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PUBLISHER’S NOTE

At this difficult time in the American Democracy, with the central issues of voters’ rights, civil rights, gender equality, and a woman’s right to choose abortion at play in legislatures and courts across the nation, The Sager Group and Daniel Voll have considered it vital to reprint Voll’s 1999 Esquire article about the Army of God, a pro-life movement formed to protest abortion by means of extreme violence, including the assassination of physicians who perform abortions. The article was the basis for the HBO documentary, Soldiers in the Army of God, which was short-listed for an Academy Award.

This modest publication is dedicated to women everywhere, and to all the medical practitioners over the years who have placed their own lives in danger to provide help, services and comfort.



Of note: The Sager Group was founded with the help of a grant from Marvin M. Sager, M.D., an obstetrician and gynecologist who donated his vital services to Planned Parenthood for over thirty years.



Proceeds from the sales of this ebook will support Planned Parenthood and the National Latina Institute for Reproductive Justice. Please do what you can to help. It is our hope that sanity and justice prevail.

—Mike Sager
Editor & Publisher
The Sager Group LLC
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Jonathan O’Toole is nineteen years old. He is from Kansas City. For the last couple of months, he’s been sleeping, oversleeping rather, in the spare bedroom of Neal’s white-porched house on its sylvan cul-de-sac in Carrollton, Georgia. God sent Jonathan here to help Neal save the babies. But for the moment, he snoozes.

 Jonathan always knows that he’s almost awake when he feels a little morning twinge in his right arm where the Akita at the animal shelter where he worked sunk its teeth in and wouldn’t let go. For half an hour that damn dog held on, tightened its vise grip, as Jonathan punched it in the face as hard as he could. Blood was pooled everywhere, Jonathan was covered in it, and he was about passed out by the time his rescuers arrived. He could hear them whispering: My God, never seen anything like this kid’s arm. That was a year ago, and now Jonathan knows what pain is. And his pain makes him identify with the babies even more. The pain increases his grief. Jonathan thanks God for the pain. He feels it has liberated him.

 He swings his legs over the side of the bed, sits there for a second, coming to, and then he runs his fingers lightly over the twisted Frankenstein graft that is his reconstructed arm, taps the mottled skin softly to get feeling. Time to get up.

 As he pads in his plaid pajamas down the hall and around the corner into the living room, he sees the master of the house, Neal Horsley, sitting at the computer workstation in his glass-enclosed office off the dining room. “Come look at what I did,” Neal says, motioning to him, excited.

 Neal has executed some commands on his Web site, which is called The Nuremberg Files: Visualize the Abortionists on Trial. On the Web site, he collects the names, addresses, and photos of hundreds of doctors across America who perform abortions. Also supplied are pictures of the doctors’ houses and cars, license-plate numbers, names and dates of birth of their children, churches and pastors and rabbis, social-activity information, and career profiles, as in: “Has been butchering babies for sixteen years.” Neal smiles broadly and bellows, “I would not want to be in the business of aborting babies in the United States of America today!”

 Neal wears reading glasses, green sweatpants stained with paint, a red sweatshirt, and bedroom slippers. A little earlier, he had typed in ‘‘Barnett Slepian,” the name of the doctor killed last night in Buffalo by a sniper while standing in his kitchen with his wife and two young sons. He then tapped the STRIKE command on his keyboard, which drew a black line through Slepian’s name.

 When Neal tells him that an abortionist was shot in his own home, Jonathan knows what that means. Despite hundreds of bombings, acid attacks, and killings at clinics over the past two decades, never before in America has somebody killed a doctor at home. This changes everything. For Jonathan, it’s the next logical step. It’s exciting.

 Not every day you get a kill. Neal hums along with “Tangled Up in Blue” and leans back, admiring the color monitor. Animated blood flows down the screen. Big piles of fetuses and aborted body parts. Links to dozens of like-minded sites, all gathered in Neal’s Internet domain, christiangallery.com. “Good mornin’!” Neal booms, cracking Jonathan on the back. He’s in a celebrating mood. “Welcome back to the living!”

 When Jonathan showed up at Neal’s doorstep two months ago, he was so overwhelmed with grief for the babies that he felt he was on the verge of committing a violent act. He found Neal by searching for the words murder and abortion on the Internet in his parents’ basement, and now here he is. Make me an instrument of the movement, he told Neal. Put me on the front lines; reach me. Neal said fine. Gonna show this boy how to turn the Internet into a weapon. Since then, Jonathan has become a sort of aide-de-camp to Neal, processing new doctor information: receiving it from all over, confirming it, inputting it, and uploading it onto the Web site. He’s a classic good boy—apple-cheeked, real eager, real serious about his Bible, and reliable. Eats like a horse and is still growing. He was the kind kid in school, the one who befriended the retarded boy when no one else would, always identified with the underdog. Whatsoever you do to the least of my brothers that you do unto me. Jonathan’s not perfect by any means. He does have a little trouble getting out of bed. Last night, he was up late composing a love letter to Holly, a college girl from California he met on-line recently. “Dear Holly,” the letter began, “I have come to the realization that my life, and all that I am, is in God’s hands.” Some nights, he stays up maintaining the abortionist roll call, studying the faces over and over, feeling anger and pity for the butchers.

 Jonathan stares at the screen, at the former Barnett Slepian, OB/GYN. Seven other names have also been crossed out; these are the doctors, nurses, and escorts who have been killed in bombings and ambushes in the past few years. Fifteen more names are shaded gray—they have been seriously wounded. Neal reaches to the keyboard to show Jonathan something. It’s just a simple command to go from wounded to dead. Jonathan has added lots of names to this list, but this is the first positive result he’s actually gotten to participate in. Seeya, Barnett.

 This is exactly what the Scriptures promised would happen to those who sow bloodshed. “Nowhere to run,” Jonathan says, congratulating Neal. “Nowhere to hide.”


Six hours pass. Gloria Feldt, the president of Planned Parenthood, is holding a press conference, accusing Neal of inciting the murder of Dr. Slepian. She produces a copy of Neal’s list with the crossed-out name. She then says that Dr. Slepian’s name was marked out before he was killed.

 “We’ll sue her ass!” Neal tells Jonathan. “That’s slander!” But Neal has already calculated that the more people think he was involved in the murder, the more they’ll visit his Web site.

 The accusation, in truth, is the best publicity Neal could get. You can’t buy that kind of publicity. It’s very good for the movement, of course. The public has got to know, if it doesn’t already, that there will be more killings. No more pussyfooting around. But it’s also very good for Neal. He’s never dreamed of this kind of attention. “Yes, sir, we’ll sue her ass!” Neal says again, this time cackling. Neal’s cackle rings with utter delight.



Every weekday, Neal drives into Atlanta, where he works on computer databases for the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention. He doesn’t want anyone to know that, and at work he goes by his first name, Otis. So when the press calls start coming in, Neal tells Jonathan, “Just say I’m a computer programmer, nothing more.” Neal wants to maintain a real separation between his daily bread and his antiabortion activities. He’s good at what he does, and he likes his house, with its white porch and the Bradford pear trees, and he wants to keep paying the mortgage and supporting his family. He calls it paradise here.

 Dr. Slepian probably liked his family a lot, too, and wanted to support them, as did the security guard who died in Birmingham, Alabama, and the nurse who had shrapnel and nails from a pipe bomb driven into her legs and eye. But these folks were in the baby-slaughter business, and, as Neal keeps telling the reporters, this is a war, and there will be casualties.

 In the three years since he started his Web site, Neal hasn’t ever gotten television producers even to return his calls, except once when he heard from the Jerry Springer Show. Now the networks are calling, along with dozens of print and radio reporters. Tomorrow, he’ll be mentioned on the front page of the New York Times.

 Jonathan picks up the phone, which has been ringing incessantly in the two days since the killing. It’s NBC, wanting a satellite feed with Neal. How long before he can be ready?

 On Monday evening, seventy-two hours after Slepian’s murder, the names begin to come in. By e-mail and snail mail. Envelopes stuffed with photographs, addresses, and names of more abortion doctors are stacked all over the office. Sent from cities and small towns across America, they also include the names of nurses, clinic escorts, and politicians. One letter, written in long-hand, has a dozen new names and includes this postscript: “I got the nurses’ names at night from a
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