THE MARTIALIST VOL. TWO NO. THREE

Monday Morning Hindsight Second-

Guess 20/20 Quarterbacking
By Phil ElImore

I’'m going to kill you.

That’s right. I'm announcing my intent
to kill you, and your friends, and your
family. ~ Whether I'm an international
terrorist, a neighborhood drug warlord, a
violent schoolyard bully, or a boyfriend
turned stalker is irrelevant. You've been
warned.

So why don’t you do something?
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What's that? You say you don’t know
what to do? | can just guess. If you're a
frightened ex-girlfriend and you arm
yourself, your friends will call you
paranoid. If you’re a local government,
your constituents will complain that
they’re living in a police state. If you're
the Federal Government, your citizens
will start screaming that you’re taking
their civil rights. Everything you do to
protect yourself, to enhance your
security at the personal or community
level, must by definition be general.
You must attempt to plug all possible
holes in your defenses. You must live
like a prisoner within walls of your own
making. You must be ever-vigilant, all-
knowing, and long-suffering.
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See, that’s the hell of it. | make the
rules. As the attacker, | set the time and
| choose the place. | select the method.
| have the initiative. You must attempt
to live your life or run your city or lead
your nation while on the lookout for me.
| can relax. When I'm ready to attack,
I'll do so fully prepared. You, on the
other hand, can’t afford to relax — at
least not completely. Every second
you’re not alert is the second in which |
might hurt you.

Are you tired yet?

The real kick in the face, of course, is
that you can’t be everywhere and you
can’'t see everything. Even knowing I'm
coming, even preparing for my attack,
even living behind walls with guns and
knives at your side, you can'’t foresee
everything. You’re not omnipotent. For
every door and window that you lock, |
can find another. If | want to kill you, if
I'm willing to trade my life to do it, if |
hate you enough, | will kill you — and if |
fail in that, | can at least hurt you and
those around you.

When you're staring through eyes
blurred with tears at the wreckage
caused by my hate, don’t expect your
neighbors to offer much support. Oh,
they’ll mutter their sympathies in the
beginning — but sooner or later, they’ll
want to know why you failed. They’ll
want to know what you did wrong.
They’ll tell you it was your fault.

After all, you knew | wanted to kill you. |
told you so, didn’t 1?

You must not have wanted to stop me
enough. You must not have been smart
enough. You must not have been alert
enough. After all, you knew there was a

threat. Why didn’t you stop me? Why
couldn’t you stop me?

All self-defense involves risk. No
individual, no matter how alert, no
matter how well trained, can foresee
every threat or neutralize every foe. To
make matters worse, most of the
potentially threatening situations we
encounter each day aren'’t threats at all,
but perfectly mundane parts of life.

The same is true for nations. No nation
of free citizens, no matter how strict its
security measures, no matter how
strong its military, no matter how vigilant
its police, can prevent every act of
terrorism. To make matters worse, most
of that nation’s law enforcement and
security measures are seen as
infringements on citizens’ rights. In the
majority of cases, it is only peaceful and
largely law-abiding citizens who are
affected by these restrictions.

When a woman is raped, should we
start asking her why she didn’t see it
coming? When an armed man is struck
from behind, should we demand to know
why he wasn’t looking backward? Why,
then, when a nation suffers a terrorist
incident, do we immediately seek to
blame our own men and women for
failing to stop it, our voices strident with
the self-righteous infallibility of 20/20
hindsight?

Why do we blame everyone except the
attacker, everyone save the rapist,
everyone but the terrorist?  What's
wrong with us?

Why didn’t we see that coming? &
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