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			Prologue

			‘Are you bleeding? Is it because I called you the wrong pronoun?’ Andrew Tate jeered to the assembled leaders of his War Room. A 6 foot 2 kick-boxing champion, he had just punched Matt in the face. They were both wearing boxing gloves, and Matt was a willing participant. But he had been lured here under false pretences.

			We were inside a fight gym in Bucharest where Tate had told us we could film him sparring. When we arrived, he said, ‘Put some gloves on’. Matt was about to be taught a lesson which, after four years of investigating Tate, we still believe to be the central tenet of Tate’s philosophy: that violence underpins absolutely everything.

			Tate’s inner circle was also sparring. The sound of fists pummelling flesh was periodically interrupted by a boxing timer. Nearby, the most physically intimidating man we had ever seen was subjecting a young War Room neophyte to a ‘ground-and-pound finish’, pressing him to the floor with his body while striking him repeatedly. The other men laughed at the display. The lumbering giant was professional UFC (Ultimate Fighting Championship) fighter Luke Barnatt, aka ‘Bigslow’. He was 6 foot 5, had two giant cauliflower ears and a grim, expressionless face as impenetrable as a medieval helmet. Later, when Matt would ask him about the philosophy of the War Room, he would say, ‘If you have the capability to kill someone physically in the street – which I have, and I don’t – then that’s much better than someone who doesn’t have the capability and doesn’t, because he can’t anyway. I believe every man on the planet should be able to go to war. Me and you, we go to a bar, trust me, I’m the more confident guy. Because I know I can handle every situation that’s thrown at me. You can’t.’

			
			

			Another man, though not participating in the violence around him, had a look of spiritual rapture as he drank it in. He sported a wizard-like beard and a velour tracksuit emblazoned with a rhinestone chess piece, the insignia of the War Room.

			Tate told Matt he had ten more rounds to endure. Tate’s last punch had drawn blood, but leaving then would have attracted ridicule and cut short our mission to infiltrate Tate’s inner circle. The timer went.

			‘Let’s go,’ Tate said.

			‘Can I at least fight someone closer to my weight size?’

			‘Sure.’

			This turned out to be a mistake, because though ‘Tig’, the man Tate beckoned over, may have been shorter than Tate, each of his biceps was wider than Matt’s head. His punches built with power each time, until a final right hook caused Matt to lose consciousness for a moment, and Jamie was forced to jump in, while Matt asked Tig to stop.

			‘You asked me to stop,’ Tig said, ‘but if this were a street fight, could you ask the other person to stop?’

			Matt was beginning to learn. In promotional videos for the War Room, over shots of men training in combat sports, smoking cigars and eating steaks, a pseudo-sensei voiceover declared: ‘Life is competition. Competition is violence. In many modern forms of competition, we have attempted to water down the violent aspects. To replicate violence in the most sanitised way. We have full-grown men growing as large and strong as possible to put a ball in a net,’ the voice continued, dripping with disdain, ‘as opposed to hurting each other.’ Was he saying that sport was a bad thing?

			
			

			‘But the sentiment is the same. It’s a group of men at war with another, with one team being victors and the other being losers. The largest, strongest, most beautiful tree violently crushed the surrounding saplings in a quest for resources. Every time I see beauty, I see the struggle required to create it . . . The more sophisticated my understanding of the universe’s state of constant war, the happier and more content and peaceful I feel. You are meant to struggle. You are here to suffer. If you do neither of these things, you are either dead or invisible. If you want people to care who you are, become familiar with pain. If you do not struggle to become an exceptional man, you are nobody, and every female will prove to you: you may as well not exist.’

			If you want to understand the itch that Andrew Tate and the War Room have been scratching in young men, then this is it. Men desire conquest. The longing to go through some kind of hardship – whether it’s waging a war or unclogging a drain – and emerge on the other side victorious, is crucial to many men’s sense of self. This can be healthy, but in men who suffer from insecurity, it’s dangerous.

			Tate’s appeal preys on male insecurity and the need to compete with other men, especially for women. We feel this when, for example, another man flirts with our partner in front of us. We feel some internal engine flutter into life; the same engine that powers sexual desire and jealousy is powered by fear of other men. This is what having your masculinity challenged feels like.

			
			

			Tate prises open those insecurities and targets them with his marketing, telling men they need to experience more hardship to make themselves better. The first step in this conquest is to buy his courses, with membership to the War Room costing £3,000 a year at the time of our reporting in August 2022.

			But to describe Tate simply as an opportunist exploiting young men for money doesn’t fully explain his rise to prominence. Many men shirk from the contemporary dialogue around mental health. Therapy and emotional vulnerability do not work for everyone. ‘Depression isn’t real,’ is Tate’s common refrain. Some men would rather see themselves as Genghis Khan, charging across the plains of their depression, instead of accepting the inevitable hardship of existence and seeking help.

			Tate says that modern life is too comfortable, that to become a real man you must go through suffering, and that this will lead to successful conquests. Tate could use this notion to motivate men to achieve good in their lives and their communities. But in his world, combat and violence are the purest form of conquest, while women and money are the most important.

			This is where things get dangerous. The anthropologist Margaret Mead wrote: ‘Every known human society rests firmly on the learned nurturing behaviour of men . . . This behaviour, being learned, is fragile, and can disappear rather easily under social conditions that no longer teach it effectively.’*

			When men are made to feel weak, we double down on traditional masculine traits to feel stronger. We judge ourselves according to the apparent conquests of men we idolise – on social media, in video games and in films. Many young men judge themselves against Andrew Tate. This is all part of his plan. When you consider that in 2023, 47 per cent of twenty-five-year-old men in the UK were still living with their parents, compared to just 29 per cent of women of the same age, there is a vast ocean of inadequacy and low self-worth to be plumbed by Tate’s exploitation.†

			Matt getting his face pounded in the War Room was an unpleasant experience designed to make him feel his own inadequacy in the realm of physical combat, but strangely – as he would later be told by many of Tate’s fans – millions of young men would do absolutely anything to be in Matt’s position.

			Over the next week, we would see first-hand how Tate’s empire is built on making men feel deficient, and then offering solutions that require buying further into the group’s ideology. We would also see how this conditioning can make men dangerous.

			For Matt in particular, Tate and his brother, Tristan, putting him through the psychological and physical trials of the War Room would lead him to grapple with his own masculinity. But this inner journey would happen alongside an investigation into the Tates and their War Room that ultimately uncovered more than just a movement shifting young men towards chauvinistic attitudes.

			In the years that we’ve been investigating Andrew Tate, he has become a household name that to many, defines a new era in misogyny. In August 2022, few people know about the War Room, though. They instead know the thirty-six-year-old Anglo–American kick-boxer-turned-influencer as a viral misogynist, whose motivational videos, flashy lifestyle and controversial views have made him the most googled man in the world. Tate’s videos have been viewed 13 billion times on TikTok alone. He became incredibly famous, incredibly quickly.

			
			

			At the peak of this rise to fame, we happened to be with Andrew Tate, inside his compound and secretive network. Throughout this period and for a further two years, we would investigate Tate and his inner circle, eventually uncovering the dark truth behind the War Room.

			Our story begins during Tate’s good years, when the followers were flooding in, and the allegations were still to come.

			

			
				
						* Margaret Mead, Male and Female, William Morrow & Co., 1970, p. 189, 192.


						
†

 https://www.statista.com/statistics/285330/young-adults-living-with-parents-uk-by-age-and-gender/



				

			

		

	
		
			
			

			PART ONE

			The Tate Machine

			
			

		

	
		
			
			

			CHAPTER ONE

			Paging Andrew Tate

			In November 2019, Jamie received an email about ‘two webcam millionaires’ who were beginning to build a devoted following in ‘the manosphere’. As a mid-90s millennial Vice journalist who spent his time trawling the internet for cults and conspiracies, it piqued his interest. The email was sent by his colleague Lexi Rose, whose friend’s younger brother had apparently been ‘lured into the manosphere’ by one of these webcam millionaires: Andrew Tate. 

			The manosphere is an umbrella term given to different online groups, websites and blogs, all of which deal with different topics ‘for men’, primarily sex and relationships. These groups are distinct and propagate different views, but underpinning all of them appears to be a shared foundational belief that the world is being manipulated in ‘unnatural ways’ to make life easier for women, at the expense of men. The manosphere includes involuntary celibate men, known as ‘incels’, who lambast the perceived unfairness of the modern ‘sexual marketplace’ that has left them sexless. While incel groups vary in the staunchness of their beliefs and their propensity for violence, they are considered by many to be the most dangerous group in the manosphere, with some appearing to support the idea of legalising rape, or even the ownership of female ‘slaves’ for sex.‡

			Men Going Their Own Way, or MGTOW, are a separate group in the manosphere who, like some second-wave radical feminists, support the complete separation of the two genders. MGTOW believe that society has been so corrupted by the influence of feminism that it is no longer salvageable. As such, followers support men forming their own distinct societies, separate from their female counterparts.

			Tate didn’t fit into either of these two groups, but instead was a combination of two further categories: a PUA and a red-pill influencer. PUAs (pickup artists) are men who claim to be able to teach their followers the science and skills of seduction – essentially how to meet and approach more women, and eventually have sex with them. Prior to the explosion of incels, PUAs were the figures in the manosphere who were most successful in breaking through to mainstream culture, with Tom Cruise even playing a character inspired by PUA Ross Jeffries in the Paul Thomas Anderson film Magnolia, and celebrity figures like Derren Brown demonstrating PUA techniques on mainstream British TV shows. As Jamie soon discovered, Tate was constantly flaunting the beautiful women he was with on social media, including his numerous webcam workers, many of whom he claimed were also his girlfriends. Tate believed his own triumphs with women explained why his webcam business was also so successful, and he had begun to create courses teaching other men how to attract women using his own ‘methods’.

			Red-pill influencers in the manosphere are a subgroup of the MRA, or Men’s Rights Activists, who borrow much of their language from the film The Matrix. In the 1999 sci-fi hit, the protagonist Neo is given two options: the red pill or the blue pill. If Neo chooses the blue pill, he will return to the simulation that is his life, living in ignorance, albeit relatively happy ignorance. If he chooses the red pill, he will see life as it truly is. As Morpheus, a fictional leader in the resistance movement against ‘the machines’, tells him, ‘I show you how deep the rabbit hole goes’. Red-pill influencers offer to ‘red pill’ their followers by showing them the ‘truth’ of the world. This truth, or red pill, is used as an explanation for all the woes that men may experience, usually focusing on concepts like marriage and divorce, fidelity or the general ‘degeneracy’ of liberalism. Tate was fundamentally a red piller, in that he claimed to be able to identify men’s problems and solve them with his unique brand of misogyny. Those who have been red-pilled by a particular influencer will tend to denigrate others outside of the group, calling them ‘sheep’, ‘normies’ or, one of Tate’s favourite terms, residents of ‘Clown World’.

			
			

			Lexi’s email to Jamie included a link to the Instagram account of her friend’s brother, who Lexi claimed had paid thousands of dollars to join something called the War Room. Visiting Tate’s website, Jamie could see that the War Room was Tate’s latest product – a private network of men who would be trained by Tate to achieve the pinnacle of masculinity and wealth, using Tate’s supposedly tried-and-tested techniques. The website claimed that membership to Tate’s War Room would give you direct access to Tate, as well as the ability to ‘network with millionaires’, attending private War Room events around the world. From looking at the Instagram account that Lexi shared, it was clear that the men who were joining Tate’s War Room admired him. In one photo, the young man leaned over a chessboard opposite a friend. The way the photo was framed, and their rigid poses, were identical to a post on Tate’s own Instagram, where he sits opposite his brother, Tristan. The young man had captioned his own post, ‘The king moves one square at a time and the queen can just zip across the board’ – a direct quote from Tate himself, referring to how much easier life is for women. As Tate would explain in one of his YouTube videos, to get on a superyacht in Miami a man would have to work his whole life and make millions of dollars, but for a girl, ‘it’s just one DM to a guy with a yacht’.

			
			

			Statements like this were at the softer end of Tate’s views about women. Looking at his burgeoning YouTube channel ‘Tate Speech’, it wasn’t difficult to find extreme misogyny and sexism being spouted with the abrasive and, to some, comedic tone that Tate would become famous for. In his videos, Tate would propose his ‘solutions’ to the problem of modern liberalism, arguing that women should take some responsibility for their own sexual assaults, and that the world would be a better place if women had their ‘body count’ (a pejorative term for their number of sexual partners) tattooed on their heads. Tate’s views were so extreme, and his delivery so bombastic, that people debated in the comments whether he was genuine or a Sacha Baron Cohen-style comedian who was embodying a fictional character.

			In late 2019, Tate was by no means a celebrity figure. He wasn’t even the biggest ‘manosphere’ influencer. In fact, Tate was relatively fringe, with fewer than 50,000 followers on Instagram. But something about him seemed completely different. Tate was perhaps the first ‘manosphere’ or ‘masculinity’ influencer who actually possessed some of the superficial ‘attributes of masculinity’ that followers would be told they needed to cultivate. He was tall and strong, an ex-world-champion kick-boxer and was considered conventionally attractive by some. If Tate was to be believed, he was also incredibly wealthy and had numerous girlfriends. Manosphere influencers preceding him were older men, often out of shape, with seemingly unenviable lives. They sat in front of webcams lecturing their audiences, but beyond that appeared to do little else. Tate, on the other hand, flaunted a life that was attractive to many men. And he promised he could teach his followers how to have the same life – his primary marketing tool being the cultivation of envy.

			
			

			What’s more, most followers of manosphere influencers prior to Tate had chosen to remain anonymous, hiding behind usernames and avatars, suggesting either a level of shame or at least an awareness of the social unacceptability of the views they were engaging with. Tate’s followers, by contrast, proudly associated themselves with him. They would repost his videos on their social media accounts, many using their real names and faces. Tate’s fans appeared to feel no shame, or that there was no risk in their public support of him.

			And finally, it was Tate’s War Room that truly set him apart. Such was the level of devotion he was able to elicit from his followers that they were willing to pay thousands of pounds to join his network and be taught by him at events around the world, behind closed doors, away from the prying eyes of the public.

			All told, this was beginning to look like a story worth following, and a world worth sending a documentary reporter into.

			That month, in November 2019, Tate’s website, Cobratate.com (Tate has since claimed that this website never belonged to him) was advertising ‘The Test’: the biggest event in the War Room calendar. A members-only event that would take place in Romania, this would be a test of the attendees’ manhood, devised by Tate himself. Beyond that, little information was given, but it seemed like a chance for our reporter to immerse himself in Tate’s community while also finding out what these men were talking about behind closed doors. But without Tate on board, this wouldn’t work as a documentary, so it was time to see if he was interested.

			
			

			Jamie – 26 November 2019

			I start writing an email as though it is aimed at a member of Tate’s staff, rather than Tate himself, lending him the grandiosity it seems he would want, despite my assumption that he is managing the address himself. I decide to keep it brief and say that I’ve recently come across the War Room and am interested in covering it in a documentary for Vice. I press send and click back onto one of my other tabs at random. It’s a video of Tate describing why men should never be friends with their sisters, referring to his own sister, Janine, as a ‘dumb Bernie supporter’. ‘When I see a brother and sister who are really close, it’s just weird.’ I get less than a minute into the video when a notification pops up at the top right of my screen: a response from Tate’s personal email.

			 

			Hello.

			It’s Andrew Tate here.

			Please msg me on Instagram @cobratate to validate you work for vice.

			I am interested in speaking on the phone.

			 

			I quickly pull up my phone, go to his account, and type a message: ‘Hi Andrew, it’s Jamie from Vice.’ Tate immediately responds, ‘call me’, followed by his phone number. I look around at my colleagues who are all either chatting quietly or staring intently at their laptops. I don’t feel like having my first call with Andrew Tate with them listening in. Meeting rooms in the Vice office are impossible to get hold of, so I head towards a row of tiny edit suites. Inside, I mentally prepare for the call. Normally, I would just go over my pitch and think through the questions that could arise, but I realise this call might be very different. When I make films about controversial and unpredictable characters, I behave as though every phone call is being recorded, knowing that it likely is. But having watched Tate’s videos it dawns on me that there is a good chance this could just be Tate trying to bait me for content, given his propensity for public trolling. Would he spend his time trying to pull me into saying something weaponisable, only to post it on his social media pages with the caption ‘Tate destroys liberal Vice journalist’? I take a deep breath, remind myself that if I’m aware it’s a possibility, then I won’t say anything he can use, and I type in Tate’s number.

			
			

			The phone rings only once before I hear Tate – that uniquely identifiable accent, a grating mix of Luton and Chicago: ‘Hello! Is that Jamie?’ The next forty minutes pass in a moment. Tate seems excited, but in no way nervous. I start off by giving my pitch, and I begin to tell him what Vice is. ‘I know who Vice are,’ Tate laughs. ‘You guys used to make cool films about gangs and war zones, and then you went full lib and everyone hates you.’ Despite this, I can tell he’s keen on the idea of a Vice film about him, and he begins to give me a pitch of his own. I should be making a film about him and his brother, Tristan, the webcam millionaires who have moved to Eastern Europe. He is ‘very well connected’ in Romania, and if we came to make a film about him, he could show us some ‘real mafia shit’. He assures me of his connections by pointing out that the next War Room event will be held inside the Romanian parliament in Bucharest.

			
			

			I feel like I’m being played – a classic case of a narcissistic character overselling their personal story in the hope of attracting some media attention and fame. I try to pull Tate back to what I’m really interested in: his War Room, and the message he teaches to a group of paying men behind closed doors. Tate seems wary. ‘See, the thing is the War Room is a private network, and to be honest with you, I think most of the guys won’t want you there, because they hate Vice, and know it will be a hit-piece.’ He then follows up, ‘Don’t get me wrong. I have no problem with you trying to do a hit-piece on me, but not the War Room.’ I assure him that we’re also interested in him and his brother as individuals, and that we would cover their story in the documentary as well. Tate seems to perk up but can’t refrain from taking shots at Vice, maligning me for working for such an organisation. His tone suggests he could be joking, but as is often the case with Tate, it can be hard to differentiate his act from his reality. At one point he calls me ‘cucked’, and I can’t help but smile at hearing an insult I’ve read so many times in strange parts of the internet, finally uttered in real life. Even funnier, it’s directed at me, and is coming out of the mouth of Andrew Tate.

			Tate seems happy with my various responses to his barrages, and I don’t think I’ve said anything that I would mind him posting on his Twitter, so it’s a good time to wrap things up. Tate must be happy as well, because we end the call with him confirming we can come and film him in Romania for a documentary. He’ll be in touch about the War Room, but no promises. I hang up and exhale slowly, breathing properly for the first time since his voice initially boomed through my phone. Back at my desk, I tell Cosmo that Tate’s up for it in theory, and he asks me how he was on the call. I think for a second. ‘Weird. He could be sort of charming at times, but also called me a cuck, so I’m not really sure.’

			
			

			I open up his Twitter and find he’s posted about our call. His tweet contains a screenshot of my first email to him, accompanied by the message:

			 

			Vice news have heard about THE TEST and want to attend.

			This email came 2 days after I secured the ROMANIAN PARLIAMENT to launch the first stage of THE TEST.

			THE TEST will be the greatest thing in modern history.

			Imagine a game show – TATE STYLE.

			ARE YOU READY?

			 

			Despite not wanting us to film his War Room, Tate is happy to use our request as an advertisement to sell more spaces. I message him asking him to delete the tweet – a test of how this relationship might go. He replies, ‘No problem brother,’ followed by a love-heart emoji, and seconds later the tweet disappears.

			 

			In 2019, Tate was trying to achieve internet virality and fame, and agreeing to participate in our documentary wasn’t the only route he was taking. He wasn’t going to wait around for TV producers to give him a break; he was taking matters into his own hands, and social media was his weapon of choice. Tate had always been active in that arena, becoming a prolific user of Facebook in the 2010s. His most successful posts weren’t his pictures or videos, but his controversial statuses. In posts that made racially charged jokes or in which he referred to himself as a pimp, Tate would get levels of engagement that his other content wouldn’t attract. These statuses would incite such strong emotions in Tate’s Facebook friends that reels of comments would appear under each post as people debated back and forth. 

			
			

			When Tate got on Twitter, it appeared that he had been drawn in by the possibility of doing the same thing on there, with the added ability to break out of his own social circle. Compared to Facebook, your reach on Twitter was not as limited. When he first joined, he used the same shock tactics that he had developed on Facebook, making racially charged jokes about footballer Ashley Cole and his then wife, Cheryl, and homophobic jokes about the rapper Drake. But these tweets didn’t take off; there were enough people on Twitter making dissenting statements. It was becoming a crowded market. But Tate persevered, gradually building his follower count, which would then disappear when his accounts were banned for violating community guidelines. Over the years, Tate would hone his skills, creating content that was so shocking, it was guaranteed to be shared. In 2017, he managed to have one of his first viral ‘breakthrough’ moments.

			Jon Rosenberg is an award-winning US-based comic-book artist who took to Twitter in 2017 to ask the public for help. One of his sons had cerebral palsy and had been accepted for a surgery that could relieve his condition, but being the US, the surgery was expensive, and so Rosenberg shared a link to a GoFundMe page asking for help. Spotting an opportunity to cause some outrage, Andrew Tate chimed in on Rosenberg’s Twitter thread, writing: ‘Do you feel like a failure that the amount you need to help your own son is less than a quarter of what I spend on one of my 5 cars?’ Tate followed up with, ‘I will help you if you ask’. Finally, he concluded, ‘It’s nothing to me, youre comic books have failed but i’m a success. Ask nicely and I’ll save your son.’

			
			

			You can be the judge of whether this was a genuine offer of help from Tate, but his mocking tone towards a man seeking help for his disabled son caught the attention of Twitter. The post gained traction as people commented and reposted it, variously deriding Tate for his lack of humanity and laughing at what they thought must be a joke from an account that wasn’t intended to be taken seriously. Either way, Tate’s comments were being shared. These shock tactics would become the core of his approach to social media. He wouldn’t just be offensive and objectionable – he would be so offensive that the internet couldn’t help noticing it. Ironically, the added attention that Tate brought to Rosenberg’s post meant that the donations received exceeded the amount required for his son’s surgery.

			The same year that Jamie began his interactions with Tate (2019), was the year Tate would begin to see some real ‘success’ on Twitter. When journalist Mike Stuchbery wrote an article criticising Stephen Yaxley-Lennon, aka Tommy Robinson (fellow Lutonian and an acquaintance of Tate), Yaxley-Lennon posted Stuchbery’s address online (a form of internet intimidation known as doxing), at which point Tate began trolling Stuchbery, eventually turning up outside his house and banging the door, threatening him and going through his bins. Tate shared the whole interaction with his growing audience on Twitter, posting a picture of himself outside Stuchbery’s home, further exciting his and Yaxley-Lennon’s audience who subsequently began piling on Stuchbery. They thought it was hilarious. They loved the idea of a journalist engaging with Tate in a ‘Twitter argument’, only for that same journalist to be confronted in real life. The posts went viral.

			
			

			Also in 2019, Tate would have arguably his most viral Twitter moment prior to his ascension to global fame. On 5 May (one day after Star Wars Day), Tate lambasted fans of the Star Wars franchise, opening his tweet with the claim: ‘Never seen Star Wars. None of them. Never will. Omg you’re missing out. Maybe. You’re missing out on being a multi millionaire. Keep your movie.’ He went on to say:

			 

			Everyone who’s ever watched star wars in human history is absolutely dirt poor. No exceptions. Only I can save you. Even watching a star wars trailer may leave you homeless, on the street, with aids. Only I have the path to absolute financial freedom. Do not follow the Jedi. Follow the Jesus [Tate] . . . Sorry for flexin on you broke boys. I know you’re upset. But you’re about to get real mad [image: ]  I’m at the hotel. Bout to take your momma to the dark side. Ima use the force . . . nice and slow . . . That’s right. I am your father.

			 

			Tate’s post blew up, climbing to the top of the already trending Star Wars topic on Twitter. His thread encapsulated all he had learned about creating shock content on social media. He had taken a subject loved by a particular subgroup on the internet (Star Wars) and derided it (using inflammatory and offensive language), prodding an audience who would be quick to defend their beloved film franchise. Even those sharing Tate’s post alongside captions calling him an ‘idiot’ or ‘beyond parody’ were helping Tate achieve his aim of going viral.

			By exaggerating his trolling to such an extreme extent, Tate had found a way to break through the noise of social media. Not only had he learned how to generate engagement, but he had worked out that he could turn that engagement into money, by using it to direct people towards his courses. The Star Wars thread contained an advert for Tate’s ‘PhD Course’ (full name: Pimping Hoes Degree): ‘Has a girl ever tattooed her name on you? No? It’s because you’ve watched star wars. Luckily I teach you the secrets to the female mind – not only how to get them – but how to make them do anything you say. Change your life today. Here: https://www.cobratate.com/product/how-to-get-girls/ . . .’

			
			

			The thread even contained a link to the War Room, which he’d created that same year, ‘Do you have cool pictures of you with cigars? With piles of money? On tropical islands? No? You spent too much time watching dorkwars. Luckily you can join my war room and supercharge online money making. TODAY. Read the reviews yourself. https://www.cobratate.com/product/war-room/’

			Knowing that Tate was desperate to achieve fame, and that he knew how to get it, Jamie was wary of giving him what he wanted – a large platform on which to generate engagement. The documentary project needed to be fronted by a reporter who could hold their own with Tate, who had the nous to dig below the surface and who would work with Jamie to investigate what was really going on. To gain access to the War Room they needed to be a man, capable of charming Tate, or allowing themselves to appear to be charmed by him in order to get deeper into his world. Matt Shea stood out as the right candidate. He had hosted some of Vice’s most popular and challenging films, and being both British and American, like Tate, he also spoke with an unusual fusion of accents that would at least give them something to relate over. Jamie called Matt, who, without hesitation, joined the project.

			Tate’s excitement for the upcoming documentary didn’t seem to wane. Two weeks after their first phone call, he sent Jamie an email which read, ‘What we waiting for? The worlds mind needs blowing.’ Despite this, he still seemed wary of guaranteeing us access to his War Room: ‘I think before we do the war room piece we do a general piece on us both. Meaning you can come Romania anytime.’ Jamie continued to push for access to the War Room, and Tate told him he would be in London in December, and they should meet for a drink to discuss it. Concerned that this could still be an ambush or just an elaborate troll, Jamie asked Cosmo to come with him.

			
			

			Jamie – 16 December 2019

			I grab Cosmo and head down the road to The Book Club in Shoreditch, a faux hipster hybrid of café and bar, two minutes’ walk from the Vice offices. Nervous about meeting Tate face to face, I make sure we get to the café five minutes early in a bid to gain some semblance of control over the situation. At least I can choose where we sit. I want to be far away from the ears of any other customers, given the rants I’ve seen Tate go on via his YouTube channel. Tate had wanted to have our meeting in the office itself, but I didn’t fancy bringing him in. I still don’t trust him at all.

			We arrive only to find that Tate has had the same idea and is early himself. I’ve got a message from him, ‘we’re pulling up’. Cosmo holds the table and I head outside to meet Tate, spotting a McLaren that has mounted the pavement a few metres from The Book Club’s front door. Out steps Andrew Tate, flanked by his brother, Tristan, whose hulking size makes even his 6 foot 2 brother look small. Tate flashes me a startlingly white grin as he walks towards me, then shakes my hand with surprising softness. Tristan, on the other hand, keeps his face blank and emotionless, always following a metre behind his brother.

			
			

			Inside, I introduce them to Cosmo who rises to shake their hands. Tristan extends his hand for a shake this time, but that feels like the extent of the niceties we’ll get from him. Cosmo and I order mint tea, Andrew Tate a sparkling water and Tristan a pint of beer. For a 3pm meeting in a café with the media, this feels like a power move. I can feel the eyes of a few tables on us, but I’m sure the curiosity stems from the size of the two brothers and their McLaren out front, rather than from recognising them as fringe internet celebrities.

			Tate’s eye contact is intense. He has a way of looking at you as though he’s completely engaged, incapable of being distracted by whatever else is going on in the room. He’s on a charm offensive, smiling and laughing where possible, but isn’t holding back all the same. ‘I know this is going to be a hit-piece,’ Tate says, ‘but the question is whether I want to do it anyway.’ I talk to him about what we can do to combat his concerns, which are primarily around the privacy of the members of his War Room. ‘We could look at ways to keep them anonymous? They could wear masks or something . . .’ I suggest. Tate seems interested for a moment (he would later shoot this idea down, fearful that the group would look like a ‘right-wing militia’), before embarking on another rant about the liberal decline of Vice.

			The rest of the meeting proceeds in a similar manner to my first call with Tate, only I feel much more nervous throughout, and he’s more obviously excited. Perhaps he feels that this, a Vice documentary with the potential to go viral, is his next chance at breakthrough fame.

			
			

			Tate, Cosmo and I go back and forth, with Tate rapidly firing his best lines at us while Tristan watches in almost complete silence. At the end of the meeting Tristan addresses me directly for the first time, stating, ‘I don’t think it’s a good idea, and I don’t want to do it. But if Andrew wants to do it, I’ll do it.’ I don’t really know how to respond, so I just smile and say, ‘Great’.

			Forty-five minutes pass, and I’m mentally exhausted. The adrenaline I started the meeting with has gone, and I just want to wrap things up now that the access seems secured. Finally, the Tates indicate they have to leave. We shake hands one last time and they climb into their McLaren, pulling away with that distinctive supercar roar, unblocking the Shoreditch pavement once again. I look at Cosmo. Cosmo looks back at me and says, ‘Well, he’s definitely a character’.

			 

			Jamie spent the next few months putting things in place for the shoot, which was due to take place in Romania in June 2020, when the War Room members would be undertaking Andrew Tate’s test. He stayed in regular contact with Tate, speaking every other week on the phone. Tate frequently sent Jamie updates in the form of voice notes and pictures of him in glamorous locations around the world.

			As we were making the final preparations, the world was thrown into uncertainty with the arrival of the Covid-19 pandemic. In a matter of weeks, international travel between numerous countries was banned, with lockdowns coming into force across the world, preventing people from leaving their homes or gathering in groups. Jamie checked in with Tate, receiving an email in response: ‘We might have a delay here. Full lockdown. And no idea when it’s ending.’ Tate seemed hopeful that the hold-up would only be temporary and set a new date for The Test, in August that same year.

			
			

			Tate was one of the early adopters of Covid-19 conspiracy theor­ies, decrying the global lockdowns as a globalist mission to control us. Covid-19 allowed him to break out of the manosphere, enter the broader public conversation and bleed into the wider world of conspiracy theorists. He used his platform to criticise those he saw as cowering to government policies about Covid. Not long into the pandemic, Tate began making videos of himself continuing to travel around the world and refusing to wear a mask in public places, getting into arguments with restaurant owners and petrol-station attendants. He quickly began to feel that Covid-19 was not sufficient reason to put the documentary on hold, and in August began pestering Jamie for a further meeting in London. Jamie explained that both Vice’s internal policy and the government’s guidance meant this wouldn’t be possible. The majority of War Room members at this point were from the US and UK, and with travel bans in place between these countries and Romania, The Test was delayed again, and again.

			Despite this, Tate was becoming more and more determined to get some sort of coverage in Vice, and frustrated that a pandemic in which he did not appear to believe was preventing it from happening. The pandemic was also having a momentous impact on the film and TV industry, with restrictions regulating how shoots could go ahead, social distancing remaining in place and regular testing a requirement for all crew and contributors. Tate continued to insist that we begin filming, messaging and calling Jamie regularly to demand it. By the spring of 2021, Tate was becoming inexorable. In a bid to quell his anger, and maintain access, Jamie and Matt agreed to film a socially distanced scene that we could use somewhere in the film. Tate was due to collect a new Lamborghini he’d purchased from a showroom in London, and Jamie decided this would make for a good first meeting for Matt and Tate, so he planned to film Tate collecting the car followed by a ‘walk and talk’. The Tate brothers would be flying in from a War Room event in Miami, and judging by their social media posts, they’d been using the relaxed rules in the city not only to host War Room events, but to attend nightclubs and bars around the place. The executives at Vice noticed this in the lead-up to the shoot, and asked Jamie to check with Tate that they would be following quarantine rules and getting PCR tests upon arrival.

			
			

			Tate replied via WhatsApp: ‘I don’t obey covid rules and never have this entire time. They’re not enforceable. Only sheep obey. I’ll lie through the border and ignore all quarantines and testing . . .’ Shortly after, he followed up: ‘oh I understand. Are you worried I might have covid? [image: ]   I’ll provide a negative test when we meet don’t worry. Covid ain’t killing you G I believe you’re strong.’ When Jamie replied that it was now a standard part of the process for Vice’s risk assessments and insurance, Tate responded immediately: ‘I’ll bring covid tests. Negative. I’ll get one when I leave Miami today. If it helps. But from a moral perspective I want to make it clear anyone afraid of the common cold with a 99.9% survival rate is a fucking moron. Legitimately a moron. With a low IQ. It’s been a year and a half. It’s never going away. Get the fuck over it. So tell your insurance company that.’

			Jamie reported back to Vice, who insisted that if Tate and his brother were refusing to quarantine in accordance with government guidelines, they couldn’t let filming go ahead. Twenty minutes later, Tate came back: ‘Covid pussies. I have a negative test. Grow some balls.’ Given that Tate regularly bragged about being able to get fake vaccine documentation and PCR test results, his negative test was meaningless. Tate continued: ‘As long as companies like vice act like total cowards and capitate o all freedoms being removed over a disease with a 99.99% survival rate, it’ll never end. This current situation is built on the backs of the deep cowardice companies like vice display. You should feel deep shame being associated with such a weak minded organisation. And quit. I’m leaving then. Driving to Romania. I’ll be back here 25th of this month with ANOTHER negative test and I’ll have ANOTHER super car. If vice stops being babies.

			Covid was frustrating Tate, but it was also in part responsible for his growing audience. There was such a rapid proliferation of conspiracy theories that it was almost impossible for the average person to avoid them. Conspiracy theorists had often spoken of a ‘new world order’ or a global agenda that sought to enslave the common person to benefit an indeterminate group of world elites. Now that governments around the world were telling their citizens to stay at home, and threatening to prosecute them if they disobeyed, these same people jumped on board to claim that their predictions were coming true. In the UK, from April to May, trust in the ‘news media’ when it came to Covid-19 fell by 11 per cent, and trust in the government fell even more dramatically, by 19 per cent.§

			Tate was one of the many influencers who joined this movement. What’s more, growing levels of anxiety and depression from a lack of social interaction made each of us more susceptible to these very conspiracy theories. Covid also led to a dramatic increase in the average person’s screen time, with young people in particular spending more time online. By some estimates, children’s screen time increased by an average of 1.3 hours per day during the pandemic.¶ Seeking social interaction, community or information they felt they could trust, people looked to the internet. What many of the young men who sought refuge there found was Andrew Tate and his War Room.

			Beginning 17 May 2021, the British government allowed socialising outdoors in groups of up to thirty, so long as social distancing was maintained. It was our chance to appease Tate, get something in the can for our documentary and give him the chance to meet Matt for the first time on camera. On 27 May we met Andrew at The Mandrake, a boutique hotel in London’s Fitzrovia, where he was staying. Jamie went into the lobby to meet Tate, who rose with his signature smile. He was accompanied by a British woman in her twenties. Tate left her to accompany Jamie out to the front of the hotel, only to have her catch up with them as they were approaching the front door. ‘I need a room key to get back into the room to get some stuff,’ she said, holding out her hand to Tate. ‘So ask someone behind the desk,’ Tate replied curtly, in a tone we’d yet to witness outside of his YouTube videos. ‘Dumb bitches, am I right?’ he turned to ask Jamie, as they headed out to meet Matt.

			‘I hear you just bought a Lambo,’ said Matt.

			‘I’ve got a few cars. I think it’s my seventeenth car. So . . . I wish I could be rich, but I’m stupid, and I spend it all on cars.’

			‘Well, you’re doing better than me. I don’t own a single car.’

			‘In London you don’t need one, my friend. In London you don’t need one. But in Romania, I mean, there’s plenty of nice roads and stuff.’

			
			

			(It would seem bizarre to recall this over a year later, after Tate had repeatedly called Matt a ‘brokie’ for flying on Wizz Air).

			‘I saw this morning you wrote “rules are for poor people” on Instagram. What does that mean?’ Matt asked.

			It was at this point that Tate launched into his first diatribe in our presence. He had the gift of the gab and was able to weave everything – the Covid pandemic, tax laws, the justice system – into a unified conspiracy against young men. This wasn’t equivalent to the kind of nonsense you’d hear from, say, Alex Jones, the notorious conspiracy theorist who once claimed that a ‘gay bomb’ created by the Pentagon was turning the ‘frogs gay’. Amid Tate’s ramblings, there were a few kernels of truth. Some of it resonated.

			‘So society has a set of rules, and those rules are designed to keep people in perpetual slavery. Those rules are not designed to allow people to be free and sovereign individuals.

			The system is deliberately designed to oppress and keep people working jobs which barely pay their rent and everyone is semi-depressed. But it doesn’t matter because the elites get to do whatever they want. So, the rules are for poor people. And when you understand how to break the rules, then you can find a very easy way to become rich.’

			He was rebranding hyper-capitalism as a rebellion against the elites, in the same way Trump did. It brought to mind the Steinbeck quote, when he says America would never have a communist revolution because instead of ‘self-admitted proletarians’ they just had ‘temporarily embarrassed capitalists’.**

			But how did this all connect to masculinity?

			‘Masculinity is rebellion and always has been rebellion. How can you rebel if you have a boss? Finance is a huge part of masculinity because masculinity is rebellion and freedom. If you have absolutely no money, you’re a slave to the system.

			
			

			‘Buying a Lambo for me? It’s not even an expensive purchase anymore. But I think another part of being a man – a large part of being a man – is signalling status. Why do you think billionaires buy yachts? They don’t need yachts. They don’t want yachts. Why do they want one two feet bigger than the one next to it? It’s just a status symbol, isn’t it? I already have seventeen cars. I didn’t need another one. But it’s just one of those things.’

			Tate then brought it all together against the cornerstone of his philosophy: violence. ‘I want to do what I want. I don’t want anyone to tell me I’m not allowed to leave my house because I might get a cold. I think that’s absolutely insane. And the fact that everyone else out here was ok with that was just mind boggling to me. You know, like didn’t men used to charge on horseback across the plains, underneath the sun, at the pikes?

			‘And I’m not even a violent person. I can fight on the street. That’s not what I do. But violence has always been the underpinning of masculine interaction since the dawn of human time. Might makes right.’

			Matt asked, ‘Do you find that when you make violence such a major underpinning of your life that it has any negative consequences in how you feel? I’m just thinking about those pikemen – a lot of them probably had PTSD.’

			Tate replied, ‘When I’m talking about violence, I’m talking about an underpinning life philosophy. I’m trying to explain that the world always has been and always will be violent. Right now, there’s Chinese hackers trying to hack American servers. It’s a never-ending conflict all around the world. It’s a war for resources, a war for states. It’s a war for females. When you walk in the club and there’s another man in the club, he wants a woman. This is all war, this is all the men have ever done – is compete. We’ve removed the competitive element from masculinity and we’re trying to pretend it’s not true. But it’s absolutely true. It’s always forever been true.

			
			

			‘Everyone believes in violence, but most people believe in violence by proxy, right? They believe in violence, but they don’t want to do it. They want the police to do it, right? Even though the basic bottom-line punishment for all of Western civilisation is violence, at some point. I get a parking ticket. I don’t pay the parking ticket. They add fines. I don’t pay the fine. They give me a court date. I don’t go to court. They send police to arrest me. I resist arrest. The police become violent. And the words and the letters and the talking all ends at some point with every single law, all the societal structures, the tax man, the parking wardens, all of it. At some point it comes down to violence.’

			‘Ok, I’m with you,’ Matt responded.

			‘Violence is the underpinning of society and it’s the underpinning of masculinity.’

			

			
				
						
‡

 In March 2021, new data suggested between forty and fifty people in the US had been killed by people who held the ideology.



						
§

 https://reutersinstitute.politics.ox.ac.uk/trust-uk-government-and-news-media-covid-19-information-down-concerns-over-misinformation



						
¶

 https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC10087086/



						** ‘A Primer on the ’30s,’ Esquire (1 Jun 1960).
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