


Every man his own state.

The War Against All

by Bernard-Henri Levy

Today Western Europe: lives in a time of bombs, guns
and Molotov cocktails. In Germany, in Italy and in
France, an old catch phrase returns, hoarse and
desperate, that violent action is the purest form of
revolt. Men and women rise up—vagabonds of
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nothingness, mutineers of nihilism—and fight against
evil, in the presence of a silent people. This is called
terrorism, and I maintain that, even more than the
Eurocommunism which so troubles President Carter,
tomorrow this will probably be the key problem of the
so-called liberal societies. The phenomenon spreads, in
theory as well as in practice, and as always, intellectuals
drag behind and have yet to produce even a sketch of an
analysis. Thus these few remarks, worth whatever
hypotheses are worth, which see things in the only
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century ago. Granted, this is true; but the terrorist
movements have added to the old lesson a determina-
tion of importance that finishes the fixing-on of its face.
They are the first to have grown up in the shadow of
Auschwitz, mass murder and the atomic bomb. They
are the first to act in the setting of super-powerful
states holding the instruments for a collective
planetary suicide in their hands. They are the first
witnesses of an age that will go down in history as the
one that, in politics, introduced the dream of absolute
death. And I believe that, at least from a phantasmal
point of view, the politics of the bomb and the Molotov
cocktail is the real “double” of that of murder by the
state and the atomic bomb. The current seductiveness
of violence can be understood only in the perspective of
a new principle of dissemination, or even democratiza-

tion, of violence. To the menace of genocide that
states carry within themselves, terrorists answer with
more, always more atom bombs; that is tg say, with P
.38 pistols. Children of Hiroshima, the guerillas never
cease to harp upon that primitive scene.

It is not a justification of them to say that, here again,
they are the toys of a terror that in fact does not belong
to them, and that they exhaust themselves in mimickry
of a liturgical gesture which they will never cease to
repeat. Nor is it a condemnation of them to see, not the
enraged opponents of modern forms of power, but
their diligent incense-bearers, the last true devotees of
the religion of State. I ask only that we see in them the
pale clowns and murderers of Western memory, the
last adherents of its secular pathology: what
Machiavelli (already) called “the need for the state.”



