A Killer of Children (2) 
By Richard Sale, author of Clinton’s Secret Wars

My goal in writing what I did was to direct attention to the kind of personality that allows one human being to murder another in cold blood -- the defects in emotional make-up, the dearth of imagination, and the inability to insert yourself with compassion into another’s situation. My comments were aimed at people who harbor pet opinions in spite of the fact that those may lack any intelligible logic; people were are so intent on having their narrow positions triumph, they vehemently disdain the ideas they have in common with others; people who have their own pet hobby horses that they are addicted to riding at all costs; people who have such an exaggerated sense of their own value, that they would trample the world beneath their feet in order to gain their own ends.
For me, the use and ownership of guns are not an ethical question, they are not a legal question, and they are not a Constitutional question.  The ownership of guns may become those things, but at present they aren’t. I shot myself at the age of 18 with a .22 I had bought earlier at a New York pawnshop. Just nine months before, I was voted number one in my class at Columbia College in New York, a small male college of Columbia University at the time, ranked number one in the Ivy League.
But I came from a home where, for years, as I was a young boy, I had been beaten savagely by my mother, and even at Columbia, and in spite of my success there, everything I said, did or thought was derided, ridiculed, undercut, and devalued.  At the time, my ambition was to become a Navy chaplain, and I thought everyone all shared the same gifts from God, I never thought of myself as better or worse than anyone else but I was smitten with a woman younger than myself who proved to be thoughtless, shallow, and insensitive. My best friend described her as a “mediocre spirit.” That phrase shocked me.

So I pulled the trigger.  The bullet went through my left bicep, hit the roof of my mother’s New York City apartment, where she worked as a faith healer, and hit the carpet at my feet.  Pain paralyzes, and was totally paralyzed, for how long I did not know.  I couldn’t see or think, and the first thing I finally did hear was an odd noise that my brain couldn’t make sense of. It was a short, rapid grunting noise, and my brain kept puzzling at it, like a dog at a bone, until, with sickening horror, I realized it was me, doubled up, teeth bared, gripping wounded arm.  
I worked my way out of my despair by painting my mother’s house, standing on a ladder, and listening to the music of Wagner.  The point is that when I had shot myself, the rifle I had used was simply a means. To punish the rifle or trying to enact gun laws never occurred to me. The rifle was innocent.  You might as well outlaw a hammer because you flattened your thumb with one. That summer I obtained a job as a camp counselor in Vermont where I taught archery. I also purchased a used .32 caliber automatic and spent most of my $1200 salary firing 8 cent rounds at gasoline tins painted with small white targets that hung from a tree. By the end of the summer I could put nine shots into a target under three seconds. I felt hugely proud.  During that I made also extra money by becoming a professional hunger and killing skunks, weasels and other pests for the local farmers at $25 per pelt.
The next summer I taught riflery. This time I had a new .22 and my co-marksman was a man by the name of Frank Best.  We shot in competitions all the time.  To test my nerve, I used to place little boxes of Kellogg’s cereal atop my head in the early evening and let Frank shoot them off.   The first time I did this, my witness, Tom Parker, threw up afterwards. I did this at least a half dozen times. At a distance of 70 feet, when a man sights his rifle at your head, the bore seems to be sitting amid your temple.  The bullet hits with such force, it smacks into the box so violently, that it does part your hair, just as the movies claimed. And by the way, bullets snap; they don’t whine. And I did this in spite of an Army buddy who had told me of men killed during Army training from bad rounds of ammunition.
In 1962, when my friend, Jud Mygatt, and I went down to the barranca country in western Mexico, it was a dangerous country. It was the area where Geronimo the Third has been butchering Mexican villages as late as 1940, and we knew the place was infested with bandits, and so we went armed.  He had a thirty odd six rifle, and I had a .38 caliber revolver that I practiced with every time I could.
The town of Creel, as it was called, was a very primitive town, no phone, no hotels, no ice water.  You had to come in over very rough logging roads that would flood at any time. One day when my comrade went into town, and I put all the used tins on the end of a log and began to peg away at them with the.38.  When I turned around, to my amazement, there were Tarahumara Indians, three deep, standing there watching me shoot. They were completely silent.  
One night, Jud and myself heard a noise in the woods.  It was not a usual noise.  A couple of times we had intruders – one night something pushed into the end of our tent, completely frightening us, and Jud held the flash light while I sighted it with the.38. It turned out to be a curious donkey.  But the noise that night was a man- made noise coming through the woods, and Jud went out to the right concealing himself and waiting for whatever came into sight. A man finally did come into the clearing. I don’t remember if he had a uniform or not, but he carried a rifle, and said he was from the Mexican Army.  I studied his body, not his eyes.  If he had tightened his hold on the rifle, I was going to shoot him in the body twice. I had no qualms about it whatever.  My heart was pounding almost out of my chest, and I don’t know what that says about me, but I had no qualms. My concern was with the safety of my friend. The stranger and I began to talk.  We finally made eye contact, and he said he was with some Mexican Army unit, showed some credentials, and tensions relaxed.  It was good they did.  I was going to kill that man if he had made any, attempt to kill Jud and me.  I would have killed him with no hard feelings. At one point, while I still was sighting on him, he said, I will drop my rifle if I lowered my pistol and added that he would call his man if I called mine, and it was with a shock, that I realized his man had had me in his sights the whole time.
But I would have killed him to protect my friend and to protect me because that is what the circumstances required for survival.  And yes, I think every home in America should have a firearm, but ONLY if both family members are trained marksmen.  Otherwise, keep weapons out of it.
Unfortunately, the ordinary citizen is lazy.  He likes the power bestowed on him by owning a gun but evades the work of becoming competent with it, the endurance of repeated, incessant efforts to master it. And of course, it makes no sense whatever to sell weapons to the mentally ill or to the relatives of the mentally ill. 
There have been very thoughtful insights offered by people on the site. I am ignoring those who simply lose sight of the subject, and make a brief career of correcting one another’s statements. But the remarks of Twisted Genius, and especially Clifford Kiracofe, deserve much praise for they are very considering and extremely thoughtful.
But perhaps the most fitting comment came from Bob Hubbard who said, “God bless us all.”
We all of us need that blessing.



