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PRAISE FOR EMILY GETS HER GUN


“Emily Miller’s book sets out in clear terms why gun owners in America feel under siege by the very people who represent them, and how too many states are making it increasingly difficult for people to exercise their Constitutionally guaranteed rights. This is a must-read for anyone who cares passionately about the right to bear arms, and for anyone who doesn’t yet know why the Second Amendment is important to them personally, and for us as a nation.”


—Rick Perry, governor of Texas

 



“Emily Miller is a one-woman army when it comes to defending the gun rights of Americans. This great book is filled with her trademark in-depth reporting, fearless devotion to truth, and is just flat-out a good read. It belongs on the bookshelf of every gun owner.”


—David Limbaugh, author of The Great Destroyer, 
Crimes Against Liberty, and Persecution


 



“Emily Gets Her Gun reads like a thriller, but it’s a true, nightmare story of politicians trampling on our gun rights. If you think your right to own a gun is safe, you’re in for a shock. This book deserves to be a bestseller.”


—Brad Thor, #1 New York Times 
bestselling author of Hidden Order


 



“Emily Miller’s reporting shows how stricter gun control laws would make it nearly impossible for law-abiding citizens to get guns—while doing nothing to stop the criminals from arming themselves. This is an eye-opening story and a great read.”


—Donald Trump, entrepreneur, star of 
The Apprentice, and author of Trump: The Art of the Deal


 



“Emily Miller is the patron saint of the Second Amendment.”


—Tom Marr, talk show host, WCBM 680 AM Baltimore

 



“The fundamental right to exist pivots upon the irrefutable, God-given, U.S. Constitutionally guaranteed individual instinctual right to self-defense and the inherent right to keep and bear arms. That this is debated represents an indictment of the soullessness of the anti-gun zombies who want more gun-free slaughter zones like Chicago. Emily Miller destroys this sheeplike curse of unarmed helplessness and the monsters who attempt to force it upon us with her every written and uttered self-evident truth-driven word.”


—Ted Nugent, rock-and-roll legend and author of Ted, White, and 
Blue, Kill It & Grill It, and God, Guns, & Rock ’N’ Roll







If you only follow liberal media and listen to President Obama, it would be easy to believe that gun owners are all bitter clingers, reckless hicks, or criminals. The truth is that the 100 million gun owners in America are among the most responsible, patriotic, family-oriented citizens in our nation. To dispel this mischaracterization, I’m deeply grateful to all the law-abiding gun owners who sent in photographs of themselves that are published in this book. The photos are a beautiful demonstration of Americans—men and women, young and old—exercising their Second Amendment rights.








For Dad, who taught me by word and example 
to always do the right thing and tell the truth.






The Second Amendment of the U.S. Constitution

A well regulated Militia, 
being necessary to the security of a free State, 
the right of the people to keep and bear Arms, 
shall not be infringed.





CHAPTER 1

FROM CRIME VICTIM TO GUN OWNER


“I ’m here to get a gun.”

I was standing in the empty Firearms Registration Section of the D.C. Metropolitan Police Department Headquarters, just a few blocks from Capitol Hill. Behind the counter—which came up to my chest, as I’m only 5 feet 2 inches tall—there was one female police officer sitting at a desk.

The uniformed officer got up and walked slowly over to the counter. I read her nametag: “D. A. Brown.”

“You want to register your gun?” Officer Brown asked.

It was October 2011. I had never owned a gun, or even tried to get one. I have lived in Washington, D.C., since I started college at Georgetown University. Handguns had been banned completely in the nation’s capital for thirty years, until 2008 when the Supreme Court struck down the ban as unconstitutional in the landmark District of Columbia v. Heller decision. It took the city until 2009 to pass a new law regulating the possession of handguns. That law included the requirement that every gun has to be registered with the police.

But I didn’t know anything about the process then. I was just trying to get started.

“No, no, I don’t have a gun yet,” I told her. “I mean I’m here to get a gun permit.”

I assumed the process was like buying a car—first you get a driver’s license and then you get the car.

I didn’t know that in the gun world, “registration” and “permit” are two entirely different things. A “permit” enables you to carry a gun outside your home—bear arms. Somehow that is still illegal in Washington, despite the Second Amendment of the U.S. Constitution being quite clear about our right to both “keep and bear arms.”

Officer Brown quickly knocked down my naïveté. “This is D.C., you can’t get a gun permit,” she said. “You can’t be just carrying a gun around with you. It’s for home protection.”

I asked her to explain. “You can’t carry it around like I do,” she said, pointing at the black gun in her side holster. “You can’t get a license. You can buy a gun and register it.”

She started putting piles of paper on the desk between us. “Here’s everything you need to know,” she quickly ticked through advice on each form as she handed it to me. “Fill out this form. This one has a trick question, so be careful. This one you give to Sykes.” I was totally confused. Who was Sykes? How do I buy a gun first if I’m not allowed to have it in Washington without it being registered? The mound of papers just kept growing.

“So, what do I do first?” I asked, picking up the messy papers and knocking them against the counter to make a neat stack.

“You get a gun and then get it registered,” she said.

“Okay, well where do I go to buy the gun?” I asked. I can see now that it was dumb to ask a Washington, D.C., police officer for advice on buying a gun, but I had never gun-shopped before, and I was thinking she might direct me to a store nearby.

Instead, she got annoyed.

“You can go to any licensed dealer in another state or on the internet,” she said. I later learned that there is only one legal gun dealer in Washington—and he doesn’t buy or sell guns. He only transfers them from out-of-state dealers to D.C. residents. That’s the Charles Sykes that Officer Brown had mentioned earlier. There is actually no place in the city where you can legally buy a gun. It’s easier for the criminals—they just buy them on the streets.

Office Brown raised yet another issue. “But you can only get a gun on the D.C.-approved list,” she pointed out.

I had no clue what she was talking about at the time, but later learned that D.C. has a ban on so-called assault weapons and high-capacity magazines. The list is actually a compilation of guns that California, Massachusetts, and Maryland decided were allowed under their bans. D.C. saved time and effort by just using those states’ lists.

“You can get a Glock if that’s what you want,” replied Office Brown. Of course I’d heard of Glocks from TV and movies. I later learned that Glock is the standard sidearm for many police. “You just buy it and then give the form to Charles Sykes downstairs, and he’ll go pick it up for you and transfer it.” I still didn’t know where to find a seller, nor what it meant to transfer a gun.

Officer Brown was still doling out the rules. “And if you get a semi-automatic, you can only get a ten-round magazine.”

“A ten what?” I asked. I’d never shot a gun. To me, “magazine” still sounded like Us Weekly or Allure.

“Magazine, magazine, where the ammunition is,” she said in exasperation. “Look, it’s all in the packet here. I’m only telling you these things to help you, but you need to go through the packet.”

Officer Brown wanted to get rid of me, even though only one other person had come into the registration office (and already left) while I was standing there. The whole time I was in the office, the phone rang one time, and the call was resolved in a few seconds.

Over time, I learned that the office was typically empty. The registration process is so arduous that few have gone through it. The bad guys, of course, aren’t going to tell the police about their weapons. The good guys may not want the government knowing about their gun, or they don’t have the time, money, or patience to jump through all these hoops.

The year before the Supreme Court decision, 512 guns were registered to police and licensed security in the District.1 Once civilians were allowed to own handguns in 2008, the number of guns registered went up to 916—these could be new or old guns.

Dick Heller told me that he took advantage of his newfound rights on August 18, 2008, and registered a gun during the initial ninety-day amnesty period. He said re-registration three years later was “no hoop, hassle, at all.”2


However, after the complex registration laws were enacted in 2009, the number of firearms registered decreased to 864. It went down again in 2010 with only 854 guns registered. The convoluted process discouraged people from telling the police about their handguns.

Perhaps because of dramatic increases in sales throughout the country, D.C. had an increase of newly registered guns—1,215 in 2011. This was when I started exposing the onerous process in the Washington Times. As the series led to the city council passing a law in 2012 to make registration a little less expensive and time consuming, D.C. saw the biggest jump in registrations—to 1,701.

Still, these are bizarrely low numbers for a city of 630,000 residents. Nationwide, nearly half the population—47 percent—has a gun in the home.3


Anyway, I thanked Officer Brown and walked out of the glass doors to sit on a chair outside the office and try to make sense of all the documents. After a few minutes, she opened the door, holding yet more paper.

“Here, you need to take a safety class, these people teach them,” she said, handing me pages with lists of names and phone numbers. “It’s all  in your packet, but here are some names.” This was the first I’d heard of the required classes. I just added the paper to my pile and kept reading.

At 3:15 p.m., Officer Brown walked briskly out of the office carrying a large black folder. She locked the door and taped a piece of paper with a typed note: OUT OF OFFICE BE BACK SHORTLY on it. Apparently any government office, even the Firearms Registration, can arbitrarily close with no return time.

I’ve seen a homemade sign just like that at the post office.
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I decided to get a gun because I wanted a way to defend myself in a city in which violent crime continually increases, while it decreases in the rest of the country. Assaults with a gun jumped 12 percent in 2012 in D.C.4 Robberies with a gun were up a frightening 18 percent. And sexual assaults—which include rapes—were up a staggering 49 percent. Total violent crime was up 4 percent in 2012 in D.C., according to the Metropolitan Police Department’s website.

The idea to get a gun first came to me after I was the victim of a scary home invasion on New Year’s Day 2010. I was dog-sitting for friends, who were on vacation, and staying in their large house, which sat prominently on a road lined with some of the most expensive and beautiful houses in the Northwest quadrant of the city.

My friends’ house is one of the few in Washington on a cul-de-sac, with only about half a dozen houses on the street. It was pleasantly quiet staying on a street with no through traffic, but that was also a draw for criminals who want to do their job in daylight hours.

I was headed to a New Year’s party and needed to take the old Golden Retriever for a quick walk beforehand. The street seemed so safe and quiet to me that I had not been locking the door behind me when I took out the dog. It was a stupid thing to do just to save myself a few seconds turning the key.

The slow-moving dog and I went down a private driveway along the woods, then turned around and came back to the house in about ten minutes. As I got inside the yard gate, I saw a man coming from the house. At that point I wasn’t scared, just surprised and confused.

“What are you doing?” I asked him as I walked toward the front door. The old dog stood next to me on a slack leash. He wasn’t putting up much of a defense of his home.

“We’re here to clean the pool,” the man said. He looked nervous. He was white, about six feet tall, late twenties, disheveled—and his eyes were bloodshot. I didn’t know what he meant by “we.”

One thing I was sure of, my friends hadn’t called from vacation about a swimming pool emergency in the middle of winter. “No,” I asserted. “We didn’t call for you.” I said “we” in an attempt to make him think I wasn’t alone with the bored dog.

“Oh, then it must be the house next door,” he said and quickly walked away.

I was still suspicious, so I decided to try to get a photo of the mysterious pool cleaner. (I’ve watched every episode of Law & Order repeatedly.) I put the dog in the house, grabbed my BlackBerry, and clicked on the icon for the camera. I walked down the street after the stranger, holding the BlackBerry up in front of my face.

The street curves, so the last houses can’t be seen from the main road. As I turned the corner, I was shocked to see about fifteen scruffy young men standing around two pickup trucks. Behind them, all I could see were two houses without any lights on and then the woodsy dead end of the cul-de-sac.

The men all looked up at me. No one moved. I got scared. I tried to press the camera button on the BlackBerry to get a quick photo of them and the license plates of the pickups.

Suddenly, the man I had seen earlier coming from my friends’ house ran up at me, blocking the shot with his body.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

I wanted to run away, but I was terrified they would attack me if they realized I knew they were up to something.

“Nothing,” I said as I moved the BlackBerry down to my side. “Um, I’m, I’m just going home.” I turned away and raced back to the house, never looking behind me.

When I got inside, I looked around. Nothing in the house appeared messed up or missing. My purse was where I’d left it—in the kitchen, in the back of the house. I heard the trucks drive away. I assumed that I had been overly suspicious and paranoid. I grabbed my purse and headed out to the party.

A few hours later, my phone rang. It was my credit card company asking if my card was in my possession because there were odd charges on it. I looked in my purse again and this time opened my wallet. All my cash and cards were gone. A wave of fear washed over me as I realized that the “pool guy” had been deep into the house by the time I caught him. He must have left my wallet behind so that he would be long gone by the time I realized anything was missing.

I called 911, and D.C. police met me at the house. When they heard the story, they called in a detective, who gave me a long lecture about facing down criminals myself—even armed with my BlackBerry. He was right. I should have trusted my instincts and called the cops first.

The police said that there had been a pattern of drug dealers and addicts coming from neighboring Virginia into Washington for drugs, then hitting a few houses on their way back out of town to get quick cash and credit.

Detectives dusted for fingerprints and searched carefully through the house for any windows or doors left unlocked by the bad guys. They explained to me that criminals often take something small, then leave themselves a way to reenter the house to get more stuff. That scared me more than anything because I had committed to taking care of this dog  and spending two weeks in my friends’ house. I already felt embarrassed and guilty for leaving their nice home vulnerable to thieves.

I was terrified to go to sleep in case the men came back. I knew the dog was useless for protection. He probably wouldn’t even wake up if someone broke into the house at night.

I finally figured out how to push a dresser in the master bedroom up against the door to barricade myself inside.

Still, I didn’t sleep very much. For the first time in my life I thought, if I just had a gun on the nightstand, I know I would have a chance at defending myself if those men came in and tried to rape or murder me.

The next day, I tweeted that I was thinking about getting a gun. I was inundated with replies, and all were disappointing: “No 2nd amend in D.C.” “Only one guy can sell weapons in DC—good luck with that.” “Call the NRA.”

I knew that the Supreme Court had overturned the thirty-year gun ban, so I didn’t understand why people were so pessimistic about my idea. At any rate, my friends came back from vacation, and I moved back to my humbler, dog-free home. In a different neighborhood, and somewhat discouraged by the reaction on Twitter, I gave up on the idea of getting a gun for a while.

[image: 003]

The following fall, I was walking through a neighborhood fair when I saw a bunch of campaign signs and a man shaking hands in a basketball court. I recognized Vincent Gray, the chairman of the city council, who was running for mayor that fall. Then-Mayor Adrian Fenty was very unpopular in large parts of the city at that time.

As Gray circled the basketball court glad-handing potential voters, I approached and told him that I was a lifelong Republican but would consider supporting a Democrat for mayor under two conditions. He smiled broadly, held my hand, and asked about my concerns.

“First, you’ve got to stop them from giving out all these tickets for things that aren’t illegal, just to make money.” Everyone in town was complaining about how the Fenty administration had increased parking tickets as a way to essentially raise taxes. The meter maids were renowned for giving out bad tickets, such as for meters that had not expired, with the expectation that many people wouldn’t go through the hassle of fighting them.

I had gotten a $50 ticket for not having passed inspection—despite the current inspection sticker prominently displayed on my windshield. It would take three years and two appeals to win that fight. I also had to go to traffic court to fight a ticket I got on my way to church to teach Sunday school. The cop actually wrote out a moving violation for “driving with coffee cup.” In court, the magistrate lectured the officer that it was not against the law in D.C. to drive with coffee.

Washington residents learn the hard way that the city is a free-for-all when it comes to the rules and laws. The voters returned Mayor Marion Barry to elected office after he was arrested for smoking crack cocaine (in the infamous “the bitch set me up” incident). Barry is still on the city council—and an ardent proponent of the gun registration laws.5


So when I asked Vincent Gray to stop this practice of inventing parking tickets to make extra money to balance the budget, the city council chairman and mayoral candidate smiled and promised to do that.

“Now what is the second concern?” he asked me that pre-election day on the basketball court.

“I want the city to make it easier to get a gun,” I told the tall man. His smile faded. “A what?” he asked, leaning down to hear me.

“A GUN. I want a gun.” I said loudly, looking up at him. “I don’t know what’s going on in this city, but apparently no one is listening to the Supreme Court.”

“Well, um, Emily is it?” he said awkwardly. “Let me introduce you to my campaign manager.” The candidate steered me by the elbow  toward a guy in a “GRAY” shirt holding a clipboard. This is the politician’s way of getting the crazy person away from themselves. I told the aide that I would start a “Republicans for Gray” campaign if he agreed to my two demands. I never heard back from anyone on the campaign.
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Mr. Gray was elected mayor of D.C., and I started writing for the commentary section of the Washington Times. The Times is a daily newspaper that covers both local and national politics and is known for its conservative opinion pages.

In early fall of 2011, the new city council chairman, Kwame Brown, came to our newspaper bureau in Northeast Washington for a roundtable interview with reporters, opinion writers, and editors.

There had been a wave of gun crimes in Northwest D.C. at the time. Two blocks from where I live, a man was walking along a brightly lit street when a car full of thugs pulled up next to him, jumped out of the car, and held him up at gunpoint. They took his laptop, wallet, and phone. Luckily, they didn’t hurt him after he handed over the goods.

The crime spree made me more scared than usual walking from my car to my home. Although only the criminals get away with having guns on the streets, I was jarred into again considering at least getting a gun to defend myself at home.

In our meeting with Mr. Brown, I raised my hand. “Can I ask you about guns in D.C.?”

“You say guns?” the chairman asked.

“Guns,” I replied as I held up both of my hands in the shape of a handgun, like they did on Charlie’s Angels.

“Oh, you used both your fingers,” Mr. Brown said, laughing. “You’re a shooter, you use both of them.”

I didn’t laugh with him.

“Well, I’m trying to get a gun,” I said.

“You’re trying to get a gun?” he repeated. He clearly thought I was going to ask a policy question about the increased violence in Washington.

“I’m trying to get a gun.” I said again. “I’m a city resident. And it seems the city council and the mayor have made it very difficult for residents to get guns, even though the Supreme Court has overturned the gun ban. Do you think the city is in adherence to the Supreme Court’s decision?”

“Some new facts have come out, so they are now. The gentleman was able to open up shop here in the District of Columbia,” Mr. Brown said, referring to Charles Sykes’s problems with zoning for his business, something I learned more about later.

“People want guns now. They want to protect themselves. When you see petty crime and people breaking into people’s homes, they want to protect themselves. They are like, ‘The burglar’s got a gun, and I don’t have anything.’ I understand that. The question is: Should we be helping people get more guns or should we be dealing with the real problem? The real problem is reducing crime because the fear of crime is why people want guns.”

Actually, the real problem is that only the bad guys have guns so there is nothing to stop them from robbery, rape, and murder.

But politicians like to blame crime on unemployment. President Obama often gives that rationale for gun violence in his hometown of Chicago, which saw 506 people murdered in 2012, a 16 percent increase in a year.6 He seems to believe if everyone in the Windy City had jobs, crime would just stop. Obama never mentions that Chicago already has all the gun laws he wants to enact nationally.

Mr. Brown continued in his very quiet voice. We all strained to hear him.

“How do we reduce crime? How do we get people back to work? When you do that, you can reduce crime, so it reduces the fear of crime,”  he rambled. “I’m not saying you want to get one because of crime, but I’m pretty sure you want to protect yourself.”

“Yes, I want it for self-defense,” I said.

“Ninety percent or 80 percent of people want them because of crime. Some people want to get them because they just want to carry guns,” said the city council chairman.

My colleagues were patient when I pushed him on that point. “Actually, crime goes down with gun ownership because the bad guys don’t know who is armed and who isn’t, so it would actually reduce crime if more people were armed in this city.”

“I believe that the easy way isn’t just to have everyone have a gun and it may possibly reduce crime,” he told me. “We need to figure out the real reasons that we have crime in the District of Columbia and tackle them. When we have 45 to 50 percent unemployment in the District of Columbia, people are going to start to do things, when they don’t have, they are going to start to take . . .”

“Mr. Chairman,” I tried to interrupt but he kept talking.

“Look what’s going on with these bicycles and people breaking into homes. My car has been broken into in front of my house five times. I’m like fighting for the people. It hits home too. If they break into my home, you want to protect yourself, and I understand that. I think people want to work and take care of their families. Some people don’t. They want to rob you and me and want to steal. And we should do whatever we can to make sure they are punished too . . .”

We were all looking around the room visually nudging each other to try to get him to stop meandering and get to the point. Finally my colleague Deborah Simmons, who reported on city hall and so was sitting next to Mr. Brown, turned to him and asked, “Do you agree it’s the constitutional right for law-abiding citizens to own guns? The Supreme Court overturned the ban but now only one man is allowed to sell guns . . .”

The chairman interrupted her to focus on the recently resolved dealer issue. “I haven’t heard of other people jumping up saying they want to sell guns in the District of Columbia. If you have people who want to sell guns, let me know. But my understanding is there’s not a lot of people jumping up saying that they want to sell guns.” Mr. Brown was doing the standard politician’s sleight of hand of answering the question to fit his own agenda.

Deborah was having none of it. She asked point blank: “Do you support the Second Amendment?” I could have hugged her.

Mr. Brown paused a long time. Then in a low voice he admitted, “I don’t support having more guns in the District of Columbia. I don’t think we need more guns on our streets.”

The chairman of the District city council never said whether he supported the Bill of Rights in the Constitution, but his non-answer said it all about what I was facing in trying to get a legal gun in the nation’s capital.





 CHAPTER 2

EXPLOITING THE NEWTOWN TRAGEDY


If President Obama gets his way and Congress enacts the items on his gun control agenda, it will be just as hard to get a gun in the rest of America as it was for me in Washington, D.C.

The biggest fight in history over Americans’ right to keep and bear arms is being waged today. There were attacks on the Second Amendment in the early 1990s with the passage of the Brady bill and the “assault weapons” ban. The gun control battle of 2013, however, could easily see the greatest losses of Second Amendment rights ever.

The two key factors that make this assault more serious are a billionaire mayor willing to spend anything to win and a longtime anti-gun fanatic in the White House, applying the full power of the presidential bully pulpit to the gun-grabbers’ cause.

When I started writing about getting a gun for my own personal protection in October 2011, gun control was not a major national political issue. While it was still a pet issue of the far left, a majority of Congress had been pro-gun since late 1994, the year the “assault weapons” ban went into effect and Clinton lost the House.

That’s not to say liberals had given up on more restrictions to Americans’ Second Amendment rights. Quite the opposite. They had just learned that they couldn’t win elections by calling for more gun control, so they kept their agenda quiet from the public. They were lying in wait for the right political timing—such as the second term of a far-left Democratic president and a particularly horrific mass shooting.

Obama knew that the 100 million gun owners in the United States could sink his election if they became aware of his true views on firearm ownership. So in the 2012 election he assured voters, “We’re a nation that believes in the Second Amendment, and I believe in the Second Amendment.”1 Gun owners were mocked as crazy and paranoid for fearing a second-term gun grab by Obama. Political analysts suggested that pro-gun leaders were trying to stir up fear to get out the vote for Mitt Romney. But in the end, everything the pro-gun groups predicted came true.
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Back when Obama ran for the Illinois state senate, he didn’t try to hide his anti-gun views. When asked on a candidate questionnaire in 1996 if he supported legislation to “ban the manufacture, sale and possession of handguns,” Obama simply answered, “Yes.” He also responded that he wanted laws to ban assault weapons and “mandatory waiting periods, with background checks, to purchase guns.”2


During his 2004 run for the U.S. Senate, Obama elaborated on his views. Answering the same questionnaire again, he previewed what would be his top agenda in 2013, saying he supported mandating background checks of buyers purchasing guns at gun shows, through the internet, and through print advertisements.

On the question of legislation to ban all handguns, Obama replied, “While a complete ban on handguns is not politically practicable, I  believe reasonable restrictions on the sale and possession of handguns are necessary to protect the public safety. In the Illinois Senate last year, I supported a package of bills to limit individual Illinoisans to purchasing one handgun a month; require all promoters and sellers at firearms shows to carry a state license; allow civil liability for death or injuries caused by handguns; and require [Firearm Owner Identification] applicants to apply in person. I would support similar efforts at the federal level, including retaining the Brady Law.”3


He reiterated his support for reinstating the Clinton-era assault weapons ban that Congress let expire that same year because it had not reduced crime.4 Senate-candidate Obama also said on the questionnaire, “I would support banning the sale of ammunition for assault weapons and limiting the sale of ammunition for handguns.”5 Going after bullets is just a backdoor way to get to guns.

True to his word, once he got to Washington, Senator Obama was one of only thirty votes in favor of an amendment sponsored by Senator Edward Kennedy to expand the definition of “armor-piercing” ammunition, a deliberately vague label that could cover regular hunting ammo.6


While running for president in 2008, Obama never spoke aloud about his anti-gun views, except once. At a private, off-camera fundraiser in San Francisco, he said that people in small towns “get bitter, they cling to guns or religion.”7


The infamous “bitter clinger” comment has haunted Obama ever since.

His primary opponent, Hillary Clinton, also wanted more gun control, but used the opportunity to portray Obama as too liberal for America. She said her father taught her to shoot as a young girl. “People enjoy hunting and shooting because it’s an important part of who they are. Not because they are bitter,” Clinton said.8 At another campaign stop, she talked about going duck hunting.

Obama was driven crazy by his opponent’s sudden respect for the Second Amendment. “She’s talking like she’s Annie Oakley,” he said. “Hillary Clinton is out there like she’s on the duck blind every Sunday. She’s packing a six-shooter. Come on, she knows better. That’s some politics being played by Hillary Clinton.”9


However, once he was elected president, Obama didn’t push his gun control agenda in his first term. But Wayne LaPierre, the executive vice president and CEO of the National Rifle Association (NRA), warned gun owners for years that reelecting Obama would be dangerous to their rights.

“When he got elected, they concocted a scheme to stay away from the gun issue, lull gun owners to sleep, and play us for fools in 2012. Well, gun owners are not fools, and we are not fooled,” LaPierre told activists at the Conservative Political Action Conference in Florida in September 2011. “We see the president’s strategy crystal clear: get reelected, and with no other reelections to worry about, get busy dismantling and destroying our firearms freedom. Erase the Second Amendment from the Bill of Rights and exorcise it from the U.S. Constitution.”10


The liberal media jumped all over LaPierre for using scare tactics to get out the vote for Mitt Romney. Rachel Maddow of MSNBC played a clip of the speech, then said, “The NRA says the way you can tell Obama is coming for your guns, is that he’s not coming for your guns. It’s genius! That is the insane paranoid message from the NRA this year.”11 Jon Stewart of the Daily Show mocked LaPierre for saying Obama hid his true intentions for four years: “It’s just so crazy, it’s f---ing crazy.”12


Chris Matthews said the remarks were “another strain of the crazy far right.” The MSNBC Hardball host actually said he’d known LaPierre “a long time” and then called him the “head of the NPR—not National Public Radio, National Rifle Association.”13 Apparently the cocktail party class in Washington is more familiar with the liberal  taxpayer-funded radio network than the gun-rights group made up of 5 million Americans.
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Why do gun issues matter so much in American politics? Votes. Only one of four registered voters believes stricter gun control laws will reduce firearm-related violence.14


Nearly 1 in 3 Americans owns a gun.15 There are also 8 million concealed-carry permit holders in the U.S., according to a Government Accountability Office study released in July 2012.16 Nearly half of all households have a gun—and that is just the ones who would admit to a strange pollster on the phone that they have a firearm at home. The highest rate of gun ownership is in the South (38 percent) and the lowest is in the East (21 percent).17 Note that none of the presidential swing states is in the East.

The Democrats are split over guns, but the GOP has great strength from its party positions. Reince Priebus, the Republican National Committee chairman, told me in an interview, “I am totally on board with every sentence in our platform. More government intervention in our lives with regard to the Second Amendment is unacceptable. Those are rights that are sacred, people fought and died for, and we’re a party that is going to stand up for them.”

Priebus, who still lives with his family in Wisconsin, has four shotguns (in 12, 16, 20, and .410 gauges), two rifles (.300 Weatherby Magnum and Savage), and a .357 Smith & Wesson revolver, along with a collection from his father. I asked how he uses his firearms. “Hunting mainly, but my shotgun in Kenosha is not far from the bed,” he replied.18


Texas Governor Rick Perry, the strongest defender of the Second Amendment in the 2012 Republican presidential primary, also warned about the true political objectives of Barack Obama.

Perry, who famously shot dead a coyote with his .380 Ruger for threatening his dog while on a morning run in 2010, loves all kinds of guns. The fifth-generation Texan has been shooting since he was kid. “The first gun I ever had was given to me by my grandfather when I was young—a Remington single shot .22lr. I still have it,” he told me. He said that some of his favorite firearms are a LaRue OBR 5.56 rifle, a Colt 1911 .45 caliber pistol, and a 12-gauge Browning Maxus shotgun.

He uses his guns for a variety of purposes, including self-defense, target shooting, and hunting. “One of my favorite hobbies is going to target shoot at LaRue Tactical just outside of Austin,” Perry said. When he was running for governor in 2010, he posted a video called “What to do on a day off” which showed him shooting at the 100-meter LaRue range.19 Referring to it as “my form of golf,” the governor said, “I’m still trying to get a hole in one—five rounds in the same hole—but I haven’t quite got there yet. I think a 5.56 is my best. For me, it’s really relaxing.”

I met Perry for the first time in February 2012, soon after he had dropped out of the Republican primary. He was leaving the media room at the Conservative Political Action Conference in Washington, and I asked his aide for a brief interview. Knowing he was pro-gun, I mentioned my travails attempting to buy a gun in D.C.

“I read your article,” he said.

“You did?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes ma’am. It was really interesting,” said the cowboy-boot-wearing governor.

“What do you think of the gun laws in D.C.?” I asked.

“I think they are very onerous so you won’t get a gun. They’ve made these rules and regulations and the cost very prohibitive so that Americans cannot have a gun. And that’s their point.” I asked him about his political future. “I haven’t left the fight. I reloaded my mag, and I’m just fighting on a different front.”20


In May 2013, I interviewed Perry again, at the NRA’s annual meeting in Houston. He walked into the room and yelled out to me, “Gun girl!” I laughed, and we compared photos on our iPhones of different kinds of guns we’d shot lately. “You ever been huntin’, gun girl?” he asked.

“No, sir, but I want to.”

“Well, I’ll teach you. You’re comin’ to my ranch this fall.”

“Deal,” I said.

Getting down to business, I told the governor that while he was speaking to the NRA members, Obama was just south of the border, saying that infringing on Second Amendment rights would benefit Mexicans. “Most of the guns used to commit violence here in Mexico come from the United States,” Obama said in Mexico City on May 3. “I will continue to do everything in my power to pass common-sense reforms that keep guns out of the hands of criminals and dangerous people. That can save lives here in Mexico and back home in the United States.”21


Perry was so shocked that he pushed back his chair from the table and thought before answering. “The idea that a United States president would go to Mexico and make that statement is incredible,” he said. “His goal—well before he became president of the United States—was to try to disarm the American public. He just disregards the Constitution.”

Perry went on to say, “He believes this. I got in trouble for calling Barack Obama a socialist, but he is. Socialists believe in disarming the public. Just go look at how he’s performed on economic issues, health care, gun control, and Barack Obama is a central-control socialist.”22
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While Obama stayed silent on gun control during his first term, he started to hint about his agenda and put plans in place as it became clear he would win reelection. He assured gun control activist Sarah Brady in  March 2011 that gun control was “very much on his agenda.” According to the Washington Post, Obama told her “We have to go through a few processes, but under the radar.”23 This was a sign to his base that gun control was still at the top of his list if they voted for him.

In the second debate with Mitt Romney on October 16, Obama came out publicly for the first time as president for banning some guns, but continued to reassure the American people that he believed in the Second Amendment.24 At the town hall-style debate at Hofstra University, a supposedly undecided voter named Nina Gonzalez asked the president what he’d done to limit the availability of “assault weapons.”

Mr. Obama started to answer by saying, “I believe in the Second Amendment. We’ve got a long tradition of hunting and sportsmen, and people who want to make sure they can protect themselves.”

It’s never a good thing when a politician suggests that hunting is the reason for the right of the people to keep and bear arms.

So it was no surprise when the next word out of his mouth was “but,” followed by a list of guns he wanted to ban, from handguns to rifles. “I also share your belief that weapons that were designed for soldiers in war theaters don’t belong on our streets. And so what I’m trying to do is to get a broader conversation about how do we reduce the violence generally. Part of it is seeing if we can get an assault weapons ban reintroduced, but part of it is also looking at other sources of the violence, because, frankly, in my hometown of Chicago there’s an awful lot of violence, and they’re not using AK-47s, they’re using cheap handguns.”

The suggestion that handguns should be banned based on their cost betrayed the president’s extremist views—as if constitutional rights come with a minimum price tag.

Obama added, “What I want is a comprehensive strategy. Part of it is seeing if we can get automatic weapons that kill folks in amazing numbers out of the hands of criminals and the mentally ill.”

He was being deliberately confusing. Automatic firearms are not on the streets or in the hands of criminals. They have been heavily regulated in the civilian market since 1934, and their manufacture for civilian use has been banned since 1986.25


Meanwhile, the other gun-grabbers were getting their ducks in a row to push legislation through Congress fast. The Friday before the November election, Senator Dianne Feinstein requested a meeting between her legal staff and the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms and Explosives (ATF) at their branch in West Virginia. The California Democrat who wrote the first “assault weapons” ban wanted to discuss ways to reinstate and expand it, closing supposed loopholes, and even confiscating some guns.26


When Obama was elected to a second term on November 6, 2012, the gun-grabbing legislative agenda was already in place. Now all he had to do was wait for the right opportunity.

That day tragically arrived on Friday, December 14, when Adam Lanza murdered twenty first graders and six educators at Sandy Hook Elementary School in Newtown, Connecticut.

It was one of the most awful days in our nation’s history. The death of one child is hard to bear, much less twenty. Knowing they were terrified and in pain is heartbreaking. Every American mourned as they watched TV and saw kids running out of the school and parents looking for children who would never return. I taught first grade Sunday school for six years, and I can’t bring myself to even imagine those babies being killed in the classroom.

It is human nature to want to look for someone or something to blame for a tragedy like this. We want to find a way to control the world so we can avoid feeling vulnerable to pain and suffering. After the horror in Newtown, we all wanted to find ways to protect our children from another Adam Lanza, to stop the next criminal hell-bent on killing. We want to stop evil.

Yet no law could have prevented what happened at that Connecticut elementary school. The world is broken, and we can’t fix everything that’s wrong with it. Unfortunately, that fact didn’t stop politicians from preying on Americans’ fears to push their long-planned agenda.

New York Mayor Mike Bloomberg didn’t even wait until the children’s bodies were taken out of the school before he erupted. On the day of the massacre, the mayor released a statement that the president should “send a bill to Congress to fix this problem. Calling for ‘meaningful action’ is not enough. We need immediate action.”27


Representative Jerry Nadler went on MSNBC that same Friday to call on Obama to use the dead children to push for gun control. “I think we will be there if the president exploits it,” the New York Democrat told Ed Schultz.28


White House Spokesman Jay Carney reiterated that the president wanted to bring back the so-called “assault weapons” ban.29 Chuck Schumer of New York, number three in the Senate, said on CBS that he was confident a bill with further restrictions could now pass.30 By Sunday, Senator Dianne Feinstein said on NBC that she would introduce her prewritten assault weapons ban when the new Senate convened in January.31
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The anti-gun activists had changed in the twenty years since the first assault weapons ban passed. The Brady Campaign had been eclipsed by the billionaire mayor of New York. Michael Bloomberg’s organization, Mayors Against Illegal Guns, is essentially part of the mayor’s administration, but with political consultants and a bottomless bank account.

The opposition to Bloomberg’s gun-grabbing campaign is led by the NRA, whose power is in its grassroots operation and massive membership of 5 million; the National Shooting Sports Foundation, which represents firearms and ammunition manufacturers and retailers; the Second Amendment Foundation, which fights unconstitutional laws in  the courts; the associated Citizens Committee for the Right to Keep and Bear Arms, which does grassroots politics but does not endorse candidates; and the Gun Owners of America, another grassroots organization.

Obama was appropriately nonpolitical for forty-eight hours after the Sandy Hook shooting, but he started letting his plans show at the prayer vigil in Newtown on Sunday. “Are we really prepared to say that we’re powerless in the face of such carnage, that the politics are too hard? Are we prepared to say that such violence visited on our children year after year after year is somehow the price of our freedom?” He announced a plan to “use whatever power this office holds to engage my fellow citizens” in an effort to prevent “tragedies like this.”32


Every life is precious. Obama never had much to say about the thousands of people murdered last year in individual shootings. Instead, he chose to focus on the rare mass shootings in suburban areas, which are more relatable for voters, and thus politically helpful for him.

There have been seventy-eight public mass shootings in the last thirty years that claimed 547 lives, according to an April 2013 report from the nonpartisan Congressional Research Service (CRS).33 That averages to eighteen victims a year.

To put that number in context, there were 8,583 murders by firearm in the U.S. in 2011, the most recent year for which we have figures from the FBI.34 And there were 851 people accidentally killed by firearms in 2011 according to the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention.35


That’s why the CRS concluded, “While tragic and shocking, public mass shootings account for few of the murders related to firearms that occur annually in the United States.” As for prevention, the congressional agency reported that, because of the rarity of the events, “potential perpetrators cannot be identified accurately, and no systematic means of intervening are known to be effective.”36


But Obama wasn’t going to let the facts stand in the way of his gun-grabbing campaign. Just five days after Sandy Hook, he announced that  Vice President Joe Biden would lead a task force to come up with “concrete proposals no later than January—proposals that I then intend to push without delay.” The president made it clear that the recommendations of the task force were pre-determined, saying he had picked Biden to lead the effort because “he wrote the 1994 Crime Bill,” which included the “assault weapon ban.”37


While it was developing the agenda, the Biden task force invited pro-Second Amendment groups to just one White House meeting, on January 10. The NRA sent its top lobbyist for federal affairs, James J. Baker.

The NRA was not expecting a sincere dialogue. David Keene, who was NRA president at the time, told me the day before the meeting, “It has been clear since Newtown that the anti-Second Amendment crowd sees what happened there as giving them their best shot in years of attaining at least some and perhaps most of their substantive goals.”

Keene explained why the threat to gun rights was more serious than ever before. “They are better prepared for this effort than at any time in the past. They have the president, the media and the messaging expertise they haven’t had in the past—thanks largely to Mr. Bloomberg’s willingness to spend any amount they think they will need to coordinate and advance their activities.” He warned, “This is going to be a long and tough fight because if they cannot roll back Second Amendment rights this time they may not get another chance for years or even decades.”38


Keene was right. Obama always knew that what he was pushing was unlikely to pass on the federal level, but he kept up the campaign because it provided publicity that helped push the same agenda on the state level.

The ploy was effective. By January 15, New York Governor Andrew Cuomo was able to ram radical new anti-gun laws through the state legislature. The effort was aided by Bloomberg’s money, and the legislation itself was reportedly written by Hizzoner’s staff.

The New York law set an example for how other liberal governors could use speed and White House influence to carve exceptions out of the Second Amendment.

The next day, Obama sought new federal gun control laws. He announced that the Biden task force had concluded with the new White House agenda.39 The president forewarned what opponents would say, “There will be pundits and politicians and special interest lobbyists publicly warning of a tyrannical, all-out assault on liberty—not because that’s true, but because they want to gin up fear or higher ratings or revenue for themselves.”40


Then Obama acted just like a tyrant by thumbing his nose at Congress and signing twenty-three executive actions for things such as once again allowing the Centers for Disease Control to spend taxpayers’ money to promote gun control.41 He couldn’t do it all himself, so Obama told Americans to call their representatives on Capitol Hill and demand his highest priorities—“universal background checks” and bans on “assault weapons” and magazines over ten rounds.

Shamelessly, he said his longtime wish list should be the law of the land “for the 25 other innocent children and devoted educators who had so much left to give.”42






 CHAPTER 3

PHOTO SHOOT


I first started trying to get a gun over a year before the Newtown shooting, at a time when gun control was not in the news. I thought it would be interesting to Washington Times readers to learn about what it took to get a legal firearm in D.C. I figured the whole process would take me about two weeks and maybe be five stories. In the end, it took four months to get my gun, it cost $435 in fees, there were over twenty stories in the series, and it resulted in the District’s firearms laws changing.

I approached my boss, Brett Decker, the editorial page editor at that time, with my pitch. Decker, originally from Michigan and a gun owner himself, thought it was a great idea. He supported me as the series expanded and lengthened. He said “no” to only one of my requests: he wouldn’t let me expense the gun.

Decker and I had been friends since we had both worked for then-House Majority Whip Tom DeLay, the Texas Republican legendary for his conservative views and hard-charging style. Decker was the speechwriter, and I was the press secretary, so we sat next to each other in a tiny,  windowless office in the Capitol. We are polar opposites. Decker is thoughtful and intellectual, appreciates the arts, and has a calm demeanor. I am high energy, talk fast, bounce from topic to topic, subscribe to Us Weekly, and religiously watch The Bachelor. Decker has never owned a TV.

We became friends because we shared conservative values, and our differences amused us both. I went through a rough period in my life when I got caught up in a political scandal, and Decker was one of the few from my political career who stood by me. When he offered me a job at the Washington Times, I was overcome with gratitude for his kindness.

While Decker gave me the go-ahead for the gun series, he did not relieve me of my regular duties, which included writing a daily editorial on political issues. My job was intense. Decker had started his career as a researcher for the influential conservative columnist Bob Novak, who believed that opinion pieces had to be heavily reported. Novak had a rule that he had to make five calls a day for every column he wrote. This method ensured he double- or triple-sourced his information and used only original reporting to develop his opinion.

Decker instilled this principle in his staff. We were not allowed to use other outlets’ reporting, nor written statements. The worst offense among the editorial board at the Times was if Decker overheard you mention Wikipedia.

In this environment, my days were full. I was under pressure to report and then write an editorial every day on a totally new topic. After my daily 4:00 p.m. deadline, I would turn in my work, stretch my legs, and then start figuring out the next day’s topic—and lining up sources and interviews. I mostly reported on Capitol Hill about budget and tax issues.

So Decker gave me the green light for the gun series but let me know that I had to do it in my own time—after work and on weekends. Since I didn’t think it would go on for very long, and I was excited about the challenge, I agreed.

I didn’t realize it at the time, but by doing it this way, I was giving readers a realistic view of what any Washington resident has to face to get a legal gun. I discovered that exercising your Second Amendment rights in the nation’s capital required taking days off or long absences from work. The firearms registration office at police headquarters is only open on weekdays, from 9:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m. Either the police want to make it hard for fully employed people to get legal guns—or they assume only the unemployed want them.

Decker put Richard Diamond in charge of editing my gun series. Diamond was also an old friend. He had worked for then-House Majority Leader Dick Armey of Texas at the same time as Decker and I worked for DeLay. Diamond edited the editorials for the Times, so we worked together closely already. And he is a huge gun nut. His father taught him to shoot as a kid. He has built up a collection that the liberal media would call an “arsenal.” He has all kinds of firearms—handguns, rifles, and shotguns. Of course he doesn’t live in D.C. He commutes from Virginia to work at the Times.

Diamond laid down some ground rules for me. He told me that the Washington Post had done a story about getting a gun in D.C. a couple years earlier, but I was not allowed to read it. The reason was to put me on par with the average person in Washington who did not know any shortcuts or have any special resources for understanding the process in advance.

(After I completed the series in 2012, Diamond reminded me that I was now allowed to read the Post’s story. It turned out the story was only a single article, and it omitted all the details that make the registration process so onerous. I noticed the reporter got to expense the cost of his gun. The bias of the reporter in the Post’s story was evident in that he returned his free, legally owned gun at the end.)

Before I started writing, we needed a series title and photos to accompany the stories. I sent Diamond a list of title ideas such as “D.C.’s Gun  Laws” or “Getting a Gun in D.C.” At the end of the email, I wrote, “Emily Gets Her Gun”—a takeoff on Annie Gets Her Gun, the Broadway show about Annie Oakley. It wasn’t a typical newspaper title, but he went for it.

Diamond offered to use his guns for the photos, but we couldn’t do it at work because the newspaper is in D.C. We decided to meet at his house in Virginia for our amateur photo shoot. We used point-and-click cameras, nothing fancy, with his giant movie screen that he uses to watch TV as the backdrop. It was October but still warm, so I was wearing a pink tank top, cut off-denim shorts, and flip-flops.

When I walked into Diamond’s house, I was freaked out to see so many guns lying all over his living room. I had never even held a gun before.
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I grew up in Baltimore. When I was a little girl, I was playing around on the floor of the backseat of my father’s car and saw a revolver under the driver’s seat. I wasn’t curious about it. I was scared of it. I didn’t touch it and never told him of my discovery. My father, Harmon Miller, never mentioned having a gun to my little sister Karen and me.

The memory came back to me as an adult when I told my dad about the series I was starting. I mentioned it a few times before he realized that I wanted a gun for self-protection, not just for the story.

“You’re actually going to get the gun?” he asked, shocked.

“Of course,” I said. “I wanted the gun first. The story came later.”

“Well, why don’t you get it and then give it back?”

“Dad, that would defeat the whole purpose.”

“Oh, I don’t like this at all, Em. Can’t you just write the story and then give the gun back?”

“No, Dad, I’m keeping the gun. But I think you of all people would understand.”

“What do you mean?” he asked, clearly not yet realizing the secret discovery I’d made as a child.

“You have a gun.”

“I certainly do not.”

“Yes, you do. You had a gun and kept it in the car under the driver’s seat. I saw it.”

There was a long silence.

“I didn’t know you knew that.”

“Well, I do.”

It turns out my dad remembered the car incident well. He slammed on the breaks and saw the gun fly out from under the seat. He corrected my memory. “Emily, you said, ‘What is that doing there?’ And I said, ‘Oh, it’s no big deal. I use it for work.’ You never asked any more about it.” He said the gun was holstered with a clip to keep it under the seat.

He said he got the gun because his truck business was in a high-crime part of downtown Baltimore. The company was in a fenced lot. He had a button by his desk that went directly to the police if there was an emergency. But the safety concern was when, about once a month, an exchange was in cash, which he would have to take to or from the bank.

Dad got the revolver from a cousin who he said was “obsessed with guns.” This was before the 1993 Brady Act requiring all dealers to do background checks on handgun buyers through the FBI before completing a sale. And of course back then there was no gun registration process such as D.C. has now. So it was legal for my dad’s cousin to buy him a gun.

He explained what it took to get a legal carry permit in those days. Maryland was—and is—a “may issue” state, meaning you have to give the police a justification for why you want to bear arms. “I wasn’t law enforcement and no one was looking to kill me. I wasn’t a bail bondsman,” my dad explained. “So the only reason was to be vulnerable for carrying cash—and people knowing it.”

My father went to the state police several times with letters vouching for him, proof he was the owner of the company, and bank deposit slips showing the cash transfers. (Now people also get fingerprints and extensive background checks.) It took my dad about six to eight weeks for the carry permit—a card with a photo—to be issued. It was valid for two years, and he renewed it once.

“Then I didn’t want to bother with it anymore,” he recalled. “I’d have to go through that whole routine again with the police.” Dad added that the system is much the same now. “They don’t want people having guns, so it’s a good way for them to prevent them—just wear them down.”

I wondered where the revolver was today. “I kept it for another eight or nine years at the top of a high bureau, where you kids couldn’t reach it. I kept the ammo in the same drawer, but the gun wasn’t loaded.” He finally got rid of it by returning it to a police “buy back” for $50.

Despite this family revelation, my dad still has not come around about my owning a gun. I have tried not to be defensive but instead find out why he is opposed to it.

“It could complicate a scenario. Even though it’s for defense, it could make a situation worse than it started out to be,” he told me. “You could get yourself hurt.”

I think Dad’s position comes more from the old-fashioned perception that guns are for men, not girls, than out of any hostility to firearms. I have repeatedly told him that I train regularly and am very responsible with my firearm. “I’m not happy about it, but if you feel more secure with it, then good for you,” he finally conceded.

While he still asks all the time where I keep my gun, he is amused that I’ve become known as an advocate for the Second Amendment. That’s not the typical path for a daughter.

My biggest fan in my family is my six-year-old nephew Christopher, who can’t get enough YouTube videos of Aunt Emmy shooting big guns. My sister Karen just shakes her head. Boys will be boys.
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At Diamond’s house, the first gun I picked up—because I thought it was so pretty—was a Sig Sauer P226 X-Five L1 with a wood grip and stainless steel slide. I asked if I could hold it. Diamond took out the magazine and cleared the slide to ensure it was unloaded, then handed it to me.

I held the gun in my hand sideways, looking at it, too nervous to hold the grip like I would shoot it. “Just pick it up and hold it like this,” he said, confidently holding the gun in his large hands. He handed me the firearm. “Just point it in that direction,” he said, indicating an outside wall of his house.

Diamond doesn’t say much. It was common for me to ask him for a change in an editorial and get this email response: “No.” It’s hard to get him to talk, but with the people he knows, you quickly learn, he is incredibly smart and knowledgeable. He has admirable integrity. I trust him completely, which is rare in Washington media and political circles.

I held it and tried to put my finger on the trigger but couldn’t reach it without sliding my hand well over to the right side.

“Do this,” he said, grabbing my hands and pushing my left hand onto the gun. “Now don’t put your finger on the trigger. Just put your finger straight on the side of the gun.”
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