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Dedication

For Delphine,

my darling girl




Epigraph

“Immense sadness everywhere; immense power.”

—JOHN JAY CHAPMAN
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Prologue

ON SUNDAY AFTERNOON, March 28, 1993, David Koresh was in a bitter mood. Dressed in a white wifebeater and jeans, he lay on the second floor of the Branch Davidian compound, his back propped against a wall, on the phone with the FBI. They had cut off the electricity, so the dark interior of the building was lit by candles, and quite cold.

The phone line snaked out of the compound, across land where FBI snipers studied the compound windows, and connected to a phone at a temporary headquarters a few miles away. There, a team of five negotiators—primary, secondary, technical adviser; note taker; and team leader—sat in a minimally furnished room, listening and talking.

It was exactly one month into the siege at Waco, and Koresh felt the FBI was messing with his manhood. They’d invaded his home, scoffed at his Bible teachings, and rutted the land around his home with their tanks. Agents had given him the finger and even pulled down their pants to moon his followers. He was fed up.

“You boys are murderers,” he said. “You boys are killers. My country has dealt with me and people I love in a way that’s not right . . . What you’ve done about it is you’ve disrespected my personage . . . You’ve disrespected my religion.”

The primary tried to calm him. David’s mood could turn easily, the FBI had found. At times, he seemed to want to befriend the negotiators, guys mostly in their thirties and forties. In his drawling voice, he even told them he loved them. David had an old-boy charm about him that could work on your mind. He wished he could meet up one day with the FBI agents, he said, have a beer or two. Maybe they’d ride their motorcycles around Lake Waco.

There were times when their talks seemed more like therapy than negotiations. David’s mind roamed back to his childhood in the small towns of North Texas, his family life, schooldays. He talked about what things might have been like if he’d done something differently here or there. Maybe he could have been a true-blue American hero, like the FBI’s own Eliot Ness.

DAVID: “If the president of the United States had come to me one day and says, you know, ‘Mr. Howell, I want you to work with the United States of America, you’ve been a good citizen. I’ve seen your report cards . . . You’ve been a good citizen and I want you to work on a tactical force with the FBI and I want you to help deal with, with bad guys and everything and I’d like to give you this position . . .’”

Across the staticky phone line, his voice was warm.

“I would have been so honored and so proud . . . ,” he went on, “that somebody would have overlooked my apparent bad English and bad history. You know what I mean?”

It was moving, in a way. The negotiators knew that David lied about things and made up stories about himself, but there were times when he seemed to lose his defenses and then he was remarkably human.

The negotiators encouraged him. Who knows, they said, you might beat the charges. Stranger things have happened. Just come on out, David, and you’ll see your life isn’t over. More than thirty Davidians and their children had left the compound during the siege, with the last departing five days before. Loud music blared day and night, high-powered spotlights lit up the building’s façade, and the engines of Bradley vehicles growled and rumbled through the night.

Inevitably, the conversation would turn. Sometimes, the old memories called back old resentments. “Let me explain something to you,” David railed one night. “You are taking me as a fool.”

“Absolutely untrue,” the negotiator replied. But David went on in the same vein. He was certain the agents were lying to him. They were like IBM computers, each repeating the same words from the same script in remarkably similar voices. Inhuman men. David hinted that he’d dealt with a long line of older dudes just like them that stretched back to his infancy. It was as if the voices of all the hard-asses that had tried to whip him into submission for three decades had been put on a tape that was being played back to him on a loop, over and over and over again.

“You know, you’re gonna be punished,” he said to the agent. “Your reasoning, your controlled oration, you know, your . . . unconcernment for the situation. You’re a cold heart. You’re just a freezer, you know what I’m saying? Like I said, you know, you remind me of, like my dad, my stepdad . . .”

“You didn’t say he was such a bad guy, though,” the negotiator replied.

“Oh, I told you,” David said. “I said we never really knew him . . . Oh, yeah, he was bad. He was a gangster.”




Part I

Child of the Lone Star
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Bonnie

EARLY IN THE morning of August 17, 1959, Bonnie Clark got out of bed and hurried down to the bathroom of her parents’ house in Houston. Her stomach was giving her trouble.

She was just fourteen years old and nine months pregnant, her swollen belly on her slim frame noticeable enough to draw stares on the street. A pregnant teenager was still a topic of gossip in small-town Texas in the late fifties. Throughout her pregnancy, Bonnie had felt the judging eyes of others.

That night, the pain wouldn’t let up. Bonnie went back and forth between her bed and the bathroom. Her mother called out to her from her bedroom.

“Let me see what’s wrong,” she said.

Bonnie told her it was just a stomachache.

Her mother spoke from the dark room. “You’re going to have that baby.”

The two of them tried to wake Bonnie’s daddy, Vernon, to drive them to the hospital, but he was half-drunk from the night before and didn’t want to go. Finally, they dragged him outside to the truck and got on the road to the hospital.

It might have been Vernon Clark’s hangover that made him reluctant to leave his bed, but it might have been the baby, too. Bonnie’s family had been deeply hurt when she turned up pregnant. An already fractious relationship with her father had turned to acid.

For as long as she’d been alive, Bonnie’s father had been a menacing presence in her life. The family never learned the origins of Clark’s rage, but they had their suspicions. He’d endured a rough childhood. His father had passed away when he was eight, and his mother had taken up with a series of boyfriends, none of which seemed to have made any emotional connection with the young boy.

Clark had made it through high school and, in the wake of Pearl Harbor, joined the Army. After the war, he married Erline, who came from a more well-off family than his own, then led his growing clan through years of wandering East Texas in search of better prospects. He tried his hand at different jobs that rarely lasted long and sent the family shuffling through a series of rented houses all across the state—Atascosa, Houston, Little Elm.

Clark even tried farming. But he battled stiff headwinds as he tried to make a living for his family, which would eventually grow to seven children. In 1949, when Bonnie was just four, a severe drought struck Texas, cutting the amount of rainfall the state received by as much as half. Rivers dried up, topsoil turned to dust, and crop yields plummeted. Fifty percent of the state’s farming industry was wiped out, with a ripple effect on the remainder of the economy. Clark struggled to find stable financial footing.

There was, though, always money for alcohol. Over the years Clark turned into a snake-mean blackout drunk who beat Erline and tormented his children. Bonnie’s brother Gary ran away when he was twelve, on account of her father whipping on him. Another son joined the Navy at fifteen. For the Clark kids, home was nothing to brag on.

Clark finally did eventually find a decent job—as a carpenter who framed houses—and stuck on that. But they never had any real money. Later on, the Clarks were able to afford a car, but when Bonnie was young, if you wanted to get somewhere, you walked.

For her schooling, Bonnie’s parents sent her to a Seventh-day Adventist school in Houston. Both her parents were devoted followers of the church. The Clarks were too poor to pay the tuition, so when lunchtime came, Bonnie had to work in the kitchen, cutting potatoes and doing scut work. After school, she turned into a janitor and cleaned the bathrooms, scrubbing the toilets and replacing the toilet paper. It didn’t do much for her self-image.

Bonnie was shy at school and found it hard to make friends. She had red hair that made her feel weird. “What is wrong with me?” she thought to herself. Even her name, Bonnie Sue, seemed to stick in her mouth when she said it.

At school, Bonnie learned about God, the multiplication tables, the correct Sabbath day—Saturday, not Sunday—and about sex. Namely, that it was bad. The Seventh-day Adventists were a socially conservative church, and that was especially true when it came to relations between men and women. Its pastors had long taught that people have a finite amount of “vital force,” given to them by God, and that discharging fluids during sex depletes that force. This attitude had withered somewhat by the 1950s, but premarital sex was still considered shameful and wrong.

By the time Bonnie reached her teenage years, she’d overcome her bashfulness. Rebelling against her parents’ strict Adventist mores, she grew wild. Her parents tried to keep her home, but Bonnie wanted to wear makeup, meet boys, party, and live her life. If they grounded her, she’d just run away.

When she was thirteen, she met Bobby Wayne Howell. He was eighteen and almost as hot-blooded as she was. Bobby drove fast and did what he wanted. Bonnie thought he was a catch.

One day, Bobby drove her to school in his pickup. Just as she was getting ready to open the door, he leaned over and kissed her right on the mouth. And who spotted him doing it but the school principal. He marched Bonnie into his office and expelled her on the spot. Low morals and all.

Much to her parent’s chagrin, Bonnie was forced to enroll in public school. But that didn’t turn her off Bobby. A relationship—tumultuous and marked by frequent blowups—began.

When she reached eighth grade, Bonnie asked her mother and father if she could marry Bobby. In Texas, there was no minimum age when it came to marriage; if a judge approved, a child of any age could wed. But the Clarks said no. A thirteen-year-old bride might be technically legal, and it wasn’t that uncommon in their part of East Texas, especially in poor and working-class families. But her Adventist parents, spurred on by their faith, wanted no part of it.

A few months later, Bonnie was pregnant.

Vernon and Erline were distraught. The Clarks might be rednecks, but a pregnant young girl was a blot on the family name. Unwed mothers, especially teens, were regarded as “morally corrupt” in Texas in the 1950s. Often, they were forced to leave school and hide away with aunts or uncles in other states until they had their babies. Later, Texas introduced a “homebound” program where teachers visited young mothers in their houses, so they didn’t have to appear in public.

Another option was institutions for wayward girls. There, the young mothers’ mail was opened and censored, visits were forbidden, and the girls were forced to wear fake wedding rings when they ventured outside. Psychologists of that era even theorized that unwed moms were not only sinful, but unable to raise a well-adjusted child.

Abortion, if Bonnie considered it, was risky. The procedure was illegal in Texas—as it remains today, the moment a fetal heartbeat is detected—and doctors who performed it could go to prison for two to five years. The Adventists were strongly against it, too. Even today, the church considers abortion “out of harmony with God’s plan for human life.”

Bonnie very much wanted to marry Bobby and dodge the stigma she knew would fall on herself and her family. The couple talked about it, but as Bonnie’s belly grew, the ceremony never happened. Bobby’s version of things went like this: He and Bonnie went to have their blood tests, which many states had mandated since the 1930s in order to fight syphilis and other STDs. They got those done and headed to the clerk to get a marriage license. But Bonnie hadn’t brought her birth certificate, and you needed one to obtain a license. Her parents didn’t have a copy, so Bonnie sent away for one.

While they were waiting, Bonnie’s friend told her about this nightclub in downtown Houston and they went one night without Bobby. They were there until nearly the break of dawn. When Bonnie got home, Bobby was waiting for her, spitting mad. They got into it right there on the sidewalk. It was a bad fight, and they both said things that wounded the other. The marriage was called off.

Bonnie told it differently. In her version, the couple did get the marriage license and even set a date for the wedding. But on the day of, Bobby got cold feet and left her at the altar. Bonnie could have written a whole diary on the bad influences of men in her life, and Bobby would have been Exhibit #2, after her dad. Bobby even had a girlfriend the whole time she was pregnant, one he would marry soon after Bonnie gave birth.

Bonnie dropped out of school and waited out her term at home. As she grew more visibly pregnant, her shame was there for everyone to see. Bobby never even came to the hospital.

On August 17, at 8:49 a.m., Bonnie had the baby. The nurses laid the infant on her lap while they got ready to cut the cord. He was crying and making a fuss. Bonnie looked at the squirming little boy and realized that she, Bonnie Sue Clark, had a child now. It was a big, warm feeling; she felt close to the little thing, and hopeful for better things to come.

Bonnie decided to christen the baby Vernon Wayne Howell. The first name came from his grandfather, who had never come to terms with Bonnie having a child. The middle and last name came from Bobby, who would play almost no part in his life. It was an inauspicious start.
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Vernon

LATER IN LIFE, Vernon would tell people he was always able to sense the circumstances of his birth. Somehow, he said, he knew he wasn’t the product of a love match. A hothead named Bobby Howell got a rod for Bonnie Clark and she was ready and willing. Like two animals mating. For many years, Vernon felt that lack of love like a cold spot in his chest.

Soon after the delivery, Bonnie left Vernon with her mom, Erline, in Little Elm while she went out looking for a job, visiting her young son when she had time. She worked at a nursing home, then moved on to waitressing at a Howard Johnson restaurant.

From birth until he was about two, Vernon shuttled between his two grandmothers’ houses while Bonnie worked to support him. Bobby and his family took care of the baby when they could. Though he and Bonnie still weren’t getting along, Bobby at least attempted to do his part.

Erline was quiet-spoken and kindly. She lavished love on the boy, and he responded in kind. As he grew, Vernon came to think of Erline as his mother, and Bonnie as his aunt. He even called Erline “Mama.” No one told Vernon the truth or bothered to explain who was who in his life.

But Bonnie’s dad continued to hate the very idea of the boy. When he saw Vernon, he called him “that little bastard.” He never accepted the boy at all. Perhaps Bonnie had named Vernon out of simple tradition. But if she’d done it in the hope it would reconcile her father to the baby, or engender a stray spark of affection, she was mistaken. Having this fatherless child carry his name only seemed to increase Clark’s enmity toward the boy. For him, Bonnie’s shame covered Vernon’s face like a veil.

The Clarks’ house in Little Elm sat on four acres. There wasn’t much to the town, just a gas station and a bunch of blue-collar people scraping by. The national economy was booming in the early sixties, and oil-rich Texas was urbanizing and growing richer along with it. But little of the money seemed to seep into the corner of East Texas where the Clarks lived.

Erline kept house, while her husband worked and drank. The elder Vernon was tetchy enough when he was sober but once he had a gutful of whiskey, he lashed out. He beat Erline with his fists, leaving bruises and other wounds on her face and body. He whipped his kids until they cowered in front of him. Vernon got his share, too.

Vernon Clark’s rages seemed to shake the walls of their humble frame house. They tinged Vernon’s earliest memories with anxiety. As much as he loved Erline, he lived in fear of his grandfather, the primary male figure in his life.

Later on, Vernon would tell his followers that he stuttered as a boy. Bonnie and the others remembered the opposite. If they went camping and were sitting around the fire, it was Vernon who would start telling stories about ghosts and haunted woods and the rest of it.

But, looking back, Vernon swore that he had a stammer. Maybe he felt he couldn’t really say what he thought, or he felt throttled by the heavy mood inside the Little Elm house, and this stayed in his memory as a speech impediment. It was as if he had to keep quiet, to conceal parts of himself in order to survive.

Once Vernon was old enough to walk, he liked zigzagging around his mother’s house at supersonic speed. The boy was hyper; his family began calling him Sputnik, after the Soviet satellite, because he wouldn’t stop moving. Once, he put a water hose in the gas tank of the family car and filled it up. He was trying to be helpful, but at times it was like he tried too hard to please.

Erline enrolled Vernon in Seventh-day Adventist Sabbath school when he was four or five. He was excited to go.

The SDA church had originated in upstate New York in the 1840s, where William Miller, a Baptist lay preacher, began an intensive reading of the Bible with the sense that deep prophecies were hidden within its words. He focused on the Book of Revelation and its tales of the End Times.

Miller preached that once the Antichrist arrived on earth, the drama of the last days would begin. Pestilence, anarchy, war. Then Jesus would come to establish New Jerusalem and reign over his kingdom. His followers would rise into heaven and begin their eternal lives.

Miller finally settled on a date for the Second Coming: October 22, 1844. He called his followers to await the messiah’s arrival. Thousands of Americans sold their homes and belongings, sure that they would soon be fighting as soldiers in Christ’s army. But when the day arrived, nothing happened. Miller’s followers sobbed, tore their hair out, and returned in despair to their shattered lives.

Out of the shards of the Great Disappointment, as Miller’s fiasco was named, several churches arose. One was the Seventh-day Adventists. The church was still focused on Jesus’s return, though, stung by the memory of Miller’s prophecies, its founders never set a date for the Second Coming.

The church taught things that you’d find in other Protestant congregations: the Trinity, the need for salvation, the supreme authority of the Bible. But it also believed in things that went against the Christian mainstream. It taught that the true Sabbath was Saturday, not Sunday. And it promoted the teachings of its great prophet, Ellen White, as being the products of divine visions. White served as a conduit for God to correct mistakes in Christian doctrines and to assure the faithful of the essential truth of their beliefs. She interpreted the Scripture’s more obscure symbols and showed how different passages in the Bible chimed with one another, revealing deeper truths. Like Joseph Smith of the Mormons, another sect that was rising in the mid-nineteenth century, White pioneered a new, American-born faith.

The Adventists believed that men and women were judged by their creator while still alive, not after death. And it stressed a proper diet, a Kosher one inherited from Judaism. (Adventists believed that they, not the Jews, were the true chosen people.)

The SDA was a church steeped in prophecy. It believed that one day the earth would be scraped clean with fire and the righteous would march with Jesus. It was all there in the Book of Revelation.

Vernon soaked in these teachings every Saturday when Erline took him to church, and then again in Sabbath school. After his first day there, he came home brimming with excitement. “I’ll never forget,” he told Bonnie. “I remember the room and walking up the stairs.” They called the room “cradle row.” It was a kindergarten. “Oh! That room was so pretty . . . It had flowers in it and all kinds of toys. It was just beautiful.”

At home, Vernon considered himself a real country boy. He loved to take his dog, his bike, and his fishing rod and pedal like crazy to a nearby pond. Fishing offered an escape from his grandfather’s fury. As did shooting. There were always guns around the Clark home. Vernon had an old Marlin .22, and a single-shot 410 shotgun. He’d go out and hunt quail with one or the other.

When he wasn’t out roaming the woods, Vernon loved to watch TV. He was lucky in this regard; many SDA families forbid televisions in their homes, as the church frowned upon secular entertainment. But Erline and her husband had a thirteen-inch black-and-white set that got the three main channels.

Westerns ruled the airwaves. Wagon Train, Daniel Boone, Gunsmoke—the number one show in America the year Vernon was born—and other cowboy stories were all the rage. Every night of the week featured a different show, each with a theme woven into the story: good vs. evil, law vs. anarchy. Reruns of The Rifleman, starring Chuck Connors as a New Mexico rancher battling villains along with his son, were a favorite in the Clark home.

Vernon drank in the stories of cowboys on long cattle drives, women in prairie skirts and gingham dresses trying to bring a small touch of civilization to a frontier town, preachers comforting broken souls, sheriffs hunting for black-hatted vigilantes. There was one image he saw again and again on those nights in front of the black-and-white TV. A lone man racing across a raw, empty landscape on horseback. He was often headed toward some confrontation, or a new prospect in the next town, his rifle jostling in its holster.

It was a big country; the shows told their audience. If you could make it to the next settlement, you could reinvent yourself. Though it was true, according to many of the Westerns, that your past always followed you no matter where you went.

When Vernon was around two, Bonnie met a guy named Joe Golden, an ex-con, and with her usual rashness she decided to accept his offer of marriage. Once she’d established herself in her new home, Bonnie went to pick up Vernon from her parents’ house. Vernon didn’t want to stay with Bonnie and Joe. Their home lacked the warmth that Erline had been able to provide at Little Elm. If Joe and Vernon Clark were equals in their hatred of him, Erline had at least been able to provide a loving refuge that Bonnie couldn’t match.

It didn’t take Bonnie long to realize she’d made a mistake with Joe Golden. Once she was living with him, he started flying off the handle. He liked to beat on women, just like her father. And he had plenty to spare for Vernon, too. He’d take the boy and whip him so hard that his butt would look like a bruised plum.

One time, Vernon was playing with a toy truck. It rolled across the floor and trundled onto a heating grate set into the floor. The hot metal began to melt the wheels.

Joe spotted the truck. What ran through his mind was anyone’s guess. Perhaps he saw an ungrateful stepson being careless with his things, or maybe his free-floating rage just landed on Vernon at that particular moment on that particular day. Either way, he went apeshit.

Joe grabbed Vernon and got him down on the grate, singeing his knees against the hot metal. Vernon screamed but Joe didn’t let up. The scars were there for the rest of Vernon’s life.

It was a pattern. All the women in Vernon’s life—his grandmothers, Bonnie, her friends—fell in love with Vernon the first time they saw him. Vernon had golden hair and dimples. He was smart as a whip and he could talk a blue streak. Whatever Bonnie asked him to do, he did it. He wanted to please her, to please everyone.

He was cute as a button and sweet to go along with it. And he had his manners, too. The use of yes, sir and no, ma’am were drilled into him, as they were with most Texas children. But the men in Vernon’s life took one look at Vernon and wanted nothing to do with him. First his grandfather, and then his stepfather, but there would be many others. It was as if he gave off a noxious chemical that only the male of the species could smell.

Bonnie’s marriage with Joe lasted a year before he got sent back to prison on a parole violation. Before he left, he told a guy he knew named Danny to keep an eye on his wife while he was doing his time. Bonnie didn’t appreciate the gesture. She wasn’t a rental house to be watched over. She filed for divorce, left Vernon with her mom, and headed to Dallas for yet another fresh start.

One thing you could say about the Clarks, about their particular class of people, descendants of the famously contentious Scotch-Irish settlers who swarmed into Texas in the nineteenth century, was that they didn’t let divorce or bankruptcy or even a policeman standing in their living room asking about certain matters or anything that reeked of middle-class shame hold them down too long. You might call them rednecks, but you weren’t going to bully them into anything.
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Dallas

BONNIE WAS WORKING in Dallas when she met an ex-merchant Marine named Roy Haldeman. Roy was cut from the same cloth as Bobby and her dad: blue collar, drinker, rough and ready. A “macho man,” Erline said after meeting him, “country-type Texan.” Whether that was what Bonnie liked or whether that was all that North Texas was producing in the mid-1960s was a question that never got answered.

She met Roy in a bar that he owned, Jade Lounge. She went there to meet a friend and Roy’s partner spotted her. “We’ve got a pretty little girl here who just came in,” the partner told Roy over the phone.

“Well, put her to work,” Roy said.

Bonnie picked up some shifts waitressing at the lounge, and she and Roy became friendly. Danny, the guy her ex-husband had gotten to watch over her, came into the lounge one night and tried to take her away with him. Roy told Danny to leave, then took Bonnie to another place. Danny followed. Roy opened a window in the back of the club and lifted Bonnie through it, then went around and picked her up in his car.

She thought, my knight in shining armor. Roy was a big, handsome dude and she loved big, handsome dudes. Soon they were hanging out.

Roy proposed marriage and Bonnie accepted. Roy was thirty-four and Bonnie was eighteen when they got married. The couple decided to move to Dallas and to take four-year-old Vernon with them. Bonnie went to her mother’s house to pick Vernon up.

The boy was stunned. He’d had no idea that Bonnie was his real mother and Erline a kind of imposter. “Don’t take me from my mama,” he cried. “I don’t want you to be my mama!” He wailed as Bonnie walked him out to the car.

Bonnie had neither the time nor the inclination to explain in a soft voice what was happening to Vernon. She just grabbed him and left. Later, she wondered, with some guilt, if Vernon ever got over the shock of it.

When she left for Dallas, Bonnie neglected to tell Bobby. She wasn’t speaking much with him at the time. Bobby had no idea where she or Vernon had got to. Hoping to find out where his boy was living, Bobby went to Bonnie’s brother’s house in Houston. He rang the doorbell. The brother came out and gave him a message: “If you ever come back here,” he said, “I’ll shoot you.”

That was enough for Bobby. He didn’t try to track Bonnie down, and he lost touch with Vernon.

Bonnie and Roy found a place out in Richardson, north of Dallas. They moved into a green stucco house with a big barn attached, and a long white gravel driveway that led out to the main road. Vernon made the move with them. Soon after the move, Bonnie enrolled Vernon in first grade. A new baby arrived. His name was Roger, Vernon’s little half brother.

Dallas was big and modern, but beneath the long shadows of the bank towers and the bright neon-red Pegasus that rotated atop the Magnolia Building, the city fed on Texas groundwater. “It was the state’s feverish headquarters of anti-Communism,” the historian Stephen Harrigan wrote, “anti-Catholicism, anti-Semitism, anti-fluoride, anti-federal overreach, anti-school milk programs, prosegregation activism, and pro-American militancy.”

The metropolis was a mecca for hard-right conspiracists who vied to outdo one another in their prophecies. When one proclaimed that even President Dwight Eisenhower was “a conscious, dedicated agent of the Communist conspiracy,” it was nothing out of the ordinary. The city’s mood in the mid-sixties was increasingly wild-eyed, with ex-generals, millionaire oilmen, religious leaders, and congressmen gathering in the city’s oak-paneled conference rooms to talk about how America was being led into ruin and how it might possibly be saved.

You could hear these men—they always seemed to be men—on shows beamed out from Dallas radio towers. The conservative program Life Lines was especially popular. Ten million Americans tuned in to AM 1090 at 6:15 p.m. every night to hear it. “The American founding fathers knew . . . ,” the show’s founder, Texas oil tycoon H. L. Hunt, once said, “that a democracy is the most evil kind of government possible . . . the handiwork of the devil himself . . .”

The common thread among the theories was that the federal government was in league with darkness. America’s politicians wanted to destroy the republic and deliver its citizens to Satan.

Vernon likely heard these ideas early and often. If he tuned in to the radio while driving home from school with Bonnie, or if he glanced at the ultraconservative Dallas Morning News, or if he listened to his older relatives and family friends arguing at family gatherings, he would have grown familiar with these theories, expressed with almost violent conviction. In Dallas, paranoia was in the air. Plenty of white working-class Texans felt that Satanic powers had the country under their sway.

Grandma Erline and her family came to visit Vernon at his new home. When he saw their car pull up, he cried out in happiness. He and Erline’s kids, Sharon and Kenneth—Vernon’s aunt and uncle, both younger than him—ran off to play and were gone the whole day.

When evening came and it was time to leave, Sharon jumped into the back seat of their car and turned and looked out the window as the family got in. Vernon ran to his bike and came whipping up the gravel driveway, pushing the pedals for all he was worth.

His grandfather pressed the accelerator and Vernon grew smaller and smaller in the back window. As the car rolled off, he called out, “Take me with you, take me with you!” But the car didn’t stop. This happened every time they visited Bonnie and Roy.

There were other outbursts. One time he visited Erline’s and he and Sharon were out in back. He put some baby chicks in a little hollow underneath a board, then he got on top and started jumping on the board, up and down. When he was done, the chicks were dead. Sharon went and told on him, and Vernon was furious.

Perhaps Vernon thought he was too light to hurt the chicks. Or perhaps he was venting the terrible anger he felt at being taken away from his rightful home, the only one where, despite everything, he felt loved.

Vernon attended the local public schools in Richardson. From the beginning, going to class was a chore. The first big stumbling block was reading. Vernon couldn’t do it. Other kids in his class were plowing through When We Were Very Young and The Tales of Peter Rabbit, but Vernon would pick up a book and the words would swim in front of his eyes. It was the same with the letters of the alphabet. He just couldn’t see what everyone else saw.

Bonnie took him for tests and Vernon was diagnosed with a language disability, which caused problems with his reading comprehension. You would think having a name for it would make it better for Vernon, but it didn’t. In class, unable to follow along in the books or with the writing on the chalkboard, his mind drifted. He found himself looking out the window, over the hedges. “What kind of bird is that?” he thought. “What kind of bee is that?”

Sometimes, when Vernon was young, Roy would take pity on him and try to teach him the alphabet. He’d go through it real slow: “A, B, C, D.” Then it would be Vernon’s turn.

Vernon couldn’t master the first part at all. The only section he could count on getting right was “L, M, N, O, P.” And that was only because he’d developed a little trick. When he came to that part, he thought of the word “minnow,” because he loved fishing. So he’d say “L, Minnow, P.” If he said it fast enough, it sounded like the real thing and Roy wouldn’t notice and he wouldn’t get angry.

One part of his brain that did work was his memory. If he watched someone fix an engine, he’d remember how to do it. The same thing happened when he looked at, say, a picture of a motorbike. Once he scanned it, he could close his eyes and re-create the thing in his mind down to the last screw. But you’d much rather be able to read and write than to remember some old picture.

When Vernon showed up at school for third grade, he was in a small class, just a handful of other kids. The teachers were nice. “Well now, class, you’re special students and we have more teachers to be able to help you,” one of them said. Vernon thought that was just great.

When it was time for recess, he and the others went zooming out into the schoolyard, making a beeline for the swings. The other kids in the schoolyard saw them and started laughing: “Here come the retards!” they shouted.

Vernon stopped dead. He hadn’t realized he was in a class with “the specials.” It was like his world had gone dark.

He staggered through the day. After school, Bonnie came to get him, her car idling at the curb. He walked toward it and got in. As soon as the door closed, he burst into sobs. “I’m in retarded class,” he said.

Bonnie tried her best. “You’re not in retarded class,” she said. “You just have a learning disability.” But that was just sugarcoating it.

The school bullies homed in on Vernon almost from day one. Not only was he in the slow class, but he was shy. The large, metal-rimmed glasses he began wearing to correct his vision didn’t help, either.

Whenever he’d try to play basketball or climb on the swings in the schoolyard, the kids would gather around him. They chanted “Retard, retard,” or “Four eyes.” After third grade, they switched to “Mr. Retardo,” which stuck for years.

Vernon worked hard to get decent grades, but the learning disability messed everything up. One class he excelled in, however, was civics. It was the only period he did well in, earning an A+.

He loved everything about civics. He loved saluting the flag and reciting the Pledge of Allegiance. He loved learning about being a good citizen and how Congress worked and all that. In his heart, he knew he was the truest, bluest American there was. Something in him yearned to be part of something bigger than himself, something glorious on its own terms.

In fourth grade, when Vernon was nine or ten, he took the required class on Texas history (with another coming in seventh grade). There he learned about the Anglos who’d settled the territory in the 1800s, many of them Scotch-Irish men and women famous for their individualism and irascible, feuding natures.

Vernon didn’t know much about his family’s past. Bonnie did talk about how her mother came from an English clan called the Tillmans, who had money. Her father’s people were Scotch-Irish, originally from Kentucky, rough-and-ready men who wore guns and drank harder than they should have. Folks Bonnie’s generation might call hillbillies. But that’s about all she knew. Of the Howell side of his family, Vernon was told almost nothing.

Texas history provided him with a myth of who his people were. One of the textbooks used during those years, The Texas Story, described the Anglos who arrived in the territory: “Careless and prejudiced writers have pictured early Texas as a paradise for murderers, thieves, embezzlers, ruffians, gamblers and other undesirables,” the author wrote. “These statements are not based in fact.” The Anglos who came to settle the territory were in fact good people, “able, aggressive and friendly.” Among the settlers, there was an emphasis on toughness and self-reliance, producing “men with the bark on,” who were left alone to live their lives as they saw fit, unless they violated the community’s moral code.

The centerpiece of Texas history as Vernon learned it was the 1836 siege of the Alamo. His textbooks spent page after page detailing the blood-stirring, fight-to-the-death exploits of Stephen Austin, Davy Crockett, and their band of outnumbered Anglos. The famous letter William B. Travis sent from the fort, according to The Texas Story, was “the most heroic document in American history.” It quoted the letter in full.

“I am besieged, by a thousand or more of the Mexicans under Santa Anna,” Travis wrote. “I have sustained a continual Bombardment & cannonade for 24 hours & have not lost a man . . . The enemy has demanded a surrender at discretion, otherwise, the garrison are to be put to the sword . . . I have answered the demand with a cannon shot, & our flag still waves proudly from the walls—I shall never surrender or retreat . . .

“P.S. The Lord is on our side . . .”

Much of what Vernon and his classmates were taught was wrong. The Texans didn’t fight to the last man, Davy Crockett surrendered to the Mexicans and was executed, and no one drew a line in the sand and asked volunteers to step over it. But the Heroic Anglo Narrative, as it was known, went largely unchallenged when Vernon was in school.

He must have thrilled to the stories, as most Texas children did. The Alamo, the 1960 John Wayne movie about the siege, played regularly on his family’s thirteen-inch black-and-white TV. It’s highly likely Vernon went on a school field trip to the sacred “shrine,” where a plaque warned visitors, Be silent, friend. Here heroes died to blaze a trail for other men. And he probably acted in a school play about the siege, as many Texan schoolkids do to this day. At the very least, he sat in the audience and watched.

The Alamo was the narrative of who Texans were. Vernon marinated in it for most of his childhood.

At school, he had few friends to play along with his heroic fantasies. Vernon was a loner. But he did have at least one admirer watching him from afar. Teresa Beem was a second grader when Vernon was in fifth.

“I just fell madly in love with him,” Teresa said. “He had such a cute face and this gorgeous, curly hair. And I just remember he was very quiet, but he smiled at you.” Vernon made a point of being kind to Teresa. He liked to feel he was a protector, someone who treated little kids the way he never was.

It made Teresa wonder just how lonely he was. “He wasn’t one of the cool kids,” she remembered. “He seemed vulnerable, you know. He was alone a lot.”

As his isolation deepened, music became a refuge. Vernon grew up to the sounds of sixties pop and country and western on the family radio, Ray Charles singing “I Can’t Stop Loving You” and Little Eva doing “The Loco-Motion.” When he wasn’t plunked in front of the TV watching Westerns, Vernon tuned in to the country variety show Hee Haw and especially The Buck Owens Show, a nationally syndicated half-hour variety show that featured the latest hit musicians. Vernon was entranced. One day, he wanted to be Elvis, the next Johnny Cash.

When he was about eight or nine, Vernon started begging his parents for a guitar. Bonnie finally gave in and got him a box model with six strings. There wasn’t any money for lessons, so Vernon learned to play without it ever being tuned. He didn’t even know what “tuned” was.

By the time he reached sixth grade, Vernon could play a few songs. That year, his class had a weekly show-and-tell for music, for the students to bring a musical instrument or a favorite album and play it for the class. Vernon was excited to showcase his newfound abilities. He started bragging on himself at school. “Wait till you hear me play,” he told his classmates. It made him feel good to be ahead of the other kids at this one thing.

When the day came, Vernon arrived at school with his guitar case. He had a friend, Brent Christiansen, who also played. Brent heard Vernon practicing before the show-and-tell and said, “That guitar’s out of tune, let me fix it for you.” Vernon handed it over and Brent started turning the keys, bending his head to listen.

The time came and Vernon got up in front of the class. But when he hit the strings with his fingertips, the guitar let out this weird sound. Vernon looked down at his hands, not understanding. He hit the strings again, and the same garbled notes drifted out into the classroom.

He could feel himself starting to panic. What is wrong with this thing, he thought. He could hear kids snickering.

Brent had tuned the guitar but now Vernon didn’t know how to play it. His big moment had come and it was a bust. He went home that day feeling like a liar and an idiot.

Vernon didn’t abandon the guitar; he loved music too much. But the incident was a blow to him. It seemed to him there was nothing in his life that he could count on all the way, except maybe for Jesus.

When Vernon was about nine, Bonnie found religion again after falling off for a few years. Now she started reading the Bible and going to church, taking Vernon with her.

Vernon loved the Bible. They had a radio in the house and Bonnie would tune it to one of the preachers that were all over the dial. Vernon would get in bed with the radio still playing and fall asleep to the sound of the evangelists’ voices.

The twang of the Texas preachers cut though the static, their voices rising as they talked about threats to Godly Americans. One thing that distinguished Texas radio preachers from their brethren across the South was their homegrown fusion of politics and religion. Satan wasn’t just coming to pluck out individual sinners, he was coming to smash the republic. His methods were legion: Communism, the creeping scourge of homosexuality, drugs, even psychology.

The dominant style was paranoid. In his sermon “Steps in the Degeneration of Our Nation,” the Baptist preacher Lester Roloff compared America to the Roman Empire as it tipped into anarchy. “This message,” he said, “gives the picture of this sad and Satanic and degenerated generation of ours . . . Getting away from the Bible has led us to the end of the trail as a great nation.” It was dark stuff. “America either faces revival or no survival,” Roloff told his listeners in a pleasing tenor voice. “Now we just got to make up our minds. And we don’t have long to wait, either.”

Vernon heard it all through his youth: The end is coming, and America damn well deserves it.

Later, Vernon watched some of the same preachers on TV, their hair fried, dyed, and laid to the side. He tuned in for hours, soaking in the sonorous rhythms. Reading was torture for Vernon but listening to radio sermons was heavenly. The family had a neighbor who was a Baptist minister, and Vernon would sometimes go to his church and listen to his sermons live.

Then on Saturday, the family went to church. Vernon never understood why the other kids in the pews hated being there. They’d squirm and mutter and get cuffed through the whole service. But Vernon loved it. It was like he went into a trance.

Religion was all around him. In the 1960s, Dallas was home to the world’s largest Methodist church, the world’s largest Presbyterian church, and the world’s largest Baptist church. The SDA was tiny compared to these giants, with only eight thousand members in the entire state. But they were strong in the faith and growing. Between 1959, when Vernon was born, and when he turned seven, thirty-eight new SDA churches were built from Dallas to Amarillo. Back in the 1880s, success for the Adventists had been measured in how large a tent they ordered for their traveling evangelists. A sixty-footer was a good sign. Now it was the square feet of the SDA’s brick-and-mortar churches.

Vernon took to reading the Bible and through sheer tenacity managed to memorize entire sections. It was like he took pictures of them with his brain instead of reading them. But he wanted to do more. He went on to the SDA classics that his mom had lying around, the Bible studies of William Miller and the lectures of Ellen G. White.

Vernon wore out books and pamphlets like he was studying treasure maps. He was looking for something, but what it was he couldn’t exactly say.

He didn’t get out of the Bible what some others did. Because of his learning problems, he literally did not see the same words on the pages that his parents and friends saw. When the words eluded him, he had to fill in what he couldn’t understand, make up something on the spot, what felt right to him. From early on, Vernon created his own world out of what he saw around him, something he would do for the rest of his life.

As Vernon’s obsession with the Bible grew, he started spending a lot of time out in the barn. He’d stay there until dinnertime some nights, with the hay smell and the furtive sounds of mice and animals, praying. Vernon’s half brother Roger found this bizarre. Sometimes he’d leave Vernon kneeling by the side of his bed, his hands folded, and come back eight or ten hours later and find him still there in the exact same position. It was like a magic trick. Had he even gotten up to pee?

For Vernon, God loved him like no one else did.
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Vernon and Roy

MONEY WAS TIGHT and life was stressful for the Haldemans, who didn’t believe in sparing the rod. Sometimes Bonnie would get mad and she’d pick Vernon up and whale on him, a habit she’d learned early and often from her father and her ex-lovers. And she hollered at him just about nonstop. It was heat-of-the-moment type stuff, but the fact that the boy could turn her into her own father, rage-wise, did nothing to endear him to Bonnie.

The boy had ocean depths. He’d charm you until you stood in his way. Then you felt the anchor chain going down to something harder, darker maybe.

His badgering got on Roy and Bonnie’s nerves. He couldn’t help himself. He wanted to know things; it was one reason the pronouncements of the church struck him so hard. And he was smart enough to know the answers that grown-ups gave kids were often nonsense.

Exhausted by his insatiable curiosity, Bonnie and Roy told him that he was an oddball. “You’d argue with Jesus Christ!” Bonnie exclaimed once. It was like he’d just landed from Planet Weirdo and he was the only one of his kind.

Bonnie told him he didn’t even act like her son. Or, if she was really steamed, she’d go a little further, saying, “I don’t even know if you’re my kid or not.” After Grandpa calling him a bastard, and his real dad giving him the slip, Bonnie’s words cut into Vernon. How can she not know if I’m her son, he thought.

Erline had never said anything like that. It only reinforced his feeling that he’d been stolen away from his true home.

The circle turned downward. The more curious he was about things, the more he pissed off Bonnie and Roy, which made him even more insecure, setting off another round of questions.

In Richardson, it quickly became clear that Roy Haldeman had his own unique problems with Vernon. Vernon cried frequently, setting off Roy’s hair-trigger temper. “Be a man!” Roy would shout at him.

Roy hardly ever had real conversations with Bonnie and the boys. He couldn’t stand men who blabbed for no reason. Roy called that “watermelon talk.” Vernon would think, He’s been around the world a bunch of times but he hasn’t got any stories to tell?

The only time Roy would really loosen up was when he had a few beers in him. It was a big deal—the Sphinx speaks! Vernon hung on every word.

One of Roy’s favorite things to talk about was his younger days. He told Roger and Vernon how he’d spend his nights cruising the bars and pool halls. Eventually, he bought one called the Jade Lounge. It was where he’d met Bonnie.

This was the era when bars could still have slot machines, which attracted a certain clientele, guys who could get you whatever you wanted—cocaine or bennies or yellow jackets, which were amphetamines. Or whores.

This one guy, Ed, would come into the lounge every day after work. He’d sit there and look at the girls and smoke and not talk. He wore a nice black suit, drove a brand-new Cadillac, a high roller for sure. Roy sat down beside him one day and they became friends. Not that they spoke much; instead, they spent a lot of time in companionable silence.

They hung out for months, and finally Roy said to Ed, “You want to have some fun?” Ed said “Sure,” and Roy told him to stay on after closing time. That’s when the real action started. Guys came in and shot pool for $500 a game and strippers arrived and got naked for dollar bills and prostitutes walked in and it was whatever you wanted, nothing off the menu. Drugs and money changing hands. And Roy and Ed were right in the middle of it all.

Weeks later, a car pulled up to Roy’s house and Ed stepped out. Roy opened the door ready to say “Come on in,” but Ed reached into his lapel pocket and pulled out a badge. FBI. Ed had been a G-man all along.

Roy was in deep trouble, but Ed had taken to him. He liked him so much he arranged a plea bargain. Roy had to forfeit some of the cash he’d made at the Jade Lounge, but in the end the feds let him walk.

Vernon loved that story, loved thinking that his stepdad was a tough guy. It just went to show you how much a real man could get away with in this world. He wished Roy would tell him more tales like that one, show his personable side. But those moments were few and far between.

Vernon yearned for Roy to like him. He’d tell himself to follow all of Roy’s rules, to be quiet when entering a room where Roy was sitting with some other adults. That was one of Roy’s commandments: Wait until someone asks you a question before opening your mouth. But it was hard when Vernon had so many questions. And if you tried arguing with Roy, you might find yourself on the wrong end of a beating.

But most of all, Vernon wanted Roy to think he was smart. A lot of people thought kids like him were dumb as fence posts. It bothered Vernon. He knew he wasn’t stupid. To have your own stepdad think you were a moron, that was tough to think about.

So Vernon collected little factoids. He’d pick them up at school or by listening to his friends, then save them for the right moment. One time, he heard a real zinger and rushed home with it.

He found Roy. “When earth is closest to the sun,” he told him, “it’s wintertime. And when we’re farthest from the sun, it’s summertime!” It sounded nuts but it was actually true.

Roy stared at him. “You goofball,” he roared. “Where in the hell did you learn that? If I was to light a fire under your ass right now, would it be hotter on your ass or hotter five feet away?”

On summer mornings when he was ten or eleven, his stepfather would leave for work and give his stepson a job to do. “Now Vernon, I want you to clean up this front yard and I want to get home this afternoon and I want it cleaner than a Safeway chicken. You hear me?”

“Yes, sir,” Vernon would say.

And he’d have every intention of getting it done, too. But he’d start watching Tom and Jerry and that morphed into the Three Stooges and that morphed into other shows, and from seven in the morning till noon the day passed so slowly in the summer doldrums heat, and he’d have his eye on the clock, thinking, still plenty of time. But from noon to four or five the clock would just zip right along like it’d saved up all its energy for the late afternoon, and all of a sudden, he’d hear Roy’s car pull into the driveway and he hasn’t cleared as much as a single leaf off the front yard. And he knew what was coming.

Two minutes later Vernon would be flying from one end of the living room to the other. Roy would beat him with anything handy. Baling wire. Belts. Whatever he saw.

And it wasn’t just Roy. Later on, at one of his birthday parties, Bonnie got ticked off by something he said and beat him black and blue in front of all the other kids. Vernon was mortified.

He tried to be good, walk the straight and narrow, but something about him set off a trigger in people. Vernon couldn’t figure out what it was.

But the most excruciating moments came in private. Right around the time of the family’s move to Dallas, one of Bonnie’s relatives started touching Vernon sexually. He was terribly frightened and disturbed by the abuse. “I was five years old,” he told a follower later, “a little innocent boy who didn’t know anything.”

The touching got worse, until the man raped him. It went on for four years. He refused to give the abuser’s name; he felt it might get back to Bonnie and hurt her. “It’s terrible that people do that to little children,” he said.

And it wasn’t just this man. When he was six, an older girl started messing with Vernon. Then a bunch of older boys cornered him one day after school. Vernon and his friend were playing in front of the house and these guys grabbed them and dragged them through the fields until they got to a spot where no one could see them. They held the two boys down and violated them.

Vernon kicked, he screamed, but the boys were older and he wasn’t strong enough to get away. He hated that feeling, being held down, unable to move, while the pain tore at him.

Of the two boys, Roger was the favorite, probably because he was Roy’s real son. Vernon was always getting his ass kicked, while his little brother would skate. The funny thing was that Vernon was a model child, praying and trying to help around the house, if talking too much. Roger was doing all kinds of bad shit, a real knucklehead, but when the belt came off, 90 percent of the time it was for Vernon.

Or maybe Roy secretly wanted Vernon to be bad, to raise a little hell like his little brother, stop being such a pansy.

Roy had a cold heart, that’s what Vernon came to believe. An icebox in his chest. Vernon wondered why men didn’t seem to like him. It was always the same story. They’d see him and be like, “Hi, how are you, get the fuck out of my way.”

Alcohol made things worse. When Roy got to drinking, just about anything could happen. He would shout at Bonnie, and he would beat her, too, leaving dark bruises on her skin. Sometimes, when he was deep in the bottle, he would even hit on her teenaged sisters and try to get them into bed with him.

When Roy was into his whiskey, Bonnie felt she could see the devil shining out of his eyes.

Overwhelmed by self-doubt, Vernon sometimes prayed to God to help him. He got down on his knees and closed his eyes. The prayer went like this:

“Dear God, dear Father, I don’t understand why I’m this way . . . I know I’m stupid, but please talk to me because I want to serve you.” He didn’t think everybody in the world was bad, despite what names they called him. He wanted to save them.

“People tell me to read the Bible. And I look at it and I see what it’s saying and then the people say it says something else. And when I ask them, they won’t talk to me, but they tell me I’m always wrong.”

He was talking about his language disability, but he could have been talking about his life in general. He asked God to please help him to know what to do.

One night, lying in bed, Vernon looked out his window and watched the sky. He saw a very beautiful, soft explosion way, way out into the universe. And he heard a voice. It said one word: “Vernon.”

He got so excited that he jumped out of his bed and ran to his parents’ bedroom. He told his mother what had just happened. Bonnie said, “Go to sleep and it will go away.”

Vernon was confused. Why would he want it to go away? God had spoken to him!

He went back to his bed and tried to sleep. The voice made Vernon feel special and good. God picked Vernon to speak to, out of millions and millions of people.

There was nothing to be ashamed of. In North Texas, as one local writer said, saying God talked to you was like saying the Avon lady rang your doorbell that morning. It happened to someone every day.

But for Adventists, it wasn’t so simple. Their great prophet, Ellen White, had dreams in which God sent her messages and instructions. The church believed it was possible for others to receive His divine messages, as well. But White herself warned her followers that many visions arose from everyday causes and had nothing do with God. Sometimes they were Satan pretending to be God.

Every dream had to be studied, White said, to make sure that it corresponded to the Lord’s word. If not, danger lay ahead. “Beware that you be not ensnared,” White wrote. “Take heed . . . for delusions and deceptions will come . . . as we near the end.”

Vernon didn’t take heed. He was convinced God was speaking to him.
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The Clubhouse

NINETEEN-SEVENTY ARRIVED AND with it a new fitness craze. That year, the twenty-three-year-old Arnold Schwarzenegger became the youngest Mr. Olympia, paving the way for the era of the muscle-bound superstar. Gleaming new gyms sprang up in Dallas, advertising yoga classes, newfangled exercise bikes, even something called Jazzercise. The nation wanted to shake itself out of the sloppy drug funk of the sixties.

Vernon, now eleven, started working out. He’d always been a small kid. It was as if his hyperactive mind burned the calories before they could fuel a growth spurt. He joked that he was so short he could parachute off a dime. His slight frame—and his loner status—attracted the local bullies. At eleven years old, he decided he didn’t want to be a target anymore.

To bulk up, he started working out, going at it with his usual intensity: pull-ups, sit-ups, shuttle runs. He even joined the track and field team to build up his legs.

One day at a track meet, his teacher entered Vernon in a race. Vernon didn’t think much of himself as a runner. He and Roger used to do sprints at home, flying over the broken-up ground to see who was fastest, but that was all the experience he had. The way he saw it, country boys like him couldn’t compete with the city kids who had tracks and nice level streets to run on.

But it turned out the tough terrain had built up his leg muscles. By the finish line, he was ahead of the city boys.

He entered more races and won them. Between events, Vernon skipped around the track, like he had shock absorbers for legs. He could run for hours without getting winded. He even started watching his diet, checking labels to make sure that what he was putting in his body was healthy. The Seventh-day Adventists had always stressed eating right, banning most meat, alcohol, and caffeine. But Vernon took it a step further.

Vernon went on long runs through the neighborhood. He measured out a course from his street to the local shooting range, about six and a half miles, round trip. Just before dusk, he’d slip out of his house and go. On the trip back, when he was about fifty or seventy-five yards from the street sign at the end of his street, he’d lift himself out of his exhaustion and gun it. His whole body would lock into this rhythm. It was like he’d just done the world’s best drug, he felt so good.

As Vernon extended his run of number-one finishes, something odd happened. The other kids began cheering him on. Students who’d never spoken to him in his life now came up to him at the meets and said hey. They called him “Vernon,” not “four eyes” or “spaz.”

It felt weird. Vernon had been a nobody for so long he’d thought it was permanent. Now he was a







































































OEBPS/images/title.jpg
KORESH

The True Story of

DAVID KORESH
and the

TRAGEDY AT WACO

Stephan Talty

=

MARINER BOOKS | New York | Boston





OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg
Dear Brethren in the Seventh-day Adventist
Church:

Am The Branch, lIsaiah 4:2; The Serpent,
Isaiah 5:26; The Immanuel, Isaiah 7:14; The
Root, Isaiah 11:10; The Holy One, Isaiah

st | AM THE

The Fiery Flying

SON OF |;:

north and My travels are from the rising of the
sun.

All the prophets of the Bible speak of Me. |
Am The Branch, Isaiah 4:2; The Serpent,
Isaiah 5:26; The Immanuel, Isaiah 7:14; The
Root, Isaiah 11:10; The Holy One, Isaiah
12:6; The Voice, Isaiah 13:2; The Fiery Flying
Serpent, Isaiah 14:29; The Lamb, Isaiah 16:1;
The Stammerer, Isaiah 28:11; The King,
Isaiah 32:1; The Righteous Man from the
East, Isaiah 41:2; The Elect, Isaiah 42:1; The
Ravenous Bird, Isaiah 46:11; The Loved One,
Isaiah 48:14; The Sharp Sword, Isaiah 49:2;
The Learned, Isaiah 50:4; The Arm, Isaiah
Ravenous Bird, Isaiah 46:11; The Loved One,
Isaiah 48:14; The Sharp Sword, Isaiah 49:2;
The Learned, Isaiah 50:4; The Arm, lsaiah
51:9; The

=253 GOD. YOU DO NOT

5 Man from the
East, Isaiah 41:2; The Elect, Isaiah 42:1; The
Ravenous Bird, Isaiah 46:11; The Loved One,
Isaiah 48:14; The Sharp Sword, Isaiah 49:2;
The Learned, Isaiah 50:4; The Arm, Isaiah
51:9; The Servant, Isaiah 52:13; David,
Isaiah 55:3, 4.

| have been rejected in the person of My
prophets over and over. | have seven eyes
and seven horns. My Name is the Word of
God and | ride on a white horse (Rev. 19:11).

| Am here on earth to aive vou the Seventh

| have been rejected in the person of My
prophets over and over. | have seven eyes
and seven horns. My Name is the Word of
God and | ride on a white horse (Rev. 19:11).
ou the Seventh

| have been rejected in the person of My
prophets over and over. | have seven eyes
and seven horns. My Name is the Word of
God and | ride on a white horse (Rev. 19:11).
| Am here on earth to give you the Seventh
Angel's Message (Rev. 10:7).
of David is in My hand. | only can open the
prophecies of David and Solomon. | have as-
cended from the east with the seal of the
living God. My Name is Cyrus and | Am here
to destroy Babylon (Rev. 9:14). | have come
in a way that is contrary to your preconceived
ideas. | will reprove you for your world loving.
I will scold your daughters for their nakedness
and pride that they parade in My Father's
house and by My angels will strip them naked
before all eyes because of their foolish pride.
Read Isaiah 3:13-26.
The young men will abuse My kindness. They
will take My life, but | will arise and take
theirs forever more.

| Am the prophets; all of them. | want to invite

The young men will abuse My kindness. They
will take My life, but | will arise and take
theirs forever more.

You ministers will lament your foolishness.
Your lost flock will tear you to pieces.

| Am the Word and you do not know Me. | ride
on a white horse and My Name is secret.
Psalm 45 is My invitation to you for extended
mercy. | will visit you at your unholy feast.
Isaiah 3:13; 12:6; Daniel 2:44; Hosea 2:21;
2:5; 4:6: Joel 3:16, 17: Amos 1:2; 8:2:

Your lost flock will tear you to pieces.

| Am the Word and you do not know Me.
on a white horse and My Name is ¢
Psalm 45 is My invitation to you for ex

You ministers will la

Your lost flock will tealf1 KNOw

mercy. | will visit you at your unholy
bakkuk 3:13; Zephania

:6; Daniel 2:44; Hosea
“lE”" Malachi 1:11; 4:4; Te

| Am the Word and you do nof know Me. I ride
on a white horse and My Name is secret.
Psalm 45 is My invitation to you for extended
mercy. | will visit you at your unholy feast.
leaiah 2°12* 12:'6° Daniel 2-44° Hocea 2-21°

3:16, 17; Amos 1:2;
nies, vol. 2, p. 190, 191.

PREPARE TO MEET THY GOD.
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