
classmates.

Wayne’s late father, Walter, worked as a
valet at the Brown Palace Hotel. His
mother, Thelma, stayed home with Wayne
and his older sister, Sandra.

Wayne Harris met Katherine Ann Pool
in the days of buzz cuts and beehives, She
was a Colorado native, too. George Wash-
ington High School, Class of 1967.

Her father, Richard Pool, was retired
military, and ran a hardware store on Holly
Street in southeast Denver. The Pools still
live in the house where Kathy and her two
sisters grew up.

Wayne and Kathy had a church wedding
at First Presbyterian in Englewood on
April 17, 1970.

Three years later, Wayne joined the Air
Force and it was off to Oklahoma for pilot
training.

Harris and his young wife crisscrossed
the country — Washington, Kansas, Ohio,
Their first child, Kevin, was born in 1978
in Washington. Eric David came along
three years later while the family was sta-
tioned in Wichita, Kan.

At his 20-year high school reunion,
Wayne Harris wrote that his goal was to
“raise two good sons,” The highlight of

his life, according to the
reunion questionnaire,
had been the births of
his boys.

Kathy Harris stayed
home when Kevin and
Eric were young, busy-
ing herself with mili-
tary-wives luncheons,
volunteer projects and
school functions.

Former friends in
military towns describe
Eric as a good kid.
Smart. And cute,
always cute.

By the time Wayne
Harris retired from the
Air Force, he'd risen to
the rank of major and
tackled some presti-
gious assignments as a
test pilot and flight instructor. He earned a
Meritorious Service Medal for his work on
B-1 bombers. 3

Then, like many military bases in the
early 1990s, Plattsburgh Air Force Base in
New York closed.

In 1993, after 20 years of military life,
Wayne and Kathy returned to Colorado.

Wayne got a job at Flight Safety Ser-
vices, an Englewood company that makes
military flight simulators. Eric’s friends
said his dad worked a lot. Kathy was hired
by Everything Goes, an Englewood caterer.

At first, the Harrises rented. Then in
May 1996, just as Eric ended his freshman
year, they paid $180,000 for a house a few
blocks away, the place they finally planned

c, age 12

to call home for many years. Two stories, +
brick, blue-gray trim, it sits on a cul de sac e
off Pierce Street, straight south of A'E‘-",Z‘;,,"g ”

Columbine,

Wayne and Kathy drilled the value of
homework and hard work into the boys.
Kevin Hofstra, who hung around Eric
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mostivAr) idle 0}, $aid Eric and his
brother Kevin aiways had to do homework
before thev couid goof off.

Sports were 1, 100. Sunday afternoon
football on TV, Wayne coaching Kevin's
rec‘-leggue basketball team,

“His parents were always 100 percent
awesome to me,” said Derek Holliday, a
1996_ Columbine graduate who is close to
Kevin. “The Harrises are great parents,”

The familv pet, a tiny dog named
Sparky, suffered seizures. Eric sometimes
took off work when Sparky got sick.

! c.l;m;nf =
“Enic loved that dog,” Nate irk olumbine

! said. 5 2 m High School

| At some point in high school, Eric’s par- > :U;

1 ents realized their son had problems more : 2 B Forme

{ serious than they alone could fix. They / 8 & Former Klebold
é took him to « psychiatrist, who prescribed : 2 o Tesidence

: Luvox, an anti-depressant used to treat LW Coal:-Mirie Ave. ' &=
obsessive-compulsive disorder. H

Enic’s bedroom was in the basement.
1 His shelves were lined with boxes of old
i firecrackers and a collection of miniature
s cars. A poster of one of his favorite musi-
cal groups, KMFDM, was taped to the
ceiling

5 He also liked Rammstein, 2 German
H band. Enc, who studied German, would
i’ play the group « *Ds at Blackjack and

£ translate for s« o-workers.

KMFDM and Rammstein feature music
with brooding and violent lyrics that Eric
often copied and sent out to friends
througn the internet.

Nate didn | wisit Eric’s house as much
as he did Dvian . No one did. It wasn’t as
much fun.

“Enc would sust get on his computer,”
Nate said.

Most of Enc s friends outgrew their fas-
: cination with violent computer games.
] 3 Eric never dia

s R

Joe Mahoney/News Staff Photographer
Houses line the hillside of a typical Columbine
setting, near the intersection of West Ken Caryl
Avenue and Wadsworth Boulevard.

Manes

His nickname. Reb, was inspired by a N
character in one of his favorite computer 3
games, Doom. where the goal is to score
high body counts.
One of the zame’s slogans: “DOOM —
where the sanest place is behind a trig-
Rebels in $100 coats
Enc and Dvian seemed to relish their
roles as outsiders. = Vs e
~ “The impression I always got
ﬁmnwasdleyldndofwantedtobeou[:- 440.#7414[74/
m”laiil_hr?l?erguson,aseniorthxs gamemasters, Trene : 0o l
?;y “llt'ts':-];i ; hn:; theywtitge la,be]ed that Th.e Trench Coat We are Josh, Joe, Chris, Horst, Chuck, Briar, Panline, 71147-
5 “ 2 ” re
d e iy Tic et Prsicn, it pins Tk Als, Oor. \Dho saze
mm:ﬂh&{lﬂg%ﬂ@oﬂ&hﬁ most innocentvhaay. S Aifferents Trsavity’s henlthy!
school. Students sai we block Tad Boles, who - S s
hallways and rake underclassmen take uated last May, Wag?ile Remember rocking parties at |
thelong way o ciass. Even Kevin Hofstra, first to don a so-called N AKlristen’s, foos-ball at Joc's,
thmm‘he P i uelrxllcfl;gtoa’lt‘éd’s mother, e And fencing At
. 3 3 ’ - Z him two of the !ong % 3
DyhnEnc R et Zf;,"ml;agﬁgl’:;gfgﬁ clianist?nas his fresh- Christopher’s! Stay alive,
Some of the jocks and their friends man : 3 ¢, stay crazy!
pushed Enc into iockers. They called him Shiegmd the coats on sale at Miller stay Aifferent, stay crazy
“faggor. " They threw Coke cans at him Stockman at Southwest Plaza for $99, and Oh, and stay away from
from their cars, bought one. Three days later, when it was 25411
“They wouldn 1 pick on Dylan because ~ time to wrap the coat, she couldn’t ﬁng llt- CREAMSODA!
he was 1all and lanky. Dylan was a pretty “All Iwu}r?blhilr:k of i1 n?? }mg‘,’l is Love Alovays,
Bukmgpjy, left the hatchback open on I he said, ick
. Patnich McDuffee said. “They picked d somebody took it,” ” she The Chicks
Enc. o B mrsin shseog;em azother $104.79.

: : he fol-
Jessica Hugnes, 2 1999 graduate When she was cleaning closets t
defined Columibine this G

lowing May she found the original duster. A picture of the Trench Coat Mafia appears in the 1998 Columbine yearbook. Dylan

_ .

sticks and the high stcks togeth-
, and igh makes fun of
';:r»:'uuddmm” o

d forgotten he hid it there.
Heﬁ;‘ magglg,am'g fn’en@s were we}z‘mdng
the coats, too, And kids at Col umbmeMaﬁ
started a'nlling them the Trench Coat Mahia
— aname the group proudly adopted. :
Eric and Dylan were not even ofﬁcllf: g

members, They were just friends of cad ;
Trench Coaters Joe Stair, who graduated in

Kiebold and Eric Harris are not in the photo, but they were friends with the group.

system. yoH." #5 3
They refused to move out of the paths 3 “{? didn’t actually tell them that,” Joe

of jocks and their friends in the hallsand ~ said. “We showed them.

lunch lines. Among themselves, there was a lot of
Their message to the locker-room elite:  grumbling and wild fantasies about blow-

most these 1 i8, “Unless you do something to gain our ng up Columbine.
a:t); %&%mg‘m % ‘%’#fﬁﬁ“g&'&?ﬂiﬁﬁm social  respect, we're not going to bow down to No big deal.
s s SR 2 o
S L Y Al
St & " , W o W Wy L
O .
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“Eighty percent of people talk about
owmuch they hate school, or ‘'m gonna
¢ that person, Joe said. “But we were
I Serious.
"eg',ﬁs Morris was vocal in his
Columbine hate. Even students who didn't
know much about the Trench Coat Mafia
ew Chris Moris.

Chris disliked many people. But he
Jjiked Eric and Dylan,

Chis’ personality influenced others,

jcularly Eric, according to some

Columbine students.

He was a nice guy, all bluff and no vie.-
Jence, his friends said.

“One time Chris was going to get into 3
fight and [ embarrassed him by saying,
‘Come on, honey, goto class,’ " said Kim
Carlin, who worked with Chris at Black-
1ack.

{  Thewaysome Trench Coaters see it,

Chris was a positive influence on Dylan
and Eric.

““He just got them to start sticking up
for themselves,” said Cory Friesen, 2
1997 Columbine graduate and Chris’ cyr-
rentroommate. Repeated attempts to

with Chris were unsuccessful.

The 1998 Columbine yearbook features
apicture of the Trench Coat Mafia, with
the iscription, “Who says we're different.

 Insanity’s healthy!” Dylan and Eric are

. potinthe picture.

;  Therewasno picture in the 1999 year-
“book. The Trench Coat Mafia had lost
“momentum.

* But Eric and Dylan only needed each
other to get into trouble.

Pathetic pair of thieves

l Ericand Dylan bumbled, rather patheti-
cally, as thieves their junior year.
~ Jan. 30, 1998. Parked in a gravel lot near
Chatfield Reservoir listening to a new CD

i

!

L

_ i Eric’s gray Honda Prelude. Bored 16-
~ year-olds. Setting off a few fireworks,
- breaking some bottles. Still bored.
Eric and Dylan told police different ver-
 sions of what happened next.

ey “Dylan suggested we should steal some
«  oithe objects in the white van. At first I
;5 very uncomfortable and questioning
h the thought,” Eric wrote on a police

From Dylan: “Almost at the same time,
‘we both got the idea of breaking into this
White van.”

They hauled a briefcase, electrical gear
and sunglasses out of the van, then took

wffin Eric’s car. They parked off Deer

LCreek Canyon Road to check out the loot.

AlJefferson County sheriff’s deputy
nted them minutes after the crime.

Both insisted they found the property

‘stacked by the roadside. Yeah, right,
the deputy. They were arrested,
Charged with theft, criminal mischiefand

Criminal trespassing and released to their

- Bone-too-happy parents. :

~_ Enicfinally confided to one of his Black-

Jack co-workers why he was grounded.

- “Hesaid, ‘] wish I hadn’t done t,’ ” Sara
. Arbogast said, “He said their parents were
Tedlly mad at them and they weren't

allowed to hang out together for a while

ofit.”

was so ashamed he didn’t even
/ , who found out about it

na

said, ‘Is this the reason you can’t go
.andhe got all red and told me he
twant to talk about it,” Nate said.
Two months after their arrest, Dylan
Eric appeared before Jefferson County
trate John DeVita,
s kewefe%yefai; bled, Eri
crisply, ‘mumbled, Eric
ti:emge he made As and Bs, Dylan
lhe wasa C student, which got him a
lecture from the judge.
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Joe Mahoney/News Staff Photographer
Columbine parent Judy Brown and one of her son’s friends, Ryan Whisenhut, pick flowers for the grave of slain student Rachel ¥
Scott. Brown warned the Jefferson CountySheriff’s Department a year hefore the shootings that Eric Harris was violent. 2
about it in a Web site filled with his viper-
ous writings.
Jefferson Raging through cyberspace

“I bet you're an A student if you put
your brain power to paperwork.

“I don’t know, sir,” Dylan said. The rest
of his response was unintelligible.

“When the hell you going to find qut?
You got one year of school left,” the judge
barked, “ When you going to get with the
program?” ‘

More hangdog mumbling from Dylan,

Both boys insisted this was their first
crime. Their fathers backed them up.

Tom Klebold told the judge: “This has
been a rather traumatic experience, a_nd 1
think it’s probably good, a good experi-
ence, that they got caught the first time.

County
Magistrate

| John DeVita

| lectured Eric
Harris and
Dylan Klebold
in March
1998 for
breaking into
avan, but let
them off
without jail
time.

Joe Mahoney

News Staff
Photographer

To which DeVita responded, “He'd tell
you if there were any more?”

“Yes, he would actually,” Klebold said.

DeVita sent Dylan and Eric to a diver-
sion program, a mix of community service
and counseling.

When DeVita chose the sentence, he
had noidea that Jefferson County detec-
tives had just received information about
other criminal activities by Eric and Dy-
lan. No one had bothered to forward him
the report.

They were sneaking out at night and
setting off homemade bombs. The detec-
tives knew this because Eric bragged

Randy and Judy Brown, parents of
Brooks Brown, turned over 12 Ppages of
Eric’s violent cyberspace rantings to
detectives in March 1998, days before the
court hearing.

“You all better hide in your (expletive)
houses because I'm coming for EVERY-
ONE soon, and i WILL be armed to the 4]
(expletive) teeth and i WILL shoot to kill
and i WILL (expletive) KILL EVERY-
THINQ!" Eric had written.

“Noiam not crazy, crazy is just a word
to me.”

But Judy Brown thought he was crazy.
She had become suspicious of Eric months
earlier.

Eric had blamed Brooks for vandalizing
aclassmate’s house. Someone had toilet-
papered a tree, set a bush on fire and glued
the locks.

But Judy knew her son had been home
that night. Brooks, once again, had been
grounded, this time for breaking curfew.

Judy and Randy Brown are the kind of
parents who know a lot about their kids’
lives. Judy is a stay-at-home mom who
usually is gone only on Tuesday after-
noons for watercolor lessons. Randyisa
golf pro turned real estate agent whose
flexible hours allow him to zip in and out.

They have two sons: Brooks, who grad-
uated in May, and Aaron, a junior.

Much to the dismay of the boys’ friends,
Brooks and Aaron often told their bubbly
mom all. What they didn’t tell her, she
managed to find out. When they lied, ther
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us‘llxany were caught,
udy talked to the homeo
meowner who:
l&ouse_ had been vandalized and she ca?li:d
fé)\%;‘es c:imd told them Eric was responsi-
~ Lhe deputies said they w <
Eng \Bren ey would talk to
TiC Was furious. One day as Brook
\gzs dngng }2 the bus stop near his 4
ouse, Eric threw a chunk of i N
his windshield. S
Brooks told his mother, who immedi-
ately drove to the bus stop and confronted
Enic. She got his backpack and told him
she was going to talk to his mother.
He grabbed onto her car, screaming, his
face turning red. He reminded her of an
amrl?al attacking a vehicle at a wild-animal

Kathy Harris was in her driveway when
Judy Brown pulled up. Judy can still recall
the p]qxd flannel shirt she was wearing.

Kathy’s eyes teared up when Judy de-
scribed Eric’s behavior.

Later that day, Brooks talked to Kathy,
too, telling her that Eric had been slipping
out of the house at night, pulling pranks
and setting off fireworks.

Wayne Harris called the Browns.

‘I:{e said his son was afraid of me and
that's why he was hanging on the door
handle,” Judy Brown said. “I said, ‘Your
son’s not afraid. Your son is terrifying.
Your son is violent.” ”

Wayne Harris drove Eric to the Browns
to gpologize. He waited in the car while
Eric went inside.

_ “He went through this whole spiel, how
it was all in fun,” Judy Brown said. “I said,
‘Eric Harris, you can pull the wool over
your dad’s eyes, but you're not going to
pull the wool over my eyes.’”

She told Eric if she ever saw him near
her house again she would call the sheriff.

 “Isaid, ‘Stay away from my kids.’ I just
had a feeling about him at this point.”

Judy and Randy Brown thought the
problem had ended.

Then in March 1998, Brooks came
home from Columbine one day. He said a
friend had tipped him about a Web site
Eric had created.

“He said, ‘I can’t tell you who it is,
Mom, because he’s afraid that Eric Harris
will harm him,’ ” Judy Brown said.

The friend: Dylan Klebold.

What the Browns read on the Web page
terrified them. Eric threatened to kill
Brooks, but their son wasn’t his only tar-
get. Eric said that meteorologists who
make wrong predictions should be stabbed
with broken baseball bats. He wanted to
take a shotgun to anyone who blocked his
path in hallways.

“] am the law, if you don’t like it, you
die. If I don’t like you or I don’t like what
you want me to do, you die., God I can’t
wait till I can kill you people.”

Eric bragged how he and “VoDkA” man-
aged to sneak out of his house one night
and set off a pipe bomb they had named
“Pazzie” — Italian for madness.

Eric said he and Dylan had built four
other pipe bombs, “the first true pipe
bombs created entirely from scratch by
the rebels (REB and VoDKA).” ;

“Now our only problem,” Eric contin-
ued, “is to find the place that will be
‘ground zero."”’

The Browns gave Eric and Dylan’s
home addresses and phone numbers toa

detective, But the detective never
returned their phone calls after that.
& Browns didn’t know what to do.
rooks told his parents to relax, Eric
was a keyboard kind of gough guy. But
brother Aaron was terrified. He slept with
bat by his bed.
% Ranfiy and Judy had one comfort: Dylan.
Dylan was one of the sweetest kids

they knew. They figured Dylan would
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Dylan Kiebold, left, and Brooks Brown
clown around as Cub Scouts in 1989.

never let Eric get really violent.

The Browns thought about telling Tom
and Sue Klebold about Eric’s Web site but
decided to let the detective handle it,
never dreaming it wouldn’t get done.

“Sue was the kind of mother who, if
there was a problem when the boys were
playing when they were little, she would
say, ‘Is it one of my kids?’ Because if it
was, she would take care of it,” Judy
Brown said.

“We knew that when she found out
what Dylan and Eric were up to, that
would be the end of it.”

A family that banned toy guns

Sue and Tom Klebold grew up in Ohio,
but their childhoods were hardly similar.

Sue knew privilege, Tom knew tragedy.

Susan Frances Yassenoff lived in the
well-to-do suburb of Bexley outside
Columbus.

The name Yassenoff means something
in Columbus. Her grandfather, Leo

Yassenoff, was a prominent developer and

philanthropist who left his $13 million
estate to charity. The Jewish community
center in Columbus is named after him.

Sue’s father, Milton, was Jewish; her
mother, Charlene, was not. Sue attended
Temple Israel, said Solly Yassenoff, a dis-
tant cousin.

After high school, Sue studied art and
math at Ohio State University.

Thomas Ernest Klebold was born in the
Toledo area, His mother died when he was
6, his father when he was 12. His half
brother, Donald, who was 18 years older,
raised him.

Tom attended a small college in Spring-
field, Ohio, for two years before transfer-
ring to Ohio State, where he majored in
sculpting and fell in love with another art
student.

Tom and Sue were married in 1971,
Tom was the thinker, the more reserved
partner, Sue was artsy and extroverted
and sensitive,

The Klebolds moved to Milwaukee
where Tom got a graduate degree in geo-
physics from Marquette University. The
oil-and-gas industry took them to Okla-
homa City in the mid-1970s, and then to
Colorado. :

Their eldest son, Byron, was born in
1978. Dylan Bennet was born three years
later, on Sept. 9, 1981, in Lakewood.

The Klebolds’ home nestles between rock outcroppings in scenic
Deer Creek Canyon. The family moved there in 1989.

Sunday, August 22, 1999 :‘.
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In the early 1980s, the Klebolds moved
from Lakewood to a neighborhood just
southeast of Columbine. They became
ﬂtn‘cnds with neighbors Randy and

i DeHoff, who lived across the belt-

n%.eir kids were the same age. Vicki and
Sue spent summers by the pool, talking as
their children splashed away. When the
DeHoffs had two more children, Sue Kle-
bold passed on toys that Dylan had out-

“You know how sometimes couples
dick?” Randy DeHoff said. “We just did.
We had discussions on almost anything
and everything.”

Which was interesting, because the
families diverged philosophically. The
DeHoffs were evangelical Chnistians. The
Klebolds searched for a spiritual niche.
‘The DeHoffs voted conservative. The
Klebolds considered themselves liberal.
~~*Their kids weren't even allowed toy
guns when they were growing up,” Randy
PeHoff said.

. “Dyiandid not learn hate in that home.”

*Sue and Vicki eventually worked
together at Arapahoe Community College.
Sue’s job was to make sure disabled stu-

ts had access. She moved on to the
%ﬁ:ﬂ&iﬁmﬁm the state consortium of
ity colleges.
i Tom, predicting the downturn in the oil-

; business, began looking for anoth-
er career. He started a mortgage-manage-
ment business. One of the rental

ies he and Sue own 1s in Denver —
on Columbine Street.

In 1989, Tom and Sue paid $250,000 for
astunmng 3,528-square-foot home tucked

" between two red rock outcroppings on

. Road in Deer Creek Canyon.

- Alkid's playground, it had a swimming
pool, tennis court and basketball court.
But Dylan, sensitive like his mother, wor-

- ried the cougars would eat his cats, Lucy

and Rocky. )

Dylan's friends loved to visit because
there was so much to do and his parents
were cool.

“His parents were so nice to me,” Nate

said. “Either they’d get dough-
nuts for me or they'd be making crepes or
omelets.”

The Klebolds had to have a lot of food
for Dylan, whose appetite was legendary.
He ate breakfast cereal from a metal mix-
ing bowl. And it was nothing for him to eat
abucket of Kentucky Fried Chicken by
himself.

His older brother, Byron, went to a pri-
vate high school before transferring to
Columbine when he was a senior and

- graduating in 1997.

When Byron moved into an apartment
in 1998, Dylan inherited his bedroom. He
repainted the room, two black facing walls

;. and two white facing walls with red shut-

{ tersonthe windows. He stocked a minia-

» ture refrigerator that had been a 17th

;. birthday gift from his family with candy

bars and Dr Pepper.

lan hung posters of Roger Clemens

and Lou Gehrig on the walls, along with

music groups and models. One poster
how to make cocktails.
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“And there was your typical teen-age
pile of dirty laundry,” Nate said.

orfive years ago, the family
attended St. Philip Lutheran Church in
efferson County.

The pastor, Don Marxhausen, is not
Your traditional man of the cloth. A tough-
h!]qng New Yorker, he spent much of his
ministry working with ghetto drug

;, addicts. He says one of his goals is to be

' wy unacceptable, He swears on occa-

¥ Marxhausen said the Klebolds were
. looking for a sense of community; but Tom

e R S
[
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Pastor Don Marxhausen stands in his
church, St. Philip Lutheran, which the
Kleholds once attended.

had “a bunch of issues” with organized
religion and the family quit coming after
about six months.

Marxhausen didn't push them. He
understood the family’s spiritual strug-

les.
¥ “You're talking about a Jewish and
Christian background,” he said,

The family celebrated both Hanukkah
and Christmas,

Tom and Sue imposed strict limits on
how much money they spent on their kids,
friend Judy Brown said.

“These kids were not spoiled,” she
said. “Tom and Sue wanted them to know
the value of money and work.”

One Chnistmas, Sue fretted because
Dylan wanted a collectible baseball card
that cost as much as she had planned to
spend on all his gifts. She worried about
only having one gift under the tree. But
that’s what Dylan wanted, and that's all he
got.

Dylan drove an older BMW. It was
already so beat up that when a classmate
bumped into it with her car he told her it
was no big deal.

As a senior, Dylan was out of class by 1
p.m. He often came straight home and
spent time with his dad, who worked out
of the house.

Tom treasured that time. He thought he
and Dylan had grown extremely close.

Kill, kill, kill. Kein mitleid!

Eric’s Web site disappeared days after
his and Dylan’s court hearing. He began
putting down his thoughts in a journal, a
mixture of typed pages and handwritten
entries, a trail of a year-long plan to blow
up Columbine on Adolf Hitler's birthday.
April 20, 1999,

But his and Dylan’s rage, concealed so
well from their parents, was not entirely
hidden. It showed up in Nate Dykeman'’s
junior yearbook.

Their coded messages were an odd,
adolescent mix of exclamation marks, jabs
at vapid pop stars, video-game boasts.

Eric wrote: "I hate everything unless [
say otherwise, hey don’t follow your
dreams or your goals or any of that (exple-
tive), follow your (expletive) animal
instincts, if it moves kill it, it it doesn’t,
burn it. kein mitleid !!!"”

The last phrase is German for no mercy.

Dylan, in Nate's yearbook, had especial-
ly unkind words for musicians he didn’t
like:

kill jiggy

Fkill puffy

kill hanson

kill RICHARD MARX!!!

That summer, just before his senior
year, Eric got a second job. Besides cook-
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Brenda Parker, 24, keeps pictures of Eric Harris in her computer. He taught her how to use the Internet during their brief fling.

ing at Blackjack, he worked alongside
Nate Dykeman at Tortilla Wraps. Eric
wanted extra money to help pay for a new
computer.

Again, Eric’s employer raved.

“He was a real nice kid,” said David
Cave, who hired Eric. “He would come in
every day with nice T-shirts, khaki shorts,
sandals. He was kind of quiet but every-
one got along with him.”

Enc provided two references when he
applied.

One was Columbine English teacher
Jason Webb, one of his favorite teachers.

"“He loved Mr. Webb,” classmate Jeni
LaPlante said. “He even gave Mr. Webb a
Christmas present.”

Eric’s other reference: Sue Klebold.

Girls and guns

They may have shared a hatred, but
Eric and Dylan parted ways on a crucial
part of high school life: girls.

Dylan rarely dated.

“He liked girls, you know, but he would
never approach them because he was too
shy or was waiting for them to approach
him,” said Sarah Slater, his friend from
theater.

Nate Dykeman has another opinion on
why Dylan didn’t date.

_“Dylan wanted to wait,” he said. “He
didn’t want to get into anything in high
school.”

Robyn Anderson had a crush on Dylan
and they went out a couple of times, but
Dylan never considered her a girlfriend.

Pals since ninth grade, both studied
German. Both were a bit nervous around
the opposite sex. But Dylan was always
polite. He treated her with respect.

_ Ericasked a number of girls out, includ-
ing a girl both he and Nate liked. The girl
chose Nate, which made Eric so mad he
didn't talk to his friend for a while.

Many girls told Eric no.

Brenda Parker said yes.

They had met at Southwest Plaza in late
January 1998, his junior year, when Bren-
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da and her girlfriends were cer-
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taina group of guys was follow-
mg“them.
Dylan was really tall so you
can t miss him,” Brenda said.
She confronted the boys. They
© ended up talking about what they
+ Were going to do that night.
g Cruising in her 1996 Mustang,
~ DBrendasaid.
lThat night Eric drove to West-
minster, where Brenda lived.
Brenda would turn 23 in three
weeks. Eric was 16,
Only she didn’t know that,
When he talked about school,
she didn’t know he meant
Columbine. She thought he
meant a community college.
“He acted a lot older,” she
© said. “And I'm immature.”
j They bowled. They cruised.
They went to Bandimere Speed-

way.
She thought he was nice. He
bought her Mountain Dews — “
didn’t even have to ask.” And he
i told her she was pretty.

A Eric taught Brenda how to
download Doom and other com-
puter games, and how to use the
Internet.

Eric liked to visit her
Westminster apartment because
3 she lived alone. Sometimes
8 Dylan came along, but he rarely
5 said a word. One night Dylan
- made Brenda laugh when he
§ slipped out of his shell and lip
§ synched to a Beastie Boys song
f on television.
Brenda visited Littleton a cou-
ple of times. She watched as Eric
and Dylan shot crickets with a
BB gun in Eric’s basement.
g Once Eric called her late and
.~ whispered for her to come get
him, that he was going to sneak
out of the house. Then they
drove to Dylan’s house and wait-
ed for him. About an hour later,
Dylan’s tall figure appeared out of
the dark.

The trio drove to the mountains and
drank. They decided to spend the night in
her Mustang because they were worried
about drinking and driving.
“Eric was a little tipsy and we went fora
walk and it was really dark. He was hold-
ing on to me and he tripped and he took
me with him,” Brenda said.
She described their brief relationship as
a “friendship but more than a friendship.”
One of the reasons it ended was because
Eric was grounded and couldn’t get away
to see her much.
Brenda thinks the last time she saw
Eric was about five months before the
shootings. They met at the Macaroni Grill
in Westminster.
“He seemed like he was really bummed
out. At first I thought it was because we
were broken up. He kept calling and want-
ing to see me but I didn’t want to becatise I
had a boyfriend at the time,” she said. “He
just said he was bummed out. ] asked
about what and he wouldn’t tell”
What Brenda didn’t know is that Eric
and Dylan had been shopping for guns
with Robyn. )

In December, they picked up three guns
— 2 Hi Point 9mm carbine rifle and two
shotguns — at a gun show. ;
% A Gilpin County man named J.D, “Jim-
©  mie” Tanner has them monthly at the
' Denver Merchandise Mart on East 58th
¢ Avenue.

Robyn already had turned 18, angelgylan
and Exic apparently thought they needed
her along, Actually, at 17, either of them
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Eric Harris sent these and other drawings to his friends through the Internet.

could have bought the guns from an unli-
censed dealer at the Tanner show.

Robyn has said she figured Dylan and
Eric wanted the guns for hunting, or
maybe they were collectors. She wasn’t
stre. To her, these were just cool guys she
had fun with.

They gave her cash. She showed the
seller her driver’s license. They got their

guns.

About a month later, Eric and Dylan
went to another Tanner show. They met
up with one of their Blackjack buddies,
Philip Duran, and his friend, Mark Manes.

Philip knew Eric and Dylan were scout-
ing another gun. He put them in touch
with Mark, who owned a TEC-DC9 semi-
automatic pistol. The foursome discussed
the sale at the January gun show, and
Dylan and Eric later paid Mark $500 for
the gun, according to court records.

In early 1999, Brenda came home to
find three messages from Eric on her
answering machine. He kept calling back
because her machine cut him off.

““He said, ‘I'm sorry I lied to you.
There’s something we need to talk about.
I'm 17.T'll be 18 in three months.’ ”

And then he told her it would be great if
she wanted more in their relationship.

But it was something else he said that
prompted Brenda to call right away.

He had left some Rammstein CDs at
her house, He told her sh'g could have
them because he wouldn’t be needing
them anymore, y

She w)::nted to see if he was all right,

. Sunday, August 22, 1999
S RSN ey L 3 S

mostly for Dylan’s sake. That way,
Eric could go along if Brooks inviteq
Dylan for a smoke. Dylan wouldn't
feel torn between his two friends.

Brooks shook up his family one
night when he announced at the din-
ner table that he and Eric were

And she also wanted to make sure he was
clear about their relationship.
“Itold him I'just wanted to be friends.”

Cerebral subjects for high school

Their senior year, Eric and Dylan went
for some pretty cerebral subjects: psy-
chology, creative writing.

One theme dominated Eric’s home-
work assignments. Guns.

As part of Eric’s government and eco-
nomics class, students marketed a product
and made a video of it.

“His product was the Trench Coat Mafia
Protection Service,” classmate Matt
Cornwell said.

. “Dylan was not in the class, but he was
in the video. If you paid $5 they would beat
someone up for you. If you paid them $ 10,
they would shoot somebody for you.”

}::%():'s video stood out, Matt said.

€re were some pre Cr azy =
ucts. Some people did lﬁtttﬁan For})}'lirr?fle.
Most of them were funny. This wasn’t
funny atall. After it was over, everybody
wal?d hlt(te,, ‘YthD(;g, that was weird, *”
att ang an were in compositi
class, bl:t thb:y only talked oncer.’o e

“That’s because he wore this Soviet pin
on his boot,” Matt said. “One of the lastp
days I was like, ‘'Why do you wear that pin
on your boot?’ And he was like, Just to get
areaction out of people.’ ”

Brooks Brown found himself intwo
classes with Eric in their last semester,

The two hadn’t talked in more thana
year. They decided to patch things yp,
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friends again. Judy Bro
he son n gis]t_}elizf. "nlookedat

“He said, ‘He’s changeq’ »
recalled. “I'said, ‘Stay ang?); fms,:‘f
him. It’s a trick.” "

Brooks didn’t belicve her. I iy
creative writing class, he eyen volun-
teered to read Eric’s essay descrp.
inga childhoodbmemory

Eric wrote about playing wag w:
his brother Kevin, two litt%e bi‘;z\smh
using the forest as their battlefiel
and pine cones as grenades,

“It was real good,” classmate
Domonic Duran said.

Students were asked to describe
themselves as an inanimate object,
Eric chose a shotgun and a shel].

Brooks doubts Eric took the
assignment seriously. Although
some students in the class adored
the teacher, Judy Kelly, they said Eric
clearly felt superior to her.

Dylan also chose violent themes,
and once wrote about a killing.

Kelly was concerned enough
about Eric and Dylan’s papers to talk
to their parents at parent-teacher
conferences in March.

Wayne Harris had justified his
son’s fascination with weapons by
saying he had been in the military
and Eric hoped to join the Marines.

But then there was the dream.

To psychology teacher Tom John-
son, Eric’s dream wasn’t much
weirder than a lot of others that land-
ed on his desk.

It was February. Eric and Dylan
were in the class together fifth peri-
od, after lunch. They would show up
early, sit side-by-side and talk openly
with other kids in the small, friendly
class.

Dream analysis was optional. Stu-
dents would type up a recent dream and
hand it in. No names, no grades.

But the class figured out which one was
Eric’s because it had so many references
to “me and Dylan.”

“It occurred in a mall and the boys were
being put upon by someone, and they
retaliated,” Johnson said.

Guns were involved, and the dream was
somewhat violent. But at the time it
seemed fairly normal in the surrealistic
dream world.

“Whenever there are guns involved,
there’s anger. But it didn’t strike me as
being particularly obsessive or compul-
sive,” Johnson said. “You do 100 dreams a
day and many of them are in the same ilk.”

Johnson had taught Eric freshman gov-
ernment and economics. To him, Eric
wasn't much different his senior year, just
more gothic, longer hair and darker
clothes. Eric was still motivated and wor-
ried about grades. He had a 99 in psychol-
ogy.

Dylan, well, he’d missed a test and
hadn’t made it up. Johnson couldn’t
remember Dylan's exact grade average,
but knew it was lacking. :

Ericand Dylan’s first class during
Spring semester was bowling.

6:15a.m. ;

“It’s just to have fun,” classmate Jeni

aPlante said. :

It was the only class she had with her
closest friends: Sara Arbogast, Kim Carlin

“ and Cindy Shinnick. Dylan and Eric

bowled on a team with Nate Dykeman and
hris Morris.
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One reason Kim and Sara liked the class
is they could catch up with Eric. The girls
hadn't seen him much after they quit
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early-morning Saturday plans. Only two
made it to the bowling alley, Dylan and
Robyn.

Blackjack in the fall. Dylan wouldn't let Eric down, wouldn't
“Encbowled lik L let him be all alone,

recalledd. %ggllng, Tl Not on Enc’s 18th birthday.
“He'd throw 1t," Sara said. “A lot of peo-

ple laughed because it worked and he R Thursday, April 15

would get strikes and stuff,”
Sometimes Eric and Dylan shouted
“Sieg Heil!” when they made strikes.
But something else stands out for the
bowling partners: Dylan’s explosive tem-

per.

_“Dylan would get so mad when he
didn’t get strikes,” Jeni said. “One time he
hit the bowling return machine really
hard.”

In fact, a tendency to flash quick anger
was a trait Eric and Dylan shared.

“Eric had a short fuse,” said friend Joe
Stair. “You could just tell he got mad easier
than most people.”

But the way Joe saw it, Eric’s anger was
areflection of Enc’s passion.

“He got angry. But with other things he
was really happy,” Joe said. “He was a
very passionate person.”

Countdown to graduation

Graduation was only two months away.
Ericand Dylan were weeks from being

A Marnne recruiter huddled with parents
in their Living room. A painful conversation
about their teenager’s psychiatric prob-
lems. Rejection.

This was one of Eric Harris' last nights.

Eric had no plans for college. Though he
was a brilliant student with a brain that
could wind through Shakespeare or HTML
with equal ease, Eric lusted after the mili-
tary. Like his Air Force pilot father and his
World War II veteran grandfather.

Enic told friends he wanted to fight in
Kosovo. Bombs and explosions, the brutal-
ity of it all. Eric told a classmate he'd like to
be on the front lines so he could kill a lot of
people, /

Eric wanted to join the Marines to pur-
sue the toughest challenges, to prove him-

self. Somethifig he felt he could never doin .

the Columbine atmosphere.

“He said it’s unlike here, where they go
for the lowest common denominator, like
the teachers helping out the stupid kids,”
Brooks Brown said. “There, they’re going

free of the place they hated. for the best.”
Parents attended a graduation meeting But Eric’s Manine Corps goals were
at the school in March. crushed.

Judy Brown and Sue Klebold slipped
mto the auditorium to catch up. The two
old friends talked. And talked. And talked.
Finally, they looked at their watches. It
was 10:30 p.m. They couldn’t believe it.
They were alone in the school,

- Sue couldn’t contain her excitement.

The recruiter told the family that Eric
would never be a Marine because he was
taking the drug Luvox. The Marines would
have none of that. He told Eric he would
have to be Luvox-free for six months
before trying out again for the Marines.

That same day, Tom Klebold turned 52.

> Dylan was going to the University of Ari-
zona in the fall to study computer science. Friday, April 16
T “We were just so excited for him,” Judy . o :
said. “‘Sue was ecstatic.” : Jacknc and Dylancooked pizzas at Black-
Dylan was on his way. 5 bk .
By He and Eric sailed through the classes 2 B e O 0,3)’5233 hr?icli gonett:ack th work at the pizza
¢ and community service they were forced S :«) o o o l]‘ eve kltmnihs EEBF le&They didn't
1] to do after the van break-in. They took Joa Mahoney/News Staff Photographer ':1 wayg wutrt ggt:h gr.ﬁ ut they did on what
- | angermanagement sessions, gaveurine  Shooters leave hehind debris after target practice in the Rampart Range area of '~ cC uttobe their final shift.
%% samples for drug tests and spent 45 hours : One of the customers that night was
S help’;ng ata rec;iamn center. Pl_ke National Forest in Douglas County. Dylan Klebold and Eric Harris and their Susan DeWitt, a Columbine junior, who
4 Eric lan SO0l 50 supreased their friends practiced shooting at the range a month before the Columbine killings. w.va‘?va]x1 gc:gﬁom’st att Greit Clé'lllas nexft door.
¥ let th early. e came to pick up dinner for
: w%lésbfirltgg "f‘ilt;ecrfuf Se?ng?mSSd g stylist, Eric asked hElPlf shepwanted tg d?;
$ EI."I‘C on a diversion termination report: Smglﬁtl:lr:lg th;lt }\:reekend. She said sure.
3 3 Ericis a very bnght‘young man who 1s eH ought he was cute. Adorable
& likely to succeed in life. even. He always talked to her when he ran
. ; Eric impressed the counselor with his into her at school.
iy intelligence. .
ﬁ Prognosis: Good. . Saturday, April 17
=3 Dylan, likewise, made a good impres-

sion on the counselor. “He is intelligent
enough to make any dream a reality but
he needs to understand hard work 1s a
part of it.”

Prognosis: Good.

A month later, Eric and Dylan hauled
out their sawed-off shotguns and a new
assault nifle,

It was time for target practice.

Colorado 67 twists through Douglas
County’s lonesome foothills past miles
and miles of lush forest,

The shooting range isn't marked. But
lots of people target practice in the Ram-
part Range area of Pike National Forest.
They leave behind grubby evidence of
their sport. Shotgun shell casings in
€very color, torn paper targets, Trees
Whose waifish trunks didn’t stand a

Yow, Pow, All around the vanilla smell of
erosa pine.
~ Ericand Dylan warmed up here,
On March 6, they loaded up their TEC-
DCYand the two shotguns — now illegal-
sawed off — and went into the woods

SABA
Dylan Klebold and Robyn Anderson pose during Columbine’s prom on April 17, three
days before the shootings. They then met up with Eric Harris at an after-prom party.

— the same ones Robyn Anderson had
bought. And they all fired the TEC-DC9,

an aggressive, sloppy pistol that turns up

in a lot of drug killings.
Ericand Dylan videotaped the action.

lights and brought in a DJ from midnight to
2a.m, Enc loved the disco lights and
rowdy music and camaraderie he found at
Rock N’ Bowl, He was there most Friday
nights.

Only this night, many of his pals had

Cigarettes. A white stretch limo, A girl
1n a royal-blue prom dress and soft blonde
curls. She held his hand.

This was one of Dylan Klebold's Jast
nights.

Prom night for Columbine. Hardly the
outsider, he was one of a dozen dressed-up
kids who piled into a limo and dined at
Bella Ristorante, a ritzy LoDo restaurant.
Then it was off to the dance at the Design
Center on South Broadway in Denver.

Dylan wore a black tuxedo, a pink rose-
bud tucked into his lapel. His long wavy
hair slicked back into an uncooperative
ponytail,

His date was Robyn Anderson, nowa
valedictorian contender with her straight-
A average. She asked him to the prom —
Just as friends.

i ) i with Mark Manes and Philip Duran, the  Friday, April 9 In recent months, Robyn and Dylan’s
againsta clip of .40-caliber shots.  goands who got them the TEC-DC9. ¥ Ap relationship had been wobbling along that
You can hear it from the highway. Pow. They blasted away with the shotguns ke ME bowiing s ley finedth murky territory between friendship and

romance.

Robyn later told a friend that Dylan
behaved gentlemanly on prom night, com-
plimenting her on her dress.

“They were holding hands and stuff,”
said Jessica Hughes, one of the limo crowd.
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] g:ssiqn sat next to R-obyn and Dylan
during dinner. There was a lot of silly jok-
ing between them, playing with knives and
matches.

. ‘They were pretending to light them-
selves on fire,” Jessica said.

Dylan ate a big salad, followed by a
seafood dish with shells, mussels she
thinks, then dessert. “I was like, my
Lord,” Jessica said.

Jessica and Dylan chatted about a party
both planned to attend in a couple weeks, a
«~ reunion for kids who'd been in the gifted

in elementary school.

“He was all excited to see everyone,”
Jessica said.

Dylan even agreed to bring pizza
because he worked at Blackjack.

Back in the limo, no one was drinking
anything stronger than Pepsi, Jessica
recalled

The limo’s TV was off. The radio was
turned to a hard-rock station and on so low
the kids drowned out the music. They
were being, well, normal silly teens enjoy-
ing themselves, Cameras flashing. Lipstick
smiles. Whisking through the night ina

“ mirrored-ceiling car. '

“We were flipping people off because
the windows were so dark. We were mak-
ing fun of people,” Jessica said.

Dylan even talked of everyone staying
in touch after he left for college in three
months.

“He wasin a really great mood that
night,” another friend in the limo, Monica
Schuster, said.

Eric didn’t have a prom date. At least
one Columbine girl turned him down after
he sent her a late, convoluted invitation
through a classmate. Friends have said he
tried a few more times for dates.

So he and Susan DeWitt, the girl he had
talked to the night before at Blackjack,

. made plans for prom night. She came to his
house and they watched Event Horizon, a
1997 box-office dud about a spaceship, the
futuristic, gory kind of movie that Eric
liked. His favorite films were Aliens and
Starship Troopers. .

“He seemed fine,” Susan said. “Iwasa

H little nervous because, like, dates are ner-

vous.

They talked about friends they knew. He
didn't mention Dylan. If he had, she
wouldn’t have known who he was talking
about. She can’t recall ever seeing them
together — even at Blackjack.

Wayne and Kathy Harnis had gone out to

«~+ dinner to celebrate their 29th weddi
anniversary. Susan met them when they
got home. They were “super nice.”

Ericinvited her to the after-prom party
at Columbine’s gymnasium, the affair that
parents throw for kids as an alternative to
drinking and driving when the prom ends.

Susan said no, she had to be home, so
Ericjoined up with his buddies. He ran into
Sara Arbogast and Kim Carlin, who were
with their dates.

“Thugged him and I picked him up,”
Kim said. “Me and him always pretended
we fought. We suﬁl&er—punched each other.

.+ We were goofing
“ " “He seemed normal to me. He was with
Dylan.”

Monday, April 19

Eric and Dylan ditched their second to
last class of the day, creative writing, with
two other classmates, Brooks Brown and

Becca Heins.

decided to go to McDonald's for
junch. But first Eric and Dylan wanted to
drop by Eric’s house, They told Brooks and
Becca they would meet them at the restau-
rant.

Eric and Dylan never went back to

. adxoolig;ﬁuirhltchu.mdwlow

was making strange
$14Q506 A IG0M¢

Harris and Dylan Klebold sit next to each other in a
ﬁr school into a war zone. They chose an upper corner,

class picture taken in Columbine’s gym six weeks before they tu
as far from their classmates as they could get.
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Crosses for Eric Harris and Dylan Klebold stand on Rebel Hill near Columbine just days after the shootings. The family of one
of the slain students destroyed them, saying it was wrong to honor such evil.

noises in Wayne and Kathy Harris’ garage.
A man hanging wallpaper in the next-door
neighbor’s home heard glass breaking and
other jolting, explosive sounds.

Eric asked Mark Manes to buy ammuni-
tion for the semiautomatic pistol, although
Eric was old enough to buy it himself,
Mark went to Kmart and bought 100
rounds for $25. That night, Eric drove the
few blocks to Mark’s house to get the
ammo.

They talked in front of the Manes house,
Mark asked if he planned to go target
shooting that night. Eric told him no, he
needed the ammo for the next day.

Tuesday, April 20

Dylan and Eric skipped bowling.

Nate Dykeman wondered about that
because Dylan usually told him if he wasn’t
going to be at school.

Eric and Dylan finally arrived, dressed
tokill, and their secret sickness wasn’t a
secret anymore.

Brooks Brown, who had walked outside
to have a cigarette, saw, Eric pull up and he
confronted him in the parking lot, telling
him he was an idiot for missing an impor-
tant test that morning.

It doesn’t matter any more, Eric told
H 1gnsqenis

“Ilike you, Brooks. Get out of here.”

At11:21a.m., stunned students ran for
their lives as two gunmen in trench coats
sprayed them with relentless firepower.
They %nggled and screamed “Death to the
Jocks!” as they killed their classmates at
random. ,
. Painand death all around. Human suffer-
ing did not distract them. They had each
othen_'I'h;s was fun, a game. And they were
mgl;‘nnmng team.

1ey would leave 13 dead: schoolmates

Cassie Bernall, Steven Curnow, Corey

Kechter, Daniel Mauser, Daniel
Rohrbough, Rachel Scott, Isaiah Shoels,
John Tomlin, Lauren Townsend and Kyle
Ve]Aalslg\Ez, and utc]:gcher Dave Sanders.
ey WOl

omw:?. y wound more than 20

en Nate heard about the shootings
he called the Klebold by edi
Dyan s e ouse and asked if

_'c‘lNo, Nate, he's at school,” Tom Klebold

said.

Nate told him about the shootings, abos
the trench coaf i
i %chml. ts, about Dylan not coming

om Klebold checked Dylan's closet.
g Dylan'’s closet for

ot oo &
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“Ohmy God,” he told Nate. “It's not
here.”

Fatal friendship

Ericand Dylan’s grand plan for an even g

higher body count failed.

Teachers warned hundreds of students
torun. )

A huge homemade bomb Dylan and Eric
planted in the cafeteria never explpded.
The boys who had built so many pipe
bombs in preparation for this day had
manufactured a dud.

And the weapons they had diligently
practiced shooting jammed repeatedly.

In the end, Eric and Dylan returned to
the library, where 10 of their victims lay
dead and two wounded students drifted in
and out of consciousness. .

Art teacher Patti Nielson, hidingina cab-
inet, heard voices in unison count, “One!
Two! Three!” Then she heard a loud boorn.

Dylan and Eric died next to each other.

If Eric had been afraid to kill himself,
Dylan was there for encouragement. If
Dylan had contemplated backing down —
even for a second — he had Eric depending
on him.

They were a team. Best friends.
Blood brothers.
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