


On March 4, Eric Harris alld YIan Klei "‘, |d sat for this class picture_
On April 17, they hoth went o the pron, What they did next left their school ...
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By NANCY GIBBS

H SCHOOL IS A HAUNTED HOUSE IN

April, when seniors act up because the

end is near. Even those who hate

school sometimes cling to the devil

they know. And for the kids who love it,

the goodbyes are hard to think about.

Two weeks ago, Sara Martin was cho-

sen to be a graduation speaker for
Columbine High, and she was struggling. She want-
ed to write about all the people she loved, in the
choir and the Bible club and even the ones who tum
left out of the right-hand lane in the parking lot.

“I have loved oysters at 7 in the morning in the
teachers’ lounge with Mme. Lutz and the halls
that smelled like rotting Easter eggs,” she wrote.
“I have loved fire drills and Tai Chi
with Mr. Kritzer’s philosophy class. I have
you and our moments of folly ether ... We're
all looking for passion, for something, anything, in
our lives.” And she wondered how to capture the
spirit, “the humanity and integrity that walk the
halls of our very own Col ne.”

She was in the choir room last Tuesday when
something very different was walking the halls. By
the end of that gruesome day, by the time 15 peo-
ple had died, her friends among them, she had her
yearbook of humanity and integrity signed in
blood. As Dylan Klebold and Eric Harmis prowled
the school with their guns and bombs, this is what
the children did: a boy draped himself over his sis-
ter and her friend, so that he would be the one
shot. A boy with 10 bullet wounds in his leg picked
up an explosive that landed by h hurled it
away from the other wounded kids. Others didn’
want to leave their dying teacher when the SWAT
team finally came: Can't we car m out on a
folded-up table? A girl was asked by the gunman if
she believed in God, knowing full well the safe an-
swer. “There is a God,” she said
need to follow along God's path.” The shooter
looked down at her. “There is no God,” he said,
and he shot her in the head

Before we inventory the evil we cannot fathom,
consider the reflexes at work among these happy,
lucky kids, born to & generation that is thought to
know nothing about sacrifice. They had no way of
knowing what would be asked of them, what they
were capable of Among the kids who died and the
ones who were prepared to die were the students
who stayed behind to open a door, or save a friend,
or build an escape route or barricade a closet or
guide the descending SWAT teams into the darkness.

The story of the slaughter at Columbine High
School opened a sad national conversation about
what turned two boys’ souls into peison. It prom-
ises to be a long, hard talk, in public and in private,
about why smart, privileged kids rot inside. Do we

UPHEAVAL Students and police take cover as a
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gao more elty and cliques that has ..._.;.:.v beena part “u_:,.:u bout whom they hated, whom they ’ k
of high school life but has never been g would like to kill. Harris and Klebold liked [ / Pt ; |
”—.—3 ”ﬁ H—.—Q g—-—ﬂ deadly? Among ﬂ.:“.: ,”_ .;:E; that dig b howis when Harrs made & pood shat'he i B 2 f ; :
”ﬂ-n —.—“n— m—u “ H HE” Satyive (R ,J pha .:w%:%%&. would throw his arm up, “Heil Hitler!”
gﬂ ents unce : / €ir \ ey were not really dangerous,
children out in the morning, past the heaq. _.E__W M_A.m,_rra school has its rebels, its Mo:ﬁ n
Q: S—ﬂ——- lines, to their schools: It J.E t r.,;%n: here black nail polish and lipstick, its stoners and
¢ : Lord, no, it could never ._LE:,: here deadbeats, sometimes, as in this case, the
ure it can ‘_..,m_.ﬂ even happen in Ljt- very bnightest techie kids who found solidar-
tleton, a town of 35,000 near the dusty-tap ity in exclusion. “We hung out. We listened
foothills of the Rockies, just southwest of to music,” says Alejandra Marsh, 16. “We

—NICK ZUPANCIC, A SENIOR

Denver. It was once a small prairie town of

old rushers and traders, where the biggest
scare was getting hit by a prairie dog. Now
it's a stretched finger of the big city, with as.
piring families who don’t lock their doors,
enclaves with names like Coventry and
Raccoon Creek and Bel Flower, scrubland
turned into golf courses, houses than rup
anvwhere from $75,000 to $5 mullion or so
There’s an arch over a hallway in the high

went over to someone’s house and watched
cartoons. We loved Pinky and the Brain and
Animaniacs.” Fellow students described
, unwanted “stereotype

eeks,” who, like the jocks and preppies,
had their own table in the cafeteria, their
group picture in the yearbook with the cap-
tion, ““Who says we're different? Insanity’s
healthy. Stay alive, stay different, stay crazy.”
“They do it for the attention,” says

school engraved with a motto: “The finest Greg Montgomery, 19. “It’s kind of like a
kids in America pass through these halls* rivalry with us,” pipes in hockey player
Chip Dunleavy, 17. “They hate us because
. THE DAY BEGAN WITH AN OMEN. ON THE we're like the social élite of the school.”
classroom video monitors, the “phrase of the
day” was not exactly Ralph Waldo Emerson HAT RIVALRY HAD BEEN SMOL-
Instead, noticed a student, it was something dering for months. Some stu-
4 ; to the effect, “You don’t want to be here.” Be- dents say even the teachers
Ea 4 low that was the date, notspelled out Apnl 20, picked on the Trench Coats,
¥ m oy as was the custom, but wntten 4/20 in bold blaming them for things they
_W. & % Y type, a pulsing message easily decoded. “It's hadn’t done and letting the jocks
weed-smoking day,” one student said, refer- ge y with anything because
£ ¥ ring to the shorthand for going out and get- i they were the crown princes 5l . 4 A
.ww Fy ting stoned: marijuana is supposed to contain One athlete in particular liked to taunt them =
: .W § | 420 different chemicals: the Los Angeles po- “Dirtbag,” he'd say, or maybe, “Nice dress.” : = |
¢ , } lice department’s code for a drug bust is 420 Others called them “faggots,” inbreeds, AN |
i 4 And it was also, as we now know too harassing them to the point of throwing
well, Adolf Hitler's birth In the hand- qm.o_Gn:n_ ro:._mmi :_E,M w‘.,o_d _n.__Ez.Em cars.
; 5 written diary of one of the suspects, the “You have to understand that there were as
\ 5f anniversary, say the police, was clearly | many _Hmm_ rumors and _i:m_ﬁn_ mu.r_: w‘._ﬁ._.__
- } marked as a time to “rock and roll.” Some ington this past year, * says Marsh. “It's al-
i ” members of Harris’ and Klebold’s clique, | most the definition of a teenager to be cruel
tagged in derision a few years before as to those who are not like you. They don'tlike
Wty ; the Trench Coat Mafia, had embraced to admitit,” she says, but “the ones who are
£ " " enough Nazi mythology to spook their the worst at spreading rumors and lies would
: W e classmates. They reportedly wore swastis be the jocks and the cheerleaders. There was
b ¥ o\
! : - - L ,
4 ; ! THE HARRISES bough | - THEKLEBOLD HOME is > |
&F their four-bedroom et You got the
: homeinMay 1996 0 | - SURE SUcrobpig 8
the day before the : b .
shooting, neighbor ..ﬂ__m ..-.p“mﬂ_.._._._o..._.w“.m__._: m@ﬂ———um ——O —.-mn_ _Gi
3 Tony Fatre, 10, hear asleep on the rocks
Nw ".rn u_..v_z.._n_ oﬂ_m_ﬂ_ucm: only to awake in the , m&:-@mﬁﬁﬂ—ﬂ - *—ﬂ
g ! reaking and a buzs dark to the sound of g . .
s P ; { ;
% o o .| covoles howlng. Too was a bit reclusive
. hoiede scared to run back into .
Eric, he says, s.?_. the house, he stayed U—.—” nice
always in __a:”_ bt out till daybreak n
the door close . —SARA MARTIN, A CLASSMATE
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‘seven male students are killed. The gunmen kill
themselves.

11:40 A team of police officers arrive.
12 NOON Ambulances take the

Cafeteria

-
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one rumor we went around killing small

animals. Another rumor that we had orgies.” |
Some of the Trench Coats tried to ig- |

nore the hazing, but some snarled back, and
one reportedly flashed a shotgun at his
abusers in the park. They made a video for
class, a tale of kids in trench coats hunting
down their enemies with shotguns. The
graffiti in the boys” bathroom warned
COLUMBINE WILL EXPLODE ONE DAY. KILL
ALL ATHLETES. ALL JOCKS MUST DIE

It was all out in the open, all the needles
and threats, but in a school of nearly 2,000
busy, ambitious kids, that quiet hissing
sound was just background noise, drowned

out by the gossip about who went to the prom |
with whom on Saturday night; the hum- |

ming of the seniors’ theme
song, The Way You Look
Tonight; and finally the nor-
mal sounds of a Tuesday
moming, when the biology
class was worrying about its
test on the digestive system,
the choir was rehearsing for
its afternoon concert and
it was warm enough out-
side to wear shorts, at last.
It was Free Cookie Day
in the cafeteria, and there
were hundreds of students
draped around the tables

rushed to help the bleeding students when
she spotted the shooters. As she heard the
shots blowing through the room, she
shoved the kids into a bathroom. She
pulled a phone along with her to call the
police. But then she worried, “Theyl see
the cord. And then we'll be trapped.”
Sheriff's deputy Neil Gardner, posted at
the school for security, heard the shots and
ran toward the cafeteria. When he spotted
one gunman, he exchanged fire, then
ducked for cover and called for backup. By
this time the 911 calls were already coming
in, and the SWAT cars were on the scene
within 20 minutes. But the bombs were still
going off, and the officers had no idea how
many shooters there were—or which ones

and waiting in lines at the FOOLING AROUND: Harris, in cap, and Klebold, to his
11:30 kinch hour when the left, mug during their 1999 semor-class photo session

sounds of the firing erupted

outside. Students saw two boys in trench | were killers and which were targets. “They
coats and masks firing at kids; one tossed |
something up onto the roof of the school, |
and it exploded in a flash. Some kads thought |

it was the long-awaited senior prank; they
had been expecting balloons filled with shav-
ing cream. Surely those are firecrackers,

they thought. Surely those guns are fake. Is |

the blood fake? Can a fake bomb make walls
shake? Then they were screaming and run-
ning. One boy could feel the rush of a bul-
let past his head.

“Get down!” the janitor yelled. “Get un-
der a table!” They dove for cover, then be-
gan crawling—under furniture, over back-
packs, slithering toward the stairs. Then
they ran as the shots came again. “We heard
boom after boom,” says sophomore Jody
Clouse. “The floor was shaking from the ex-

didn't want to go in there with guns blanng,”
says Cathy Scott, mother of two students
who escaped, “and kil the wrong kads.” And
so the police hunkered down. as the bombs
kept exploding all around.

UPSTAIRS IN THE SCIENCE WING, SCIENCE

| teacher Dick Will thought, “There go those

plosions.” Bullets clanged as they bounced |
off metal lockers. Some tried to run up- |

stairs, to the safety of the library. But there

was smoke everywhere, the fire alarms had |

gone off, and the sprinkler system was turm-

ing the school into a blinding, misty jungle. |
| stairs.” When the firing began again, they

So they retreated back downstairs, aw:

from the library, which, by the time the

mayhem ended, had turned into a tomb.
Cafeteria worker Karen Nielsen had

|
|
|

chemistry people blowing things up again.”
But when the fire alarm rang, Will knew it
was more than students at work. A group of
his kids went down the hall to investigate
and came back velling and screaming,
“They're shooting!™ He herded his charges
back to the corner of the room, shut off the
lights and started turning over chairs and
desks and piling them up against the doors,

Other teachers had the same instincts.
Business teacher Dave Sanders was in the
faculty lounge when he heard the trouble,
raced toward the cafeteria and went to
war. “He screamed for us to get down and
shut up,” says freshman Kathy Carlston.
“We crawled on the floor and made it to the

got up and started to run. Sanders, on the
ground, propped himself on his elbows, di-
recting kids to safety as the killers moved
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in. Too terrified to look back, Kathy never
saw the shooters, but she could tell they
were close, very close. She stands over 6 ft.;
she knew she made a promising target. So
while other kids raced down a first-floor
hallway, she leaped up the stairs toward
the second floor. She tried the door to one
science room, but it was already locked
Furiously she worked her way down the
hall, finally to Science Room 3, into which
two teachers were herding other kids
The class had been taking a long, nasty
biology test when the explosions came
Lexis Coffey-Berg, 16, saw Sanders run-
ning toward them, saw him shot twice in
the back, with a jolt and spasm. “You could
see the impact,” she says. “You could see it
go through his body. He was spitting up
blood.” He stumbled into the room, blood
streaming from his chest, and collapsed

held it up in the window for the rescuers
to see: HELP, BLEEDING TO DEATH. AS EM
students prayed, Sanders every now an

then managed to cough and spit out some
blood to clear his lungs. But the time kept
passing, and no one came Said Sanders:
“I don’t think I'm going to make 1t

N THE CLASSROOM TVS, THE
barricaded students could see
the SWAT teams assembling,
the news choppers hovering
and eventually the parents be-
ginning to gather, as they and
the rest of the country watched
the siege take hold of the
school. “[The police] didn’t know where :.m
shooters were, or where the bombs were,

says Lexis, “so they couldn’t get us right
away.” Her friends began writing notes to

| shooting continued behind him

Their lives

were cut
short. Here's
a snapshot
of where
they were
headed

CASSIE BERNALL,
17, dabbled in
witchcraft before
she was born
again. One of the
gunmen asked,
“Do you believe in
God?” She said
she did. He pulled
the trigger

STEVEN ROBERT
CURNOW, 14,
hoped to become a
Navy pilot. He was
a big Star Wars fan
and an avid soccer
player; his father
had recently
taught him to
referee

best. This spring
the junior drove to
Oklahoma with his
best friend for a
fishing expedition

KELLY FLEMING,
16, moved to
ttleton from
Phoenix, Ariz.,a
year and a half
ago. She was

creative—w

poetry, composing
songs and learning
to play the guitar

over the desk, knocking out his teeth

A teacher got the paramedics on the
phone, and the classroom turned into a trau-
ma ward. Aaron Hancey, a junior, had had
some first-aid training, and the paramedics
tried to talk the kids through the basic life-
saving treatment. Boys stripped off their
shirts to make pillows for Sanders’ head and
bandages for the bloody holes in his torso
They found some emergency blankets
stashed with the fire gear in that room and
wrapped him up as his temperature started
to fall. They could tell they were losing him.

“I can't breathe,” he murmured. “I've
got to go.” But they kept talking to him,
pulled his wallet out of his pocket and held
up the pictures of his daughters. Tell us
about them, they said. “He was breathing
and awake the whole time,” says Jody

Clouse. “I'm sure the pain was great.” They

made a sign with the dry-erase board and

30

their parents, saying that they loved them,
that they thought they were going to die.
Everyone was praying. “In a world where
there are so many religions,” says Lexis,
“everyone was praying the same way.” One
friend made a vow. “If [ ever get out, I'm
going to be nice to my little brother.”
Elsewhere up and down the halls, stu-
dents locked themselves in closets and
classrooms, also calling out on their cell
phones, They called police; they called par-
ents; they called for anyone who could come
and help get them out, Some could hear
sounds of laughing in the hallways, as the
shooters prowled through the smoke, They
heard the jeering, “Oh, you f__ing nerd
Tonight’s a good night to die,” Senior Nick
Foss and a friend ducked into a bathroom
punched through a ceiling panel and shim-
mied along the ventilation shaft, Suddenly
one of the vents broke, and Foss fell 15 ft.

TIME, MAY 3, 1999

down onto a table in the teachers’ loungy
Somehow uninjured, he picked himself w
and sprinted out a door to freedom as the
“They
were shooting everywhere; it seemed like
they wanted to kill everything in sight » he
<avs. “I've never been so frightened in my
life. It was run for your life or die.”

His twin brother Adam, meanwhij
was in trouble down the hall. He had beep
in choir practice, preparing for a concer
that afternoon at an elementary schog|
When the shooting started, Adam anq
about 60 others crammed into the chojr.
room office as the explosions seemed tq
come closer and closer. They pushed a il
ing cabinet and two upended desks againgt
the door. In the hot, stagnant air, severg]
kids began to gag and cough. Shhh, quiet
the others said, fearing any sound woulg

MATTHEW
KECHTER, 16, was
trying to make the
starting squad as a
lineman on the
varsity football
team. Still, the
sophomore had
time to maintain a
straight-A average

DANIEL MAUSE

challenge. He

and debate (lo
overcome h
shyness)

lure the killers, who for all they knew weré
right outside. The choir room lay near the
top of the stairs, close to where the carnagé
began, and very close to the library where
it would finally end.

Someone in the choir room whispered,
“Who's religious? Anybody in here rell
gious?” The huddled students started t0
pray, very, very quietly, “I was terrified o
the outside,” says Craig Nason, a juniot
"But on the inside, God gave me 1m=2,H
felt like many others outside the sehook
were praying for us,” The walls of the offit®
kept shuddering with each shot and explo*
sion, foran agonizing 20 minutes or 50, Thet
things fell quiet, and they waited, When
they reached the police by phone, pleadiné
for rescue, they were told that the polit®
had to moye slowly because of possible
booby traps, Some students with asthid
started having trouble breathing, §0 others

- I

climbed up and pulled out some ceiling
tiles. then lifted the students up to where
the air was fresher. The quiet was cut when
the office phone rang. It was the elemen-
tarv school calling, wondering why the
concert was being delayed

MANY OF THE KIDS WHO MADE IT OUT THE
exits ran into the parking lots. Police had
heard rumors that the gunmen were ex-
changing clothes with the students, so
everyone had to be checked, patted down,
in order for the cops to be sure these were
the victims escaping and not the killers.
Neighbors arrived with blankets, bandages
and gauze and brought kids into their
homes. A nurse passing through the area
found herself doing triage on a front lawn,
The ambulances began shuttling the
wounded—the ones who had been able to

thought his son might be involved and of-
fering to help negotiate a surrender. The
SWAT team leaders decided they didn’t
think he could be of any use
All the while the killers were still in-
side, going about their business. And in the
end, they did their deadliest work in the
school’s quiet place, the best place to find
people in a school when finals are looming
and everyone worries about getting term
papers done on time
A teacher, identified by police only as
Peggy, made it into the library a few steps
ahead of the killers. First she called the
police. Then, over the phone, she could be
overheard desperately trying to warn the
kids. “There’s a guy with a gun!” she yelled,
bleeding. “Kids, under the table! Kids, stay
on the floor! Oh, God. Oh, God—kids,
Jjust stay down!” At first, Craig Scott

prayed, and God put an invisible shield
around us.”

The killers went round the room, asking
people why they should let them live. Stu-
dents heard one girl pleading for her life,
then a shot, and quiet. They told wounded
kids to quit erying; it will all be over soon,
you'll all be dead. They approached anoth-
er girl, cowering under a table, yelled
“Peekaboo!” and shot her in the neck. Any-
one who cried or moaned was shot again

The murderers were utterly without
pity. Survivors said they treated it like a
video game. “We've waited to do this a long
time,” they said. At one point one of the
gunmen recognized a student and said,
“Oh, I know you—you can go.” And then,
“We're out of ammo ... gotta reload. We'll
come back to get you three.”

Craig took off his white baseball hat

DANIEL
ROHRBOUGH, 15,
pitched in at his
dad’s electronics
shop and the
family's farm in
Kansas. He was
shot after doubling
back to the
cafeteria to help

WILLIAM DAVID
SANDERS, 47, a
business teacher,
was hit as he
shepherded
students to safety.
As the father of
four lay dying, he
said, “Tell my gir

I love them"

RACHEL SCOTT,
17, planned to
become a
missionary in
Africa and starred
in a recent school
play. She had a
kindly spirit that
won her many
friends

ISAIAH SHOELS,
18, survived a
congenital heart
defect and earned
a spot on the
football team. The
killers appeared
to seek him out
largely because
of his race

JOHN TOMLIN, 16,
had an easy smile
and a soft spet

for the beat-up
Chevy he paid for
himself. Last

year he traveled
with his dad to
Mexico to build a
house for the poor

LAUREN
TOWNSEND, 18
had 2 4.0 grade
average, making
her a strong
contender for
valedictorian. She
also captained the
girls’ volleybalt
team

KYLE VELASQUEZ,

16. had beena
slow learner and
was very shy. But
after mentor,
him for a year,
Kent Kechsmeier
says, “He cpened
up more, and we
became friends™

get out of the building on their own pow-
er—to area hospitals, Senior SWAT team
agent Donn Kraemer spotted a boy in a
window, limp, bleeding, desperate to get
out. “He looked at us but was oblivious,”
Kraemer said. “He was going to come out
headfirst.” Kraemer and another agent
grabbed him and pulled him to safety. The
boy, with gunshot wounds in the head and
foot, was so much in shock that he could
barely say his name. Rick or Rich, they
thought he said. His name was Patrick Ire-
land. He had taken two bullets to the head.
Last week the 17-year-old was in serious
condition, suffering from impaired speech
and damaged motor skills to his right side.

Among the countless offers of help that
came in during the siege was one the police
did not aceept. Well before any potential
suspects r:%?.é: named publicly, Kle-
bold's father contacted police, saying he

thought it was all a prank, maybe the
teacher was in on it. But the noise was real,
and the fear was real, and he ducked under
a table with his friend Matt Kechter and
one of Columbine’s few black students, a
senior named Isaiah Shoels. And they
heard the gunmen come in.

HEY WERE LAUCHING, EXCITED.
"Who's next?” they said, “Who's
ready to die?* The two moved
through the reom, calling out
“All the jocks stand up. We're
going to kill every one of you.”
Seth Houy had come to the hi-

brary to hang out with his sister

and a friend; they ducked under a table
and he lay on top of them so he would be
the one to be hit. *Honestly, I think that

sod made us invisible,” he told the Denver
Post, “We prayed the hardest we'd ever |

TIME, MAY 3, 1999

and hid it. When the killers walked by, they
saw [saiah and called him a “nigger.” He
pleaded with them not to shoot, just let him
go home, he wanted his mom, and they
pulled the trigger. Then they shot Matt.
Craig, covered in his friends’ blood, lay
very, very still. As he told Katie Couric two
mornings later, in an account almost un-
bearable to watch, Craig began praying for
courage. “God told me to get out of there,”
he said. So he got up and started to run,
velling to others to come with him. One girl
pleaded for help. “She had a chunk of her
shoulder blown off with a shotgun,” Craig
said. “And I helped her get out. She was
bleeding all over the place, and her—her
bone was showing.” They got out of the li-
brary, out to an exit, down to the cops,
where Craig told them what the shooters
looked like, where they were.

And then he asked the other kids if they
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had any brothers or sisters in the school,
and they started praying for them. As the
minutes passed, “All these people that I
was praying for, 30 minutes later, their
brothers and sisters were showing up.”
And he said to the others, “See, I told you,
I told you prayer worked. I told you your
sister was going to come out of this, I said—
and they thanked me. And they kept pray-
ing for my sister.” But something told him
that all was not right for Rachel. Only the
next morning did he learn, officially, that
she had died. But he already knew.

Meanwhile, in the science room, Mr.
Sanders was dying. Students kept giving
the police specific directions to the room,
but there was so much confusion, and the
time just kept passing. Via phone, Sanders
was told it would be another 10 to 15 min-
utes before help would arrive, “It’s too
long,” he responded. “Tell my girls that 1
love them ... my wife ...”

1n all it was 3% hours before the second-
floor class was rescued. Students asked if
they could please help carry Sanders out on

a table. No, said the swaT team, and they
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herded the students through the halls, now
filled with 6 in. of water from the sprinklers,
past the bodies and the blood sprayed
everywhere. In the cafeteria the half-eaten
lunches lay soaking on the tables. “Every-
thing was left in place,” says Lexis, “like it
was a normal day.” She recalls the police
yelling, “If any of you take your hands away
from your head, we’re going to pull you
away immediately. Get up and put your
hands on your head. Run! RUN!”

It was too late for Sanders. Gradually his
breathing weakened, his face turned blue
and pale. He died just minutes after para-
medics reached him. “The wait for help was
so long,” says Jody Clouse. “Everything that
happened just didn’t seem real.”

ALL THE WHILE, THE TERRIFIED PARENTS
were watching it unfold in real time. They
streamed toward the campus as the news
spread, some abandoning their cars as they
came. They approached anyone who
looked official, begging for news of their
children. Why were the police waiting so
long? Their kids were in there, some were

TIME, MAY 3, 1999

.RELIQUARY Friends and classmates gather
in t_he parking lot around Rachel Scott’s car,
which has become a shrine

running out in gushes, but so many wes
still missing. Where are they? Who is helr
ing them? In time the parents were fof
that everyone would be reunited at near™
Leawood Elementary School, and soti
vigil moved there. The parents waited®
the yellow buses pulled in one at a tin®
dispensing 40 or so kids into joyful
unions with family and friends, like s0%
kind of awful lottery.

. There were so many lists circulati®
like the dreaded lists of the war dead &
cept these were survivor lists, and pare®™
were desperate to see, hear anythi®
;:ra.lled out names, searched for their ®
T}llends to find out if they knew anythi®®
= ey }Clalled homes, called hospitals: ca[f:
klci’w ere they could think. Some o
<1ds who fled the school early on had
Into hiding at their friends houses, I =
shock that it was hours before they ¥
contact with their parents.

I'mso very happy,” said Calth)'s‘:"‘l

P




AFTERMATH Investigators mark evidence
near the doorway through which Harris and
Klebold entered the school on their rampage
mother of two, “and so very sad. My kids
aren’t going back to school anytime soon.”

Bruce Beck searched each face com-
ing out, looking for his stepdaughter Lau-
ren Townsend. “You see all the kids run
out of the building,” he told the Rocky
Mountain News. “You're just sure one of
the kids is going to be yours.” Lauren’s
mother waited by the phone, waiting for
word. And it didn’t come. As the after-
noon turned to evening, the crowd final-
ly became smaller and more desperate.
At one point there were far more pastors
and counselors than parents left. Over a
basketball hoop was a pink sign—PRAYER
CORNER: PLEASE JOIN Us. Though by this
time the police had secured the high
school, officials from the sheriff’s office
explained that there were bombs stashed
among the bodies and it was too danger-
ous to go in and move them. And then they
asked parents to come back in the morn-
ing—with dental records. Two mothers fled
the building and threw up outside.

It took hours to catalog the carnage.
“There were SWAT team people who were
in Vietnam,” said district attorney Dave
Thomas, “who were crying and weeping

did officials truly appreciate the level of
mayhem the killers had in mind. In the
school kitchen, in a duffel bag, they found
the sinister parcel containing a propane
tank, gasoline can and nails and BBs and
glass that would have taken dozens of lives
in the busy cafeteria. The killers, Sheriff
John Stone said, “were going to destroy
the school.”

Before they fired their last two shots
into their own heads, the killers fired off

Kiebold, left, and Harris

may not have associated with jocks in high

school, but they were athletic. Dylan, says his
coach Darrell Schulte, “was a great pitcher, but
he could run hot and cold sometimes.” Eric's
baseball buddies in Plattsburgh, N.Y., had heard
he was planning to visit them later this year

ited 900 rounds '
wed-off sho:gun;’ R
\’,,rnrzi,mtw_":matjc Cﬁrbj*

{ a TEC-DC 9 semiaut ie

: handgun And as the $mo}
cleared, police discoverad

> than 30 bombs in all: Sevend
pipe bombs in the schoo] 5 >
others outside in cars jp the
parking lot, an arsenal 5o} R
that suspicions immediate},
arose about whether Harris a3
Klebold could possibly hay,
acted alone. 3

BMIN NIYANNOW

YWOAS

THE HARDEST THING ABOUT 13
search for an explanation was
the growing fear there might
not be one. There would be logs
of talk about the venomous eyl
ture that these boys soaked in_
but many kids drink those wa.
ters without turning into mass
murderers. There would be tal
of deep family dysfunction
something in their past or their
present, but nothing in the
first days of archaeology turned
up anything tidy that explained
something so massively wrong
These were parents who came
to all the Little League and soc-
cer games. They even came to practices.
Dylan Klebold was said to be the
weaker spirit of the two: quiet, reserved
looking for a leader, which he found in_
Eric Harris when the Harrises moved to
Littleton from Plattsburgh, N.Y. Klebold's
father Thomas is a former geoph_vsicist}
who launched a mortgage-management%
business from his home. His mother Su-
san worked with blind and disabled kids
at the local community college. They |
lived in a modern wood-and-
glass home tucked under 2
stunning outcropping of red
rocks in an area called Deer.
Creek Canyon. On the day be-
fore the shooting, neighbors:
of the Harrises saw Klebold$
black BMW parked outside
Eric’s house. Harris™ fathet
Wayne was a decorated Air Foree
pilot. One neighbor heard on¢ |
of them ask the other if he had
a metal baseball bat. From the
garage came sounds of ham"
mering and breaking glass. “He.
was always in there with the
door closed,” said a fifth-gradef
who lived nearby. Police say it
would be possible to build
bombs in a single afternco®
with less than $200 worth
P

i
,
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/

over what they saw.” But only on Thursday
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Materials, all easily found
at hardware and sporting

goods stores

As for the recipes

l}mw are even easier to
find for a kid with that
much cyberskill. Harris’
personal website, since
taken down by Ao, de-
tailed advice on building
pipe bombs. “I will rig up
explosives all over town,”
he wrote. “I don't care if
I live or die.” Elsewhere
on the website he writes
that a pipe bomb is “the '
easiest and deadliest way |
to kill a group of people,”
and he offers advice on
shrapnel: “You can use
screws, BBs, nails of all
kinds ...” According to
an internal information
memo in the possession
of district attorney Thom-
as, Harris had spoken to a psychiatrist
sometime before the shooting, and the
doctor recommended that he begin tak-
ing antidepressants. The doctor said Har-
ris had expressed anger about the world.

LEBOLD AND HARRIS HAD
charmed their way through
the legal system. They were
convicted of a felony in January
1998 after breaking into a van
and stealing about $400 worth
of electronic equipment. They
entered a juvenile-court reha-
bilitation program that allowed them to
clear their records by participating in
community-service programs and an anger-
management seminar. Last Feb. 3 both
were allowed to finish the program early,
having been such model participants. “Eric
is a very bright young man who is likely to
succeed in life,” said the termination re-
port on Harris. As for Klebold, he too was
“intelligent enough to make any dream a
reality, but he needs to understand hard
work is part of it.”

If the professionals did not spot the
warning signs, neither did the people who
saw the boys every day. The owner of the
pizza parlor where they worked says they
were model employees, For all the talk of
fierce racism, Harris was well liked back in
Plattsburgh, where his best friends, accord-
ing to the local Press-Republican, were
black and Asian. As for the neo-Nazi Kle-
bold, his great-grandfather was a promi-
nent Jewish philanthropist back in Ohio.

Yet the police disclosed that the hand-
written diary they had found was drenched

SPRING SNOW “Before, it was like a dream,
like a movie,” said one survivor after
a memorial service. “Now, I'm angry”

in Nazi-philia: phrases in German punctu-
ating a year’s worth of meticulous planning
for the attack on Hitler’s 110th birthday.
There were also annotated maps of the
school showing the best places to hide and
where and when the most students gath-
ered. Again and again, hatred for the jocks
emerged in the writings. Said Sheriff Stone:
“They wanted to do as much damage as they
could possibly do, destroy as many children
as they could and go out in flames.” The re-
mains of their preparations were evident,
he says: the barrel of a gun was clearly vis-
ible on the dresser of one suspect when in-
vestigators entered his room at home.
Whatever the threats and intentions,
the killings were, in the end, blindly indis-
criminate. They shot at the math whiz and
the actress, the wrestler, the debater, jocks,
brains, band members, freshmen, seniors.
They shot at the head football coach; they
shot at the science teacher. “They shot at
everybody,” says senior Nick Zupancic,
“including the preps, the jocks and the
people who wore Abercrombie & Fitch
clothes. But it would be hard to say they
singled them out, because everybody here
looks like that. I mean, we're in white sub-
urbia. Our school’s wealthy. Go into the
parking lot and see the cars. These kids have
money. But I never thought they’d do this.”
By the time the memorial services had
been held and the flowers piled up in the soft
spring snow in the parking lot, the recrim-
inations were well under way. How could
parents not know their garage was a bomb-

making factﬁrya '
could a schog] HO.H( Oy |

NYIY

the hatred ip its ]:lo.
was more thap ro
teenage a]ienah'on._¥
had the swuq 'twh
members been $ fy
tious when peg le v,
trapped and bleedi, i
death? What if thei, &9
had been inside? ki
There was nos:
the school cgulgthmi
done differently, jne
Columbine’s prin;
Frank DeAngeljs, “Ww
could have had the -
tional Guard on al
it wouldn’t have st
this,” he said. Meta] de
tectors would not haye
stopped the rampage
the door, and he doesn}
think the killers stasheg
their arsenal ahead o,
time, an argument that became harderty de |
fend when it was reported that as a member
of the audio-visual program, Harris mayhay
had a key to the school. Maybe it would hely
to search routinely every car in the lot, the
principal said, but that “is just not practic*
DeAngelis passed the job back to students
“It’s students’ responsibility to report evey
idle threats. They must tell adults, and th
it’s our job to check them out.” So how could
glaring omens like Harris’ website pages
on which he reportedly threatened another
kid’s life, or his violent fantasy stories and
videos be missed? DeAngelis has no answer,

INIL HOd YWOAS—HWNVYENINNYL
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IN THE MEANTIME, THE COLUMBINE SUR:
vivors are left with their fear and grief. The
grocery stores are out of cellophane conesot
flowers. Prom pictures have become obifi:
ary shots. A bunch of kids went out to dis-
ner at Applebee’s Thursday night. Everyoné
stared. “They knew we were kids from Cok
umbine,” says junior Scott Schulte. “Nooné
said anything. Then a waitress dropped#
booster chair. We all jumped.” i

Sara Martin has come to her own cor
clusions. The graduation speaker now hops
she won't have to speak at all. “When thosé
guys walked into the hallways in their tren
coats, with their guns and their bombs, thé
brought in fear and hate and pushed 0%
everything else—every ounce of life.”

In its place, students planted crossé
four pink ones for the girls, nine blue 088
for the boys—and two black ones, set 2p&
for the killers.  —Reported by Julie Gract
S.C. Gwynne, Maureen Harrington, David >
Littleton

36

TIME, MAY 3, 1999




TTLETON MASSACRE

Tt Mt A : o = e '

Metal detectors, mesh book bags, armed police—
should kids have to attend prisons? Here’s what
some schools have done to prevent violence

By JOHN CLOUD

S THE COUNTRY WATCHED LIT-
tleton last week, we seemed to
be hurthing toward a National
Moment, a late-"90s version of
say, the sinking of the Maine.
or the Kent State shootings
during Vietnam, or Rock Hud-
son’s death. These moments
can be dangerous, as such soul searching
quickly turns into lawmaking
may remember last week because of what
happens in the next few weeks, so let’s try
to get it right

We might go ahead and dismiss a few
of the too tiny suggestions (those mesh
backpacks you keep hearing about still car-
ry guns—just stinky ones wrapped in gym
clothes) as well as the too big ones (Ohio
Representative James Traficant used Lit-
tleton to try to revive the idea of prayer in
schools, which the Supreme Court has
ruled illegal about 38 times). But what
about New Mexico Senator Jeff Binga-
man’s proposal to spend $10 million turn-
ing schools into little fortresses, with secu-
rity better than that at the nuclear lab in his
state? Or more gun control, as New York
Senator Charles Schumer urged when he
reminded us that “a teenager can only do
so much damage with his fists”?

By week’s end, a sense of panic had
crept from the 24-hr. “Terror in the Rock-
ies” broadcasts into the statehouses as
well. Some were more panicked than oth-
ers: California Governor Gray Davis spoke
of the importance of guidance counselors,
but, reflecting the differences in the men
and their states, Virginia Governor Jim
Gilmore ordered superintendents to re-
port any potentially dangerous student to
police immediately. School districts are
alarmed by the governmental consterna-
tion. Just last week, 150 calls were directed
to Russ Ebersole, who runs a small but
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Hours the typical
adolescent
spends alone today

Bt aons

7

| by school administrators is to place teach-
ers in hallways. Next come alternative
schools, which lump the troubled kids to-
gether under one (ideally sturdy) roof; and
finally, visitor registration
| The stark limits of such measures be-
came clear after Jonesboro and Springfield
and the rest, and many schools have added
paranoia to their prevention plans. All
bomb threats, at one time sifted for credi-
bility, are taken seriously at most schools.
After East Montpelier, Vt., canceled school
seven times because of bomb threats, offi-
cials instituted a new policy: classes move
outside when threats are called in, and
trucks haul in lunch and Porta Potties.
Schools everywhere are experiment-
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suddenly lucrative Bethesda, Md., firm

History |

| rent-a-cops to be a regular feature of schoo] |

that takes $500 from schools to bring 1n
Labrador retrievers that sniff out bombs
and gunpowder. Even so, after the worst
school massacre in this country’s history,
there must be something we can do. Right? |
If crime in the classroom 1s an epidem-
ic, it’s like tuberculosis—one we basically
control, with a few flare-ups every once in
a while that beat the inoculation. Overall,
school violence is not going up. Just 10 of |
every 1,000 students were the victims of
serious violent crime at school in 1996. And
while that’s 10 too many, more than twice
that number (26) were victims off campus.
After the shootings that occurred in the
1997-98 school year, many districts tight-
ened security. It's having an effect, accord-
ing to the National School Safety Center
there were 42 deaths in the 1997-98 acad-
emic year, and just nine—before last Tues-
day—this school year, which ends soon
What has increased over the past five
vears is the multiple-victim, video-game-
like rampages that led up to the Littleton |
abomination. They are the Ebola virus of
schools—horrifyingly bloody, yes, but per- |
haps so determined that we can't devise
general means to stop them. On Saturday,
authorities in Texas announced that five 14- |
year-old boys had been charged with plot-
ting a murderous assault on their junior
high school. Since Littleton, dozens of
copycat threats have popped up around
the country There are two categories of
dealing with them: first, nurture more; sec-
ond, crack down. The latter is embraced by
security experts and frightened school em-
ployees. For these folks, even zero toler-
ance is somehow too much; they want lock- J
downs and detector dogs and strapped |

 cop couldn’t do much to stop the shooters.)
Most schools blend the two approach-
es, to the extent that they can afford it
Trumbull High Schoel in tony Trumbull
Conn., can afford a lot. The school has an
armed, uniformed police officer at the en-
trance, and an 11-member team of coun-
selors watches for warning signs and d
with problem kids. There are two gu
inside, these in plainclothes; one of them,

life. (President Clinton also said the Feder- |
al Government would provide more money
for schools to hire police. For the record, J
however, Columbine High School’s armed

Fi hours children spend with
w::c?:'s'o: 7210/ :"'lmx-nlnxm:-'-p-d :
0 covering homicide, 1993-96 ‘
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John Kichinko, wears Winnie-the-Pooh ties
to keep kids at ease.

These measures put Trumbull on the
cutting edge of safety, but even there, one
gets the sense that prevention is as much a
matter of luck as of planning. Last year a
teacher happened to notice a student photo-
copying material about bombmaking. The
teacher spread the word, and kids stepped
forward to say the boy had downloaded

8 Murders a child has seen in
00 all media by the end of
y elementary school

TRUST NO ONE:
Many schools
like this one in
California
routinely use
metal
detectors to
search for
weaponry

the info from the Web and was building a
device. Police found a ready-to-detonate
bomb in his locker. He was expelled.
Across the nation, the most common
violence-prevention measures are the

cheapest—and the easiest for a couple of |
well-armed outcasts to blast past. Accord- |
ing to a study published last year in the |

journal Urban Education, the direct-
prevention plan most commonly reported

ing with security measures developed in
juvenile jails. Unmanned metal detectors—

| around which students can pass weapons—

are out, and random checks with wand de-

| tectors are in. Urged on by the President,

many schools have adopted uniforms—or
at least require tucked-in shirts, which
can’t hide pistols. Some districts have pur-
chased surveillance cameras or fancy fire

| alarms that guard against pranks

But critics complain that such measures

erase whatever fragile trust exists between

students and administrators, making it less
likely for kids to offer information about stu-
dents on the edge. (Even at touchy-feely
Trumbull, sophomore Mike Schubert notes
the dangers: “You want to keep your mouth

| shut, or you might end up dead some-

where.”) What's more, the high-tech gizmos
probably couldn’t have prevented any of the
shootings of the past two years.

Real prevention is much harder; it
means addressing the underlying causes of
violence. The boys involved in last year’s
shootings shared three traits: they were es-
tranged from family and classmates (in
some cases owing to poorly treated mental
illness); they had immersed themselves in
a violent entertainment subculture; and
they had ready access to guns.

Now, of course, we enter the uncertan
| and fraught territory of social change—the
gun debate alone is already deafening—but
| not all the social advocates are woolly-
headed. The awkwardly named group Fight
Crime: Invest in Kids counts eight cnme
survivors and more than a dozen police
| chiefs on its advisory board, including for-
mer New York City police commissioner
William Bratton. The Washington-based
group's four-point plan is touchingly well
meaning: 1) give kids something to do after
school; 2) make sure young children have

Increase in teen Increase in depression
1960s the 1950s
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access to quality child care; 3) help schools
identifv troubled kids early and provide
counseling for them; 4) prevent child abuse.

All are things that should be done in
any case. But they are just the sort of pricey
domestic programs we reward politicians
tor flaving. Consider that in the average
school district, the harried psychologist
must see 10 of his charges every day just to
see each of his students once a year. In Cal-
ifornia, 50% of the schools don’t even have
guidance counselors. It's nearly impossible
in such an environment to separate the
kids tinkering with bombs in the garage
from kids whose only offense is a love for
Manlyn Manson.

So does anything work? Sort of. Dedi-
cated mentors can make a difference, and—
though they sound hopelessly mushy—pro-
grams that help bullies deal with frustration
have been shown to reduce school violence.
Schools that try very hard to
connect to families and com-
munities can find potentially
destructive students earlier.
Not surprisingly, the districts
that have had the most success
are the ones with schools in or
near big cities, which have had
to combat violence the longest.
Five vears ago, DeKalb County
officials in Georgia were find-
ing SO many weapons on cam-
pus that they began a campaign
to alert parents.

“We spoke at churches,
community groups—and we
stressed gun responsibility,”
says Garry McGiboney, who
heads the system’s disciplinary tribunal.
“We'd tell them, ‘If you think your kids don’t
know you have a gun, you're kidding your-
self. Or if you think they don’t know where
that gun is, you're also kidding yourself.””

DeKalb officials urge kids to warn
them about troubled classmates, and a
civic group gives $100 rewards for students
who tattle on weapons violators. Coun-
selors look for bullies; dogs hunt for guns.
DeKalb has this success to report: ﬁv-e
years ago, it confiscated 76 weapons; this
year, it confiscated “only” eight.

That may be the best schools can do.
“The society outside our schools today
means the unbelievable availability f_)f
weapons and the reinforcement of the vi-
olence culture by the media,” says Jose
Garcia, principal of a Florida middle
school that had a fatal shooting in 1997.
“No principal can shut that out of a school.
Nobody can.” —With reperting by Cathy Booth/
Los Angeles, Leslie Everton Brice/Atlanta, Jodie
Morse/Trumbull, Tim Padgett/Miaml and Desa
Philadelphia/New York
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Amy Dickinson

Where Were the Parents?

Could they not notice their kids rage? Could you?

D ABOUT ERIC HARRIS AND DYLAN KLEBOLD, i :
We know even less about their parents. Bt

we do know that these two high school boys sent up flares advertising their ang

s : ither i dismissed.
and alienation, but these signs were either ignored or N ‘
Since last Tuesday, an army of experts has marched throu?fh u(:ur lli\l'mg T00ms 3
educate us on the signals our children send before they fly oft the fﬂ] s. Dﬂesfa our
child show an unusual interest in guns? Ishe a bully? Does he have violent fantasies?

Does vour child seem sad or depressed? If so, he may be in trouble, and a parent
shoulg intervene immediately. When I hear this I think: Well, duh. And I wong er: 8
Where were these kids’ parents? : ¢ 4
Maybe Eric and Dylan suffered from some organic psychoms that even th.e most.
loving and attentive parents couldn’t cure. Maybe the signs that seem so obviousts
us now, in retrospect, were well obscured in the Harris and K]‘ebo]d homgs.,
Teenagers are good at hiding their true
selves—or the selves they're trying out this
month—behind the “grandma face” they
wear when they're trotted out to see th
relatives. Behind that pleasant mask there
can be volumes of bad poetry, body pieres
ings and tattoos. .
But is it possible for parents to miss
homicidal rage? I can’t help asking: Where
were the Harrises and Klebolds w
their sons were watching Natural B
Killers over and over? Have the pa
seen that movie? Have they ever played
Doom and the other blood-soaked com-
puter games that occupied their children?
Did these “educated professionals” takea
look at the hate-filled website their kids

. . created?

SYMPATHY CARD Outside the Klebold i

home, trionds e thel boroliicas Were the Harrises aware of the pipe-
bomb factory that was in their two-c

garage? The kid down the street was aware of it, and he’s 10 years old. ;
So I wonder: Where the hell were the parents? And then, like most parents
know, I wonder: Where are the rest of us? Are we vigilant enough?
Most teenagers exist in a state of near constant mortification at the prospect
supervision by their parents. But surely a parent can risk his child’s embarrassm
and his own discomfort, to get in his or her face a little bit. Surely we can manage
love them a little louder. To find the time to read their school papers, listen to t ¢
music, watch what they watch and get to know their friends. I have a memo ryofm
mother, bless her, sitting at our dining-room table and reading the liner notes to
as a Brick the year my brother was 16 and deeply into Jethro Tull. ‘
~ Every parent knows that raising children requires bicycle helmets, Beanie Bt
bies, notebook paper, prayers, skill, the grace of God and plain dumb luck. But what
many of us don’t ever come to grips with is this: we must take resmnsfbiiity for the ;

S MUCH AS WE'VE READ AND HEARD
know very little about their family life.

SUILNIAW—ATNSYD ANYD

world our children inhabit. We make the world for th ive i ;
we ful them, they will break our hearts 10 ey We give it to them. Andit

So far, the only people assuming any kind of recogniz: esponsibili g
ty for the shootings in Colorado are some of the pmnﬂﬁhb;ﬂﬁmﬁlnrm anguish,
Michael Shoels, father of 18-year-old Isaiah, wonders aloud if there is anything ¥
might have done to get between his son and the killers. But, no, M. Shoels, it’s 19t ;
your fault. You did your job. You knew him well. Your son knew that life isn’t a vide®

game. He was in the library working on a research paper when he was killed.
Dickinson s a new Tius: contributor. She also writes a column for America Online
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A GURSE OF CLIQUES

There are good reasons to form tight-knit groups.
But in America’s high schools, they can be harsh

By ADAM COHEN
HEN THE SHOOTING FINALLY
stopped at Columbine High School,
and students ran out of their hiding
places to safety, some of the most

hulking male students had stripped off

their shirts. They weren’t posing for the
cameras. Word had spread through the
school that the “Trench Coat Mafia” was

hunting for athletes, and at Columbine a

polo shirt—and a white baseball cap—

marked the wearer as a jock

It was the first day in Columbine histo-
ry that it was dangerous to be a jock—and
that kind of humiliation may have been just
what the killers had in mind. Video games
and the easy availability of guns may have
contributed to the Littleton horror. But
what role did the ingrained cliquishness
of American high schools play? Part of the

44

story is old: the embittered outcasts against
the popular kids on campus. But what kind
of new conflagrations should we expect if
the Revenge of the Nerds can now be
played out to the firing of semiautomatics?

In the movie version of the 1950s,

schools split into two camps: the fresh- |

scrubbed kids (frats, preppies) and the
leather-clad rebels (hoods, greasers), It's
more complicated these days, Columbine’s
1,935 students look a lot alike—mostly
white, well off and primed for success, But
students have no trouble ticking off a star-
tling number of cliques—jocks, hockey kids
(a separate group), preppies, stoners, gang-
bangers (gang-member wannabes), skaters
(as in skateboarders) and, as they say,
nerds, Other high schools have variations
on these themes, California has its surfer
cliques, and Austin High School in Texas
has the hicks—or kickers—who show up at
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VIGIL: Two athletes
and their girlfriends
at a service for
Columbine victims

school in cowboy boots, big hats and over-
size belt buckles.

It's a cliché that jocks and cheerleaders
rule, butitis largely true. While others plod
through high school, they glide: their ex-
ploits celebrated in pep rallies and record-
fd in the school paper and in trophy cases.

The jocks and the cheerleaders, yes, have
the most clout,” says Blake McConnell, a
student at Sprayberry High School near At-
lanta. “They get out of punishment—even
with the police. Joe Blow has a wreck and
has been drinking, and he gets the book
thrown at him. The quarterback gets bust-
ed, and he gets a lighter sentence.”

At the other extreme are the Trench
Coat Mafias of the world—the kids on the
margins, Each school has its own brand 0
outsiders with their own names—nerds,
freaks, punks, ravers. And each group has
its own way of standing out, At Atlanta’s
Sprx{yheny, says sophomore Shawn Cot*
ter, “the outcasts are mainly people who
dress up differently, guys who wear make:
upand dress in feminine ways, people who
wear black leather and chains.”

I But high school outcasts have moved
¢yond the chess club and the audio-vist

'“_‘“ad‘ Now they are wearin g black T shirts
trench coats and hard-kicking Doc Martens:

S
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black eyeliner. “A lot of it is just a front—a
mass cry for attention,” says McConnell
“Mostly there’s nothing behind it.”

still, the worst of high school fringe
groups do seem more disturbed than in the

past. The awkward kids aren’t just smiling |
inappropriately during science-lab frog |
dissections. Some high schools have white |
supremacist cliques. Then there are groups |

like the Straight Edge, a presence at schools
like Salt Lake City’s Kearns High School

They are puritanical punkers who are anti- |
drug, anti-alcohol, and anti-tobacco—and

they are violent. If you smoke or drink in

their presence, some Straight Edgers will |

attack you with a baseball bat.

The so-called good cliques can do just
as much as the outsiders to foment trouble.
There really is a Lord of the Flies dynamic
at work among kids. Even nice kids seem
to spend a lot of time being cruel to their

less socially prominent peers. Social sci- |

ence literature is filled with the gritty de-
tails—categorized under headings like “the
spiral of rejection.” Patti and Peter Adler,

sociologists who do field research on |

cliques, found that a 17-year-old girl in one
group they observed could raise her status
by getting a boy to spend money on her and
break up with another girl for her—and
then dump him. Another clique member
told a researcher that “one of the main

things to do 1s to keep picking on unpopu- |

lar kids because it’s just fun to do.”

The dynamics between cliques are of- |

ten very raw, particularly for the groups at

the extremes of the social spectrum: jocks |
and outcasts. Even at the relatively well- |

integrated Liberty High School in Bethle-
hem, Pa., it is not unheard of for the
punks—who often sport black clothing, tat-
toos and spiky hair—to be taunted in the
hallways. “They call 'em dirty, say stuff like
‘Why don’t you bathe?” says a student.
Often it is the athletes who dish out the

abuse, Haakon Espeland, 14, switched out |

of Brooklyn’s Fort Hamilton High, where
he was one of the “freaks.” The reason he
fled: a stream of abuse, starting on his first
day at school, when “all these huge people
beat on me, basically for being there.”

Adolescents are psychologically fragile,
and mistreatment from schoolmates leaves
deep wounds. Sometimes, says Augustana
University education professor Larry Brend-
tro, “kids who feel powerless and rejected
are capable of doing horrible things.” Jason
Sanchez, 15, a student at Phoenix’s Moun-
tain Pointe High Schoal, understands why
Harris and Klebold snapped: “1f you go to
school, and people make fun of you every
day, and you don't have friends, it drives
You to insanity,”

Many are also wearing face powder and |

i el

There is probably no way to stop high
schools from breaking down into cliques
We may be hardwired for it. As early as

| preschool, researchers have found, kids be-

gin rejecting other kids. And even in kin-
dergarten, children have a good idea which
of their classmates are popular and which
are not. But schools can take the edge off the
situation through inclusiveness. “I can't re-
member ever going to a pep rally and hav-
ing the skaters show off their talents,” says
Curtis Cook, a parent at Phoenix’s Desert
Vista High School. Says New York City psy-
choanalyst Leon Hoffman: “All kids need to
belong, and if they can’t belong in a positive
way at the school, they'll find a way to belong

to a marginal group like a cult or a gang.”

The Columbine High shootings seem to
have given at least some cliques around the
country pause. At Trumbull High School in
Connecticut, the Goths have stopped wear-
ing their trademark trench coats. And stu-
dents in more mainstream cliques may be a
little more cautious about taunting stu-
dents who don't fit in—if only out of an in-
stinct for self-preservation. “I'm not going
to talk about them anymore,” says Nathalie
Kirnon, a Trumbull freshman. “They might
do it here.” —Reported by Harriet Barovick,
Desa Philadelphia and Elaine Rivera/New York,
Laura Laughlin/Phoenix, Jodie Morse/Trumbull
and David Nordan/Atfanta

We're Goths and Not Monsters

N ANY OTHER WEEK, THE DISCLAIMER ON THE DOOR OF INKUBUS HABER-
dashery, & Gothic fashion store in Miami’s Coconut Grove district, would
have seemed as out of place as the boutique itself. THE GOTHIC COMMUNITY
IN NO WAY CONDONES THE USE OF VIOLENCE, it read. WE ARE APPALLED BY

THE KILLINGS AND BY THE INFERENCE THAT THE MURDERERS BELONGED TO OUR
CULTURE. Inside, owner Malaise Graves lamented the spotlight the Littleton
killings had suddenly thrown on Goth culture. “I'm afraid this violent stereo-
typing of us is only going to get worse now,” she sighed.
g~ e . v The mtial assumption
] that Eric Harmis and Dylan
Klebold were Coths—sim-~
ply because they were black
trench coats, painted their
fingernails black and lis-
tened to Marilyn Manson
music—got real Goths ev-
ervwhere hot under the
black leather collar. “Teen-
agers tend to go after the
most powerful images they
can,” explains Seth Baker,
a Los Angeles Goth. “They
put together a lot of im-
ages.” Real Goths have noth-
ing to do with violence.
- Still, if Klebold and Har-
DEAD WRONG: Goths like Alejandro, shown in his ris were wolves in Goth’s
LA. cofin, resent being linked with the killings clothing, there was plenty to
identify with. “We romanticize the darkness of humanity,” says Peter Stover, 21,
aphotography major at Chicago’s Columbia College, who has midnight blue hair
and regulation pale skin. “We're creatures of the night.”

The cwrrent manifestation of Gothic culture began with the British punk
scene in the early '80s. Bands like Bauhaus, Siouxsie and the Banshees, and Joy
Division created the atmosphenic doom-rock sound. Ammy\mm
mm)awmmmmmamu Acolytes sometimes took an
interest academic) in subjects such as Satanism and blood drinking, which
md%mmmtwuﬂmmmﬂnm}nmom
shock rockers like Manson appropriated the image and blurred the lines—until
any ived, trench-coat-wearing teen could be considered a Goth by his
peers. By Chria Taylor, With reporting by Weady Cole/Chicago and Tim Padgett/Miami
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Are we witnessing a cultural shift that says

N ITEM NEGLECTED IN THE
rush of the week’s news: it
was revealed that Russell
Eugene Weston Jr., who
stormed the U.S. Capitol last sum-
mer, killing two police officers,
did it because he feared being
contaminated by “Black Heva,” a
blight that he considered “the
deadliest disease known to
mankind.” Black Heva (which ex-
ists only in Weston’s mind)
spreads by way of the rotting flesh
of cannibals’ victims; Weston shot
the policemen because they were
cannibals preventing him from
getting to the “ruby satellite,” a
device that is the key to halting
Heva-breeding cannibalism.

Evil on paper looks impres-
sive (one of mankind’s most im-
portant words, invested with the
dignity of mystery and theology).
But evil in actuality, when it
touches down on earth like a tor-
nado for a moment—as it did in
Weston’s visit to the Capitol, or
last week in Littleton—may have a
style so tacky, so moronic or so in-
delibly crazy that it gives off a ra-
diant tabloid weirdness. This al-
most novelistic sheen of the loony
makes the tragedies curiously
hard to evaluate. The evil effect is evident—
innocent blood everywhere; the cause, in
the case of Littleton anyway, remains ob-
scure. Evil is, after all, a mystery. The
uniqueness of individual evils owes some-
thing to chaos theory. Perhaps we should
not try to explain something like the shoot-
ings but should sit very still, and pray, and
await the arrival of clarity.

Nah. We all begin chattering at once:
American society in the late "90s is a busy
chat room set up for just this kind of
thing (Oklahoma City, O.].), with noisy
experts on tap, interrupting oneé another
from different quadrants of the screen.
We round up the usual suspects—in the
current case, our cretinous popular cul-
ture; the Internet, with its rancid cul-de-
sacs; violent movies; idiot television; vi-
cious rap; ubiquitous sex. One high
school counselor cast a wide net on
wsnpe: “Its all those things, ekcedra,
ekcedra, ekcedra.” The “ekcedra” in-
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porary insanity that in America is ren-
dered even crazier by all of the above.

But the massacre in Colorado did
raise a serious issue, yet again: gun con-
trol. Newspapers all over the world pub-
lished sanctimonious editorials about the
“American gun culture.” The National
Rifle Association went on sensitivity
alert; in a rare moment of self-effacement
it canceled the festive public events and
gun show planned around its annual
meeting, but not the meeting itself,
which by coincidence is scheduled for
this week in Denver.

The anti-gun forces took some energy
from public outrage over the shootings.
California’s assembly approved a bill de-
signed to limit handgun sales. The gun lob-
by in Colorado had been expecting to get
passage of three bills (to loosen restrictions
on concealed-weapons permits, to ban lo-
cal lawsuits against manufacturers and to
pre-empt local ordinances on firearms)
State legislators quickly withdrew two of

(:Iar{i'ty‘AboutGii?iS

gunmaker

s are to blame?

« them, and Governor Bijj o 8
promised to veto the third 58
er in April, Missouri "'Oten
feated a referendum to lift g o
stitutional ban on copes
weapons. S0 far this yegr
Mexico, Kansas and Nebe
have defeated bills that v
allow concealed weapons g
struggle goes on, state by sty
We may be witnessingthg
ginning of one of those tectt
shifts in our culture and mor
the terror haunting the guy g
dustry is the precedent of tohg
co. At some point in the Jast
ple of generations, smoky
became disreputable in Amg
can life—a sort of moral conseng
formed. If juries were to
awarding damages to cities, or!
individual gunshot victims, &
tracting millions from gun mas
facturers, or at least forcing th
to mount expensive defense
hundreds of suits, then it is pos
ble that the N.R.A. and other
fenders of the gun might aba
their cold-dead-hand absol:
and begin to compromise a
At least one Brooklyn jury I
ready issued a warning: lastF
ruary it ordered three gun
panies to pay a young gunshot v
$500,000 after finding that they b
gaged in the “negligent distribut
their product. 4
If N.RA. president Charlton B&S
had a cannier sense of public relation’
would knock himself out campaignité!
stop the sale of semiautomatic Weap
ban armor-piercing bullets and do all
sible to keep firearms away from crim#
children and psychotics. He would
imize his own case by pre-empting ¢
ideas of the other side.
1live on a farm and own four lons&%
I'learned to shoot when I was 10 ye&® 2
under the tutelage of the N.RA JtWS ™
flawless education: when I was 13,192
blew a friend’s head off, by accident¥
his father’s .38 revolver. (I W&
enough to be permitted to learn 1& "
hard way; my friend was plain gk
that I sympathize with both the 8% T
and the anti-gun culture. I do wish
culture were a lot more intelligent:

YADAS—NOLENOH LLQ

cludes adolescence itself, a form of tem-
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THE MATRIX: Keanu Reeves is hunted by
droids in virtual reality—they gotta die!

BANG, YOU'RE DEAD

THE RAGE: Carrie 2 jock Dylan Bruno
taunts poor Emily Bergl—he’s gotta die!

Revenge fantasies are proliferating in movies and
on TV. But should they be blamed for Littleton?

By RICHARD CORLISS

HE YOUNG AND THE OLDER ALWAYS EYE
one another across a gaping chasm.
Gray heads shake in perplexity, even
in a week of mourning, even over the
mildest expressions of teen taste. Fashion,
for example, Here are these nice kids from
suburban Denver, heroically documenting
the tragedy for TV, and they all seem to be-
long to the Church of Wearing Your Cap
Backward. A day later, as the teens grieve
en masse, oldsters ask, “When we werekids,
would we have worn sweats and jeans to a
memorial service for our friends?” And of
course the trench-coat killers had their own
distinctive clothing: Johnny Cash by way of
Quentin Tarantino, Should we blame the
Columbine massacre on haberdashery?

No, but many Americans want to pin the
blame for this and other agonizing splatter
fests on pop culture, Adults look at the re-
venge fantasies their kids see in the "plexes,
listen (finally) to the more extreme music,

ce over their kids' shoulders at Druid
websites and think, “Seems repulsive to me.
Maybe pop culture pulled the trigger.”

Who wouldn’t want to blame self-pro-

claimed Antichrist superstar Marilyn Man-
son? Listen to Lunchbox, and get the creeps:
“The big bully try to stick his finger in my
chest/ Try to tell me, tell me he’s the best/ But
I don’t really give a good goddamn cause/ I
got my lunchbox and I'm armed real well .. /
Next motherf gonna get my metal/ ...
Pow pow pow.” Not quite Stardust.

Sift through teen movies of the past 10
years, and you could create a hindsight game
plan for Littleton. Peruse Heathers (1989), in
which a charming sociopath engineers the
death of jocks and princesses. Study careful-
ly, as one of the Columbine murderers re-
portedly did, Natural Born Killers (1994), in
which two crazy kids cut a carnage swath
through the Southwest as the media fero-
ciously dog their trail, Sample The Basket-
ball Diaries (1995), in which druggy high
schooler Leonardo DiCaprio daydreams of
strutting into his homeroom in a long black
coat and gunning down his hated teacher
and half the kids. The Rage: Carrie 2 (now in
theaters) has jocks viciously taunting out-
siders until one girl kills herself by jumping
off the high school roof and another wreaks
righteous revenge by using her telekinetic
powers to pulverize a couple dozen kids,

4
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PAYBACK: The bad guys owe gang_ster
Mel Gibson $70,000—they gotta die!

Grownups can act out revenge fantasies
too. In Payback, Mel Gibson dishes it out
(pulls a ring out of a punk’s nose, shoots his
rival’s face off through a pillow) and takes it
(gets punched, switch-bladed, shot and, ick,
toe-hammered). The Matrix, the first 1999
film to hit $100 million at the box office, has
more kung fu than gun fu but still brandish-
es an arsenal of firepower in its tale of out-
siders against the Internet droids.

In Littleton’s wake, the culture industry
has gone cautious. cBs pulled an episode of
Promised Land because of a plot about a
shooting in front of a Denver school. The
WB has postponed a Buffy the Vampire
Slayer episode with a schoolyard-massacre
motif. Movie-studio honchos, who furiously
resist labeling some serious adult films For
ADULTS ONLY, went mum last week when
asked to comment on any connection be-
tween violent movies and violent teen be-
havior. That leaves us to explain things.

Revenge dramas are as old as Medea
(she tore her sons to pieces), as hallowed as
Hamlet (seven murders), as familiar as The
Godfather. High drama is about the conflict
between shades of good and evil, often with-
in the same person. But it’s easier to dream
up a scenario of slavering evil and imperish-
able good. This is the moral and commercial
equation of melodrama: the greater the out-
rage suffered, the greater the justification for
revenge. You grind me down at first; I grind
you up at last. This time it's personal.

Fifty years ago, movies were homoge-
nous, meant to appeal to the whole family.

et
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es, the ones that g
first weekend, are guv stuff Young
les consume violent movies, in part, for
same reason they groove to outlaw mu
sic: because their parents can't understand
it—or stand it. To kids, an R rating for vio-
a Good Housebreaking Seal of Approval.
The cultural gap, though, is not just be-
tween old and young. It is between the
haves and the self-perceived have-nots of
teen America. Recent teen films, whether
romance or horror, are really about class
wartare. In each movie, the cafeteria is like
atiny former Yugoslavia, with each cliqueits
own faction: the Serbian jocks, Bosnian bik-
ers, Kosovar rebels, ete. And the horror
mowvies are a microcosm of ethnic cleansing,
Movies may glamorize mayhem while
serving as a fantasy safety valve. A steady
diet of megaviolence may coarsen the young
psyche—but some films may instruct it.
Heathers and Natural Born Killers are crys-
tal-clear satires on psychopathy, and The
Basketball Diaries is a mordant portrait of
drug addiction. Payback is a grimly synoptic
parody of all gangster films. In three weeks,
15 million people have seen The Matrix and
not gone berserk. And Carrie 2 is a crappy
remake of a 1976 hit that led to no murders.
Flash: movies don’t kill people. Guns
kill people. “What’s more troubling,” asks
Steve Tisch, producer of Forrest Gump and
American History X, “a kid with a sawed-off
shotgun or a kid with a cassette of The Bas-
ketball Diaries? It’s not just movies. Lots of
other wires have to short before a kid goes
out and does something like this. It’s a piece
of a much bigger, more complex puzzle.”
Some images in recent films are both re-
pellent and (the tricky part) exciting. Some
song lyrics express a rage that’s not easy to
take as irony. And, yes, a movie or songor TV
show may inspire some sick twist to earn sa-
tanic stardom with a gun. But most kids
deserve the respect their parents wanted
when they were kids: to be able to consume
bits of pop culture and decide on theix_' own
whether it’s poetry, entertainment or junk.
There is a lapse in parental logic that
oes from “I don’t get it” to “It must be evil,
and from that to “It makes kids evil.” Today,
moms and dads gaze at the withdrawn souls
across the kitchen-table chasm. They see
what their kids wear; they may know wh'at
their kids see. But, in another Manson”!)’m,
they “fail to see the anguish in my eyes.” Par-
ents should try looking into their ]flds eyes.
If they do, and do more, they might even
“see the tragic/ Turnin’ into magic. —With
reporting by David E. Thigpen/New York
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Gory fantasy beckons to k
video games. It ca
1998—LONG  BEFORE THE
bine school shooting enteri
your lexicon—and you're a research;z’(r) Sr
a hate-group-monitoring §enter. A
job is to trawl the Web, surf literally o
sands of “anarchy” links and make a note .
the really nasty ones. One dziy you s‘tumthat

across a high school students website

contains a lot of hateful teen posturing ar
some plug-ins for a best-selling yloIent com-
puter game. Do you bookmark it?
The answer is no—at least, not for re-
searchers at the Simon Wiesenthal 'Center
in Los Angeles, who came across Eric Har-

IS LATE
phrase Colum

..........

GAME BOY: Eric Harris was such a fan of Doom that he

put sketches of its characters on his website

ris’ home page on America Online some
six months ago but didn’t include it on
their cp-roM directory of hate sites. “It
didn’t have explicit threats against any in-
dividual or institution,” explains the cen-
ter’s associate dean, Rabbi Abraham
Cooper. “We see very, very ominous web-
sites regularly—by the hundreds.”

A0L yanked Harris’ site within hours of
last week’s shooting, preserving its contents
for an FBI investigation. But copies were al-
ready circulating across cyberspace—along
with a few sick hoaxes—and their contents
made many folks eager to blame the Inter-
net for this tragedy. Others pointed to vio-
lent video games, particularly Doom and
Quake, Harris’ favorites. In these seminal

DUNGEON

n be play

, below

ds from websites ang
ful. But often it’s hatefu}

rks, players wander through

w}?obic (I:)orridors_ in a terrifyingly rcgzlusb@

erson perspective, hlastlpg the guts Oﬁf!a.
their enemies with a blisterip ‘"f{
weaponry. “You can actually et theay ]
Jevel on some of [these games],” nc:,tesgjlrE
[nman, a specialist in youth interveny n&ff
Cobb County, Ga. “How much pjg,q
you want to see splattered? It’s Sickening I:
gives kids a lack of respect for life.”
Even more ominous is \{vhen the
go beyond serving up generic gore ang
trafficking in fantasies of bias crimes, Ty
are video games out there that make
look like an art-hoyge fie
For example, white %
premacists can stage viry
lynchings witha game cally
Hang Leroy, clandesting
available on Klan g
Racist versions of Doom g,
exist, with a plugin thy
changes the color of
victims. “Hate is availablej
many flavors on the Inte-
net,” says Raymond Frank
lin, a Maryland police exec.
tive and publisher of the
Hate Directory. He says that
neo-Nazis could take advan-
tage of what was until re
cently a largely young white
male audience online—afer
tile recruiting ground. Rabbi
Cooper too is worried about
such groups” having “unas
sailable full-time access ©
America’s young people i
the most powerful culturd
medium ever created.” |

And yet there is no way of calculating

how much of a role was played by prop
ganda and video games in Harris and Dylal
Klebold’s killing spree. Quake and its ﬁ
may have helped desensitize a generation=
but you're blasting cyborgs, not clz ‘
and you're certainly not constructing P
bombs. Harris’ online essay on how tomaf®
these devices suggests that he made most®
his discoveries through trial and error, ™
on the Net. The computer age may be &“
ing kids a new outlet for their dark fantas
but that hardly means it is turning them !
killers. —By Chris Taylor. With repo™=.
by David Nordan/Atianta, Elaine Shan"®™
Washington and James Willwerth/Los An§ek$
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What Politicians Can tUo
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hey chose soul searching over easy fixes. But should they
& p { their language 1s drawn more Often ;

HERE ARE MOM]}

Seems a gran

NTS WHEN POLITICS
\ 11 1
d calling, but the erup

tion of evil among schoolchildren isn’t

one of them, and so a curious and al- |

together appropniate quiet settled over
American politicians in the wake of the
nightmare at Columbine High. Not ab-
solute silence, mind you—there’s only 50
much we can expect of our politicians—but
quiet: a kind of humility that suggested
thegf' knew they had come up against the
limits of their trade.

The response of Richard Gephardt was
typical. As ranking Demo-
crat in the House of Rep-
resentatives, Gephardt
felt compelled to release
a statement, but there
was about his words
something wan and atten-
uated. “Ultimately,” he
said, “the answer will not
be found in state legisla-
tures or in the halls of
Congress. The answer lies
somewhere in the hope-
lessness and the hateful
hearts of the children who
have lost their way.”
Gephardt is an activist lib-
eral, a voluptuary of gov-
ernmental solutions, so
his concession carries an
interesting significance.
You saw it from the politi-
cal right too. “There’s not
a magic wand you can :
wave,” said Gary Bauer, a conservative ac-
tivist who coincidentally launched his presi-

jential campaign the day after the Littleton

murders. Even Pat Buchanan, after firing off
2 few half-hearted rounds at the “poison of
e culture,” could offer little more
than a shake of the head. “There was some-
thing sick and wrong inside those boys,” he
said. “I don’t know how to stop it.”

As always, it was President Clinton, the
most finely tuned politician of the age and
the bully pulpit’s current occupant, who
best captured the prevailing political tone.
From global warming to lagging test scores,
from car safety seats to unmet alimony pay-
ments, the President is quick to launch a
program for any problem, no matter how
obscure, with three points or five points or
sev: etl""'"&le more points the bettzl’. And’
yes, he did urge school boards to apply for

|
|
|
|

s B "

federal grants that would put armed police |
officers in schools. But in the face of the ‘
carnage, he mostly dropped the wwnlff{r}ﬂ
and assumed the role of National (,rifff
Counselor. “It is very important to explain
to children, all over America, what has hap- |
pened,” he said, “and to reassure our OWn
children that they are safe.” If anyone
thought it odd that the governments chief
executive officer was advising parents on
what to whisper to their children as they
tucked them in at night, nobody said 0.
Under the circumstances, the President’s

THERAPIST IN CHIEF Clinton offered comfort to Virginia high schoolers last week
and advised parents on how to talk to their children about the Littleton tragedy

words seemed tasteful and well chosen.

This is something new in American
politics, but it didn’t start with Littleton. It
has been in train for many months or
maybe longer, and it crosses party lines. A
bipartisan consensus—that holy grail of
establishmentarians everywhere—has been
reached that politicians can no longer con-
cern themselves merely, even primarily,
with the workaday stuff of politics: margin-
al tax rates, crime control, defense expen-
ditures, environmental and labor laws,
the international balance of power. Our
politicians are transcending politics. They
are turning their attention, for better or
for worse, to matters of the human heart.

Consider, if you can force yourself to
do so 19 months before the election, the
current roster of presidential candidates.

When they lapse into the hortatory mode,

the 1‘)a1‘enting?

the lexicon of pop psychology thay b
traditional pr,];ﬁ(‘y In arm()uncinghjsci

| didacy, Dan Quayle said, “You knoy, .-

ough we are No. 1, we know that "“-:
Zgin;his missing. Something fUl_’tdam::::‘{:
isn’t quite there. And w?lere is theres Bi
Bradley has an answer: “For starters i
can look deeper into the soul of Amer
he said last week, “to peel back the layes
of denial and defense” that obscure gy,
tional dialogue. And Republican candig,
John Kasich too speaks frankly of “s.
the soul of Americz”

This is more tha
platitude, or, more agg,
rately, it is @ new kin 4
platitude. It Tepresensy
at once a new humil,
and a new hubris op g,
part of pols: a recogy,
tion on the one hgy
that some difficulties 2.
not susceptible to
manipulation of pubj
policy and, on the other
a determination the
they will come to
rescue anyway. With g
much going so right
the U.S.—with the e
ation of fabulous wealt,
with falling rates of &
vorce and crime
abortion—politiciansas
aching to stay in f
game. You are well &
vised not to dwell on the many contrade
tions—how it is, for example, that poli
cians who for years promised to ke
government out of our bedrooms now &
fit to invite their way into our souls. Th
have cast themselves as empaths; soul i
ing is their job.

Nearly 25 years ago, Jimmy Carter &
elected by promising to create a gove®
ment as good and decent as the Ament=
people. Our current candidates seem 0
promising the reverse: to make the Am®
can people as good and decent as the p*
ical class that tries to lead them. 1 a®
sure this is an improvement. But polits"
a market-tested enterprise, and poli
respond to the demands of their &
sumers. Their bet is that America 2
wants a Therapist in Chief. Another M’:
like Littleton, and they may be right
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