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INTRODUCTION



More Violence


Gavin McInnes wanted to see more violence from Donald Trump’s people.


It was late in March 2016, in the heat of Trump’s presidential push, and the national media had latched onto one bit of security footage from a Trump event. The video showed Trump’s campaign manager, Corey Lewandowski, grabbing and pushing Breitbart writer Michelle Fields as she approached Trump and tapped his elbow. Fields claimed that Lewandowski left bruises on her arm. It was enough that police charged Lewandowski with simple battery, but prosecutors ultimately dropped the case. He shrugged off the allegation and the news cycle that followed, which left the pundits to bicker among themselves over the footage and decide whether an assault had occurred.


McInnes, staring slack-jawed at the footage during an episode of his reactionary talk show, couldn’t believe it warranted media attention in the first place. A woman touched a presidential candidate and got what was coming to her, he argued. If anything, she deserved more.


“She wasn’t randomly grabbed!” he groused, his voice pitching upward in aggravation as the video played. “I think there’s not enough violence in today’s day and age.”


McInnes then launched into one of his signature rants, steering the conversation toward his keynote: America had gone soft in the waning years of Barack Obama’s presidency, and there was no better evidence than the news media clutching its pearls over a woman being grabbed and pushed out of the way. Real Americans—real men—wouldn’t give this story the time of day. Real men are hardened by a lifetime of violence.


“When we grew up, violence was everywhere… you got in fights!” he said. “I look at this video, and I don’t see nothing.”


He wanted more violence. And so he pivoted to show his audience an “awesome” Instagram account he’d found, which purportedly featured photos and videos of ISIS prisoners being executed in Iraq. He had his producer crank up some industrial metal while images from the account flashed across the screen.


“It’s everything I’ve been hoping for,” he said of the account. “Finally, some violence on our end! That’s what I want. I’m done with capitulation.”


Ultimately, as was often the case, his monologue didn’t make the slightest bit of sense. At the beginning he was railing against Fields and the “stupid fucking push” that made her famous, and by the end, he was complaining about some Black people he saw on an episode of The Real Housewives of Atlanta.


“Same problems with African Americans in the rich community,” he said. “Infidelity, violence, backstabbing. It just looked like the ghetto with a big fancy house behind it.”


This was the standard fare on McInnes’ show. He rambled his way through a long and bitter rant, ping-ponging between right-wing grievances and racist screeds until he ran out of breath and then moved on, sometimes in the middle of a sentence. He pointed out threats to his audience, but rarely brought any one of them fully into focus or spent much time considering the facts. He was sick and tired of this crap, and he left it to viewers to decide what this crap actually was. But where he was often vague about the enemy, he was very clear about his intent.


“I want violence. I want punching in the face,” he said. “I’m disappointed in Trump supporters for not punching enough!”


His audience ate it up. They revered McInnes because he was more than just another bigoted shock jock who whines and complains and tells it like it is. That market was cornered long before his time. McInnes took his viewers a step further by turning to the camera and calling them to action. He whipped up a miasma of political anxiety and misogynist rage among the men watching his show and then captured it, nurtured it, and weaponized it. And less than two months after the airing of that episode, McInnes announced that he’d turned his audience into a gang.


He called them the Proud Boys.
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THE PICTURE OF the American political demonstration changed forever the moment the Proud Boys began to show up at rallies.


Donald Trump had just won the presidency, and all over the country, despite the end of his campaign, his supporters were still throwing huge celebratory events in city parks and community spaces and parking lots, which came to be known colloquially as MAGA rallies. But something was off about them.


They featured plenty of patriotic familiarities: big American flags, bigger trucks, barbecues, prayer circles, the 9/11 remix of “God Bless the USA,” you get the idea. But interspersed among the crowds of star-spangled patriots were these bizarre groups of men nobody had ever seen before, each with their own symbology and uniforms that designated them as members of different factions.


Among them were the Proud Boys, who appeared at first as a kind of Trump-humpy fight club. They were a group of mostly white men in their twenties and thirties, sporting beer bellies and MAGA hats and wraparound sunglasses, who would show up at rallies as one big group, clumped together in a throng of intoxication and noise. They distinguished themselves with a simple uniform, consisting entirely of a black Fred Perry polo with yellow striping. Some of them were suited up for battle, in army surplus gear or football pads and baseball helmets. They wielded American flagpoles as melee weapons and carried cans of beer in the pockets of their tactical vests, in place of hand grenades and bullet magazines. They marched throughout rallies together, hooting and hollering as they searched the crowd for someone to screw with, like a roving crew of bullies shaking down passersby for lunch money at recess. Their presence was off-putting, even for a Trump rally—they didn’t have any discernible ideology or political motives, other than drinking and fighting.


They were flanked by other groups, each one weirder and harder to identify than the last. There were antigovernment extremists who described themselves as civilian military outfits, carrying AR-15s and other weaponry where permits would allow. There were minicelebs from far-right corners of the internet, barking racist rhetoric into megaphones. Then there were full-on hate groups that had been assembled online, draped in memes and innuendo to obfuscate and sanitize their intolerant ideology. Altogether, they looked like extras in a low-budget Mad Max sequel.


This stuff was utterly bewildering to see at the time. At one early event in 2017, I saw a young man standing amid a sea of red hats at a rally in downtown Portland, Oregon, wearing what appeared to be a riot helmet. He was wrapped in a big flag covered with unfamiliar symbols. Upon closer inspection, I realized the flag was meant to resemble a German Nazi war flag, except it was green rather than red and had the letters KEK in the center, where the swastika should be. He said the flag represented “the Republic of Kekistan,” an ostensibly sarcastic internet faction born of racist Pepe the Frog memes and other sewage spewed into the world by 4chan, all in celebration of “Emperor Trump.” A middle-aged woman standing near him said she’d never heard of Kekistan, but she was excited to see so many Trump supporters gathered in one place. These were the kinds of bizarre alliances that formed in Trump’s early days, back when it felt unusual to see far-right gangs in makeshift body armor, internet Nazis, and your conservative aunt all hanging out in the park together at a political rally. By the end of Trump’s term, that image was completely unremarkable.


But it was clear from the very beginning that the Proud Boys would emerge as leaders above the other street-level extremists. They weren’t satisfied with standing around, holding a flag, and exercising free speech. They wanted violence. When they mobilized for a rally, they did so with the sole intention of fighting in the street, especially when they could fight leftists or anyone McInnes or Trump had a beef with at the time. That political violence, as we’d later learn, was baked into their rulebook, a guiding tenet by which they would commit all sorts of heinous crimes.


Even more concerning was the fact that they wore violent acts like badges of honor. Where other extremists concealed their identities behind masks or the anonymity of the internet, the Proud Boys wanted to be celebrities. They had public social media profiles and Proud Boys tattoos. They hosted semiregular street brawls against counterprotesters and happily spoke to the press afterward, using their real names. They lionized their most violent members with nicknames like “Rufio” and “Based Stickman” and promoted members who committed significant acts of brutality for the cause.


The Proud Boys are by definition (and by their own admission) a street gang, motivated almost entirely by political violence and bigotry. And yet this was not a net negative for their reputation. In just a few short years, they managed to captivate American audiences, secure ongoing support from the president and his closest allies, and position themselves as the Republican Party’s extrajudicial enforcement arm. They did so with a heavy dose of patriotic propaganda, aimed directly at Trump’s rabid voter base.


They like to describe themselves as an all-male fraternal organization of “Western chauvinists,” a group of flag-waving drinking buddies who believe that the “West is the best.” They call themselves a “drinking club with a patriotism problem,” who are pulled reluctantly into violence by the right’s dastardly nemeses: antifa, socialists, Black Lives Matter activists, Democratic politicians, Muslims, trans women, and random Twitter users, to name a few. It’s a great public relations tactic for them, at least when it comes to the political right. As they make war with these enemies, they’re cheered on today by Trump-era demonstrators and politicians alike. They’ve been extremely successful at marketing themselves to the right as an innocent organization of downtrodden Trump supporters.


But in reality, the Proud Boys have been on a yearslong fascist march through the country, attacking their political opponents in the street, destroying property, and committing mutinous crimes, all in the name of Trump and McInnes. If you can recall any act of far-right violence at a political event during Trump’s presidency, you can bet the Proud Boys were in orbit, if not the architects.


A Proud Boy helped organize the deadly Unite the Right rallies in Charlottesville, Virginia, in 2017, which brought all sorts of hate groups under one banner and ended with a neo-Nazi murdering a protester. The gang turned Portland, Oregon, into an active war zone where the left and right have duked it out in near perpetuity, and they helped raise the national temperature to a degree that the specter of violence now looms over any American political demonstration. A group of Proud Boys led a felonious assault on demonstrators outside a GOP event in Manhattan in 2018, in what prosecutors at the time called “violence meant to intimidate and silence.” Proud Boys were among the first to breach the US Capitol during the deadly insurrection on January 6, 2021, and prosecutors believe they had an outsized role in planning the assault. They continue their dirty work today.


What separates them from the other extremist groups around them is that they have secured mainstream appeal, through interpersonal relationships with the media, law enforcement, and the GOP, all the way up to Trump’s inner circle. They have worked as a security detail for big-name conservative personalities and Trump sycophants like US Senate candidate Lauren Witzke and media pundit Ann Coulter. They were invited to give speeches at mainstream Republican events. They were the personal bodyguards, social media managers, and friends of Trump’s closest confidant, Roger Stone. And now they’re running for political office using the endorsements they’ve secured over the years.


Simply put, they’re one of the most dangerous and influential extremist groups in America, thriving during a time when federal law enforcement agencies deem far-right extremism as one of the country’s top threats. And yet they flew largely under the radar—past federal law enforcement, congressional oversight, and some sections of the mainstream media—until they stormed the Capitol, and by that time the threat they posed was existential.


The Proud Boys’ meteoric rise in the Trump era highlights a slew of American crises and various failures to respond to them. They expose the violence and racism both embraced and incited by some of our top politicians. They show just how deeply extremist groups have penetrated law enforcement and military. They reveal how frighteningly easy it is to manipulate lawmakers and media personnel into regurgitating hateful ideology and sanitizing abhorrent beliefs. They demonstrate how easily the general public can be swayed. And they’ve proven that you can make it as a fascist gang of hooligans in this country, as long as you make the right friends.


In February 2022, ready to put the events of January 6 behind it, the Republican National Committee officially censured two of its own—Adam Kinzinger and Liz Cheney—for participating in the House panel investigating the Capitol insurrection. In a statement so galling it drew a rebuke from a federal judge days later, the RNC called the January 6 riot “legitimate political discourse.” The deflection was dumbfounding and indicative of the moral decay that had creeped in during the Trump years, such that an invasion of the seat of government, resulting in the death of federal employees, could be justified by one of the two major parties. But viewed through the lens of the Proud Boys story, this rewriting of history was inevitable.


Over the past six years, extremism and violence have been normalized as part of American political discourse. While many might consider this a Trump story, that’s only one side—in the sense that it leaves out a critical element, one that will long outlive Trump. And that element is the extremist playbook written by the Proud Boys, whose project has been to so carefully toe the line between an acceptable political group and a street gang that today there’s not much difference between the two.


In the years since Trump took office, the story of extremism in America has been one of normalization. The Proud Boys brought forth a brand-new era of political violence and then helped build a support apparatus that included politicians, law enforcement officials, and media personalities to sanitize that violence into something more patriotic and palatable.


With this book, I hope to give you a better understanding of how a street gang, born of a reactionary talk show, went on to take the reins of the national far-right extremist movement and then normalize it for American audiences. I want you to walk away with a better understanding of extremist groups and their counterparts as they interact today and with an urgent sense that, left unopposed, the political violence and hateful ideology that this group fostered during the Trump era will continue to fester and grow in the future, until it crystalizes forever.















Chapter 1



THE GAVIN MCINNES SHOW


The Proud Boys name first came to Gavin McInnes while he watched, with disgust, as a twelve-year-old boy with brown skin sang a musical number onstage at a school recital.


McInnes was pissed that he had to be in the audience at all. He’d already sat through performances of his son playing the drums and his daughter playing the guitar, and now here was this kid, singing a song from a Broadway musical. McInnes hated musicals. But because his wife, Emily, was sitting next to him at the time, he had to pretend like he was enjoying himself.


“Fuckin’ musicals, man,” he said during an early episode of his online talk show, The Gavin McInnes Show. “My wife’s a fag hag so I had to sit there and just not laugh. I couldn’t say to my boys, ‘Don’t ever fucking do that or I will be the opposite of proud.’”


He was ranting and waving his hands on the set of his show, a daily livestreamed video podcast on Compound Media that served as his bigoted sounding board for more than two years. He grimaced as he recalled the story for his guest, a comedian named Aaron Berg, who sat giggling at the other end of an L-shaped news desk.


The recital was held in Williamsburg, the expensive and majority-white neighborhood in northern Brooklyn where McInnes used to live with his family. Despite the gentrification, it’s still home to substantial populations of Hasidic Jews and Puerto Ricans, which were among some of McInnes’ favorite punching bags.


“This little Puerto Rican kid comes out, and he goes, ‘I’ll make you proud boy!’ It was the gayest fucking song,” he said. “When I was watching I was like, this is obviously the Hispanic son of a single mom. He did high-five a grown man afterward, but it couldn’t have been the real dad.”


The song itself gave McInnes pause. He sang the words again and asked an off-camera producer about it—he wasn’t sure where it came from, but he knew he despised it. The producer played the song over the studio speakers. It was a number from Disney’s Broadway musical version of Aladdin, called “Proud of Your Boy.” McInnes’ face collapsed with revulsion.


“Oh my God, he was singing an Aladdin song? What a dork,” he said. He sang the line again to mock the child: “‘You’ll be proud of your boy!’ The worst part is, I don’t think he was gay. I think he was just like, ‘This is a good song, and I can really use my fuckin’ diaphragm.’”


From that moment forward, the phrase “proud of your boy” became a running gag on the show. Callers would recite the line as soon as they joined, as if they were iterating on the classic radio call-in line “first-time caller, longtime listener.” Within a few episodes, it took on a meaning of its own, an inside joke between McInnes and his audience. And soon, it would become a big part of their shared identity.


The origins of the Proud Boys, the nation’s most notorious political fight club, can be traced to one reactionary bigot behind a microphone who hated a child he figured was a fatherless Puerto Rican. McInnes seems to embrace this characterization, though his wife is apparently appalled by it.


“She’s pissed, she’s like: ‘So your whole thing, your whole organization, is mocking a twelve-year-old gay boy?’” he said. “And I go: ‘That’s such a crude way to put it but yes. Yes it is. Because that little boy personifies how far gone we are.’”
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THERE ARE HUNDREDS of hours of Gavin McInnes’ show available to stream online, but each hour is effectively the same, and it doesn’t take a deep dive to get the gist. Let me spare you the misery:


McInnes is staring directly into the camera lens, raving. Each one of his features appears purposefully exaggerated, as if the sarcasm coming out of his mouth were built into his face. His left eyebrow is permanently cocked at a violent angle over his Wayfarer glasses, which amplify his bulging blue eyes and the dark, multilayered circles underneath. The bottom half of his face, covered by a meticulously twee handlebar mustache and manicured beard, opens and closes at a rapid clip but never fully reveals his teeth or tongue, giving the host a Muppet-like quality. His hair is slicked back, and he’s wearing a tie and suspenders over a button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. His hands are rolled into tight fists as he emotes.


He’s howling about the decline of masculinity and patriotism in the face of encroaching liberal values, feminism, and globalism. He waxes poetic about the good old days (the early aughts) when men could openly embrace violence and misogyny and nationalism without fear of societal backlash. He might be sitting next to one of his guests—maybe a comedian or a porn star or a far-right figurehead—who serve as his muses between the serious moments.


This is a comedy talk show on its face, made to resemble the likes of The Howard Stern Show by pitting funny and shocking guests against McInnes’ larger-than-life personality. But the real drive of the show becomes clear when McInnes turns to the camera and talks directly to his audience. This man sees himself as the leader of a movement, and he has an agenda for his followers. He repeats iterations of this directive often:


“Fighting solves everything. We need more violence from the Trump people,” he said during an episode in early 2016. He’d pulled up a clip to show viewers in which somebody spat on a Trump supporter at a rally. He watched the clip, and then he turned to the camera and issued a command.


“Trump supporters: choke a motherfucker, choke a bitch, choke a tranny, get your fingers around the windpipe if they spit on you. That’s assault. Don’t fucking let anyone spit in your fucking face.”


The casual savagery and hate on display aren’t some cherry-picked snapshot or fluke—you’ll see this version of Gavin McInnes on episode 1 just as you will on episode 400. This is the character he wants you to see. In real life, McInnes is a siloed media executive whose recent fighting experience includes sparring with neighborhood moms over email in his ritzy suburban neighborhood just north of New York City. But this man clearly wants you to believe he’s clocking out of his day job and heading home to punch a block of wood. If you spend any amount of time watching one of his shows, you get the vibe immediately: Here’s a guy who saw Fight Club and modeled his career around the Brad Pitt line: “We’re a generation of men raised by women. I’m wondering if another woman is really the answer we need.”


And it worked. McInnes built himself into a character, the last of a dying breed of free and proud Western patriots, and sold it to an audience of angry and anxious (and overwhelmingly white) men. He told them that their masculinity and patriotism were under attack, that their rights were being impeded by overreaching liberals and immigrants. He told them to fight back and to regard anyone who didn’t join them as “pussies” and “traitors.” His overtones were familiar—violent nationalism and bigotry aren’t exactly new extremist concepts—but he dressed them up in the same hipster bro culture he helped popularize and commodify in the decades prior. He was building an army in his own image.


Gavin Miles McInnes was born to Scottish parents in the small town of Hitchin, England, in 1970 and immigrated to Ontario, Canada, when he was five years old. He casts himself in his early days as a drug-addled punk who thumbed his nose at authority and hung out around grimy music venues. But the stories written about him paint a picture of an obnoxious young student who was obsessed with attention. In high school he formed his very first street gang, the Monks, a crew of about a dozen stoners who punched each other for fun. He performed in punk bands as a teen, including one he started with his grade-school pal Shane Smith called Leatherassbuttfuk. He saw himself as a menace and an outsider, but he did his homework. He studied English at Carleton University in Ottawa and later at Concordia University in Montreal, and after he graduated, he traveled around Europe with Smith for a while before returning to Canada to find something to do.


In the ’90s, McInnes began to look at his own brand of counterculture as a business venture. He started a zine in Montreal about his life experiences called Pervert, which was widely panned by local critics but became infamous after he sent a series of threatening letters splattered in his own blood to the writers who gave him negative reviews. He wasn’t yet a fascist far-right gang leader, but he was never described as a good person either (an archivist in Montreal familiar with McInnes’ work once described him to Vanity Fair as “the embodiment of smoldering rat shit”). Still, his hijinks got the attention of other burgeoning bros in media. He was introduced to Suroosh Alvi, who was putting together a new magazine called Voice of Montreal following a long and difficult battle with heroin. McInnes signed on shortly after the first publication, and his friend Smith wasn’t far behind.


In 1994, the trio rebranded the magazine into Vice, a national lifestyle and counterculture rag that they gave out for free at record stores and streetwear shops. It was cynical and hip and crude, and it was immediately popular among young people in Montreal. They were ready to grow within four years: Smith, who ran the business side of things, managed to pull in ad revenue from fashion brands in the United States, investment capital from a media mogul in Montreal, and an offer to try their hand at success in New York City. They moved to an office in Manhattan in 1999, where they exploded in popularity. Vice was sought out by hip twentysomethings because it was different from other culture magazines: it was sleazy and apathetic and ignored mainstream media conventions. There were boobs and drugs and features written for young socialites, like their “Dos & Don’ts” column, containing snarky and off-color critiques of city fashion alongside some of the wildest, filthiest photos of partying you’d ever seen (“homeless golf pirate” is how they described the outfit on one guy, seen at a party with a woman’s face crammed between his ass cheeks).


McInnes, known as the editorial voice of the early operation, used Vice to explore the boundaries of acceptable bigotry in pop culture. Mainstream media was already pretty vile in the early 2000s—this was the time of Jackass and The Man Show, when young men were celebrated for being aggressive and carefree, and young women were told to stop eating and having sex, through obsessive and misogynistic media coverage of the private lives of young famous women, like Paris Hilton and Britney Spears. But McInnes took the sordid machismo and voyeurism a whole lot further: the stories he wrote and oversaw were often disgusting, racist, violent screeds against women and Muslims and trans folks, each one practically begging you to be offended.


McInnes wrote, for example, “The Vice Guide to Picking Up Chicks,” which may as well have been a guide for racist white guys to get away with date rape. It was a multisection primer on getting different women of color into bed, whether they wanted to be there or not. McInnes wrote:




Besides the obvious coke and Viagra combo nothing turns you into a black man better than Adderall. It makes your dick into a fucking battle-ax. (It also makes you want to fanatically eat her ass, so you might want to avoid it if she’s a square.) The rest of our advice is the usual. Once you have the go-ahead, do everything short of rape and almost scare the shit out of her.





It was published in Vice’s “Sex Issue” in 2005, alongside other repulsive works such as “Me So Horny,” a gory vignette of a war photographer’s “flicks of Iraqis with their faces exploded,” a video and companion article about getting kicked in the balls, and a vox pop of interviews with (mostly) teenaged virgins, complete with a shopping list of what they were wearing at the time.


This is the kind of content that catapulted Vice from a local free magazine to a digital media empire that now boasts millions of visitors per month, so this is the content that filled its pages and its website for close to a decade. But by the end of the decade, Vice was also becoming a mainstream publication, beholden to more mainstream conventions. Suddenly, its founders were answering to investors and the general public, and McInnes’ editorial vision was becoming more of a liability than a viable business plan. Advertisers grew uncomfortable with the content, as did McInnes’ colleagues. As Alvi told McGill News: “It’s hard to grow a business when it’s like you’re not going to play the game at all with bigger advertisers, especially in America.” In 2008, Smith and Alvi parted ways with McInnes, who told me in a follow-up interview that they were “separated by creative differences.”


Today, Vice Media Group is a legitimate worldwide news and culture operation, with valuation in the billions and investment worth hundreds of millions, which includes a deal with Disney and a surplus of properties and partnerships in its portfolio. McInnes’ former ties to the company don’t appear to impact day-to-day editorial choices; multiple Vice properties have covered the Proud Boys and McInnes critically in the years since his departure. But his previous work and legacy, and the question of what to do with it all, still haunt the newsroom. The entire catalogue of his godawful content was still featured on Vice’s website more than thirteen years later, right up until I asked about it in 2021. Less than two weeks after I reached out to the company, “The Vice Guide to Picking Up Chicks” and other McInnes works were nuked from the site and replaced with this message: “We have concluded that this article does not meet Vice Media Group’s editorial standards. It has been removed.”


A Vice spokesperson confirmed by email that McInnes’ works had been taken down. Furthermore, the rep said, McInnes hasn’t had any stake or working role in the company “in any capacity” since he left, and today, the company “does not stand by his work.” The statement reads in part:




VICE and Gavin parted ways in 2008—many years before Gavin founded the Proud Boys. VICE unequivocally condemns white supremacy, racism and any form of hate, has shone a fearless, bright light of award-winning journalism on extremism, the alt-right and hate groups around the world, and has created one of the most inclusive, diverse and equitable companies in media.





Nevertheless, the breakup wasn’t at all disqualifying for McInnes’ career. On the contrary, he was a media executive who helped build a brand that young people liked, and now he was back on the market. There was still an audience for his hypermasculine trash, and he set out to capture it, by pushing the envelope further and harder than he ever did at Vice.


But first, he needed to reclaim his audience. So he tried a little of everything: He launched an ultimately unsuccessful site for his content called Street Carnage, which Gawker at the time characterized as a Vice competitor. He did some acting and stand-up comedy. He wrote a memoir for Simon and Schuster titled How to Piss in Public (watered down as The Death of Cool for the paperback) in which he told “extreme-but-true stories” about himself, “featuring drunken fist fights, Satanic punk bands, afternoons on heroin, and multiple threesomes.” He cofounded an advertising agency called Rooster, where he sat comfortably as its chief creative officer until the company got wind of an abhorrent diatribe he wrote for Thought Catalog in 2014, titled “Transphobia Is Perfectly Natural.” As with anything McInnes writes, the article never once pretended to be a submission to some wider intellectual discourse. It was pure bigotry, through and through, and only worth repeating here to underscore the deep-seated intolerance he harbors:




“What’s the matter with simply being a fag who wears makeup?” I think when I see them. You’re not a woman. You’re a tomboy at best. Get fucked in the ass.





The article provoked its own cycle of public outcry before it was scrubbed from the Thought Catalog site, and in short order Rooster released a statement that McInnes was taking an “indefinite leave of absence.” McInnes didn’t learn his lesson, though—the transphobia and misogyny would get much, much worse.


The next year, The Gavin McInnes Show launched on Compound Media, a subscription-based website that hosts a handful of right-wing reactionary talk shows, founded by disgraced shock jock Anthony Cumia. Cumia was ousted from his former gig, the popular Opie & Anthony show, after a racist meltdown on Twitter in which he fantasized about killing a Black woman he said he scuffled with on the street.


“Savage violent animal fucks prey on white people. Easy targets. This CUNT has no clue how lucky she was,” he wrote as part of a now-deleted tweet thread, which led to his suspension from the platform.


This is the guy McInnes wanted to do business with. They joined forces in early 2015, when Compound Media was still operating out of Cumia’s basement. The production was low budget, but it also had low standards—the perfect place for McInnes’ next act.


You could see the Proud Boys’ foundation start to take shape on the very first episode of The Gavin McInnes Show, which aired online on June 15, 2015. McInnes began with a monologue declaring that, despite the nature of his departure from Rooster, he wasn’t racist or sexist. To prove it, he fired off a list of his personal beliefs in an extremely racist and sexist segment titled “How to Save America in 10 Easy Steps.”


In his vision of America, everyone has a gun and stands prepared to shoot looters “during the riots in Ferguson, or any fuckin’ riot this year.” Welfare, which he likened to “giving Black people money to dump their boyfriends,” is abolished. The borders are closed because, according to McInnes, if “you think most immigrants are sweethearts just coming here to clean your house, you’re a fucking moron.” And Americans would “venerate the housewife,” as he blamed working women for declining fertility rates.


“All my friends from high school, their cunts are like rotten tea bags—baby free,” he said. “And they will remain that way.”


The list goes on in this fashion, each point as reprehensible as the next. One line in particular sticks out because it remains today as the Proud Boys’ mission statement:


“I’m a Western chauvinist,” McInnes said. “I’ve lived all over the world. I know a lot of other cultures and I know how much they suck shit. Multiculturalism reeks.”


He continued by offering up a moral panic of his own creation: “If we could be more chauvinistic and more proud, and not be sent home on Cinco de Mayo from our own high schools for wearing an American flag shirt, you would see a ripple effect from that patriotism, of a lot more American things. We don’t suck. We didn’t start slavery; we ended it. Let’s be a little more smug.”


That string of words, along with all the steps laid out in McInnes’ fantasy for America, would later become a set of guiding principles for the Proud Boys. His ultranationalist, misogynist, and anti-immigrant edicts were reminiscent of the white supremacist rhetoric put forth by so-called identitarian groups in Europe, which seek to sanitize age-old hatred for brown immigrants and their liberal supporters by positioning them as imminent threats to modern white culture and tradition.


In short, McInnes’ Western chauvinism is really just old-school bigotry, dressed up as harmless intellectual discourse and issued alongside a bunch of vague existential threats: They’re coming for you, they’re going to persecute you for your patriotism, and then they’re going to erase everything you’ve built. It’s time to fight back. He honed and iterated the statement until it became a one-line motto, now recited by every new recruit into the Proud Boys organization:


“I am a Western chauvinist and I refuse to apologize for creating the modern world.”


From the outset, McInnes used his show to indoctrinate his audience. He was building them a new collective identity, complete with their own language, and he was feeding them a bottomless helping of repellent ideology, through interviews with a revolving door of contemptuous far-right goons and violent videos he found on YouTube.


On one episode just two months into the show, he hosted both Milo Yiannopoulos, the former Breitbart writer most famous for being a petulant racist troll, and David Duke, the notorious former Ku Klux Klan grand wizard. McInnes, sitting next to a Black comedian named Chris Cotton, called Duke into the show to ask for his thoughts on a random assortment of prompts, like virility in young men, getting a good night’s sleep, and various edible grains. The segment was meant to have an air of irony—isn’t it wild that we called David Duke and asked about bread!?—but nobody challenged Duke’s ideology or suggested that they were on opposite sides of the ball. In fact, McInnes lauded Duke for his viewership numbers on YouTube, handed him a humanizing softball interview, and ended the segment by plugging his website. He’d given his platform and his audience over to a hateful ideologue, and he’d continue to do so for the rest of his time on the show.


Over 407 episodes, McInnes hosted some of the most detestable extremists in the game: infamous neo-Nazi Richard Spencer; men’s rights activist and rape apologist Daryush “Roosh” Valizadeh, who built his career off virulent misogyny (and now claims to have renounced his past); neo-Nazi troll and genocide advocate Andrew “Weev” Auernheimer, who called Black people and Jews “undesirables” on the show; Tommy Robinson, who made a career as the United Kingdom’s loudest Islamophobe; and dozens upon dozens of minicelebrities of the so-called alt-right—right-wing reactionaries and white supremacists who rose to prominence around the same time as McInnes. His show effectively served as a megaphone for racist grifters, who would otherwise have a difficult time reaching mainstream audiences. Duke and Spencer didn’t get many chances to air their ideology on the major networks; McInnes’ show was the closest they could get to a regular mainstream audience.


And the show was successful. At a time when subscription-based media wasn’t the norm, McInnes was a cash cow for Compound Media. The company was sitting on around twelve thousand monthly subscribers at an $8.95 monthly rate, and as a source close to the company at the time told me, McInnes was at one point pulling in at least half of the company’s daily viewers, more than Cumia’s flagship show.


Meanwhile, McInnes’ online following was turning into a real-life community, to the point where viewers started showing up to drink with him in the studio. Compound Media had moved from Cumia’s basement to its own space on W. 35th Street in Manhattan right after McInnes signed on, and by early 2016 there were enough fan boys hanging around that the platform’s hosts started partying with their audiences at a bar across the street.


McInnes’ parties weren’t just after-work drinks with the fans, though. They were weird, ritualistic affairs. He likened them to “Knights of Columbus meetups,” referencing the archaic Catholic fraternal organization, but told me that his version featured “a bunch of dudes drinking beer and telling dirty jokes.” They’d get sloshed and rail cocaine, and then McInnes would pull out a copy of Pat Buchanan’s The Death of the West and proselytize to them.


“The West did not invent slavery, but it alone abolished slavery,” he read to them at an event in 2017. “The time for apologies is past.”


The Death of the West is McInnes’ favorite book to preach from at the bar and serves as the foundation for his concept of Western chauvinism and the Proud Boys. It’s an almost biblical reference text for racists, dedicated to proving the conspiracy theory that brown people will replace the Western white population—which the book calls the “greatest civilization in history”—over the next few decades.


Buchanan has for decades been one of the most influential conservative thought leaders in America, an ally to multiple Republican presidents, who was described by his former comms director as the “pioneer of the vision that Trump ran on and won on.” Throughout his illustrious writing career, Buchanan has couched blatant bigotry in pseudoscience, often involving male fertility rates and immigration, to argue that white men are being literally replaced by brown people. In his 2011 book Suicide of a Superpower, he bemoaned diversity in America and argued that the country is “disintegrating, ethnically, culturally, morally, politically.” The Anti-Defamation League describes him as an “unrepentant bigot” who “demonizes Jews and minorities and openly affiliates with white supremacists.” He saw a surge of popularity in the Trump era among extremists, who revere his works because they provide a seemingly intellectual route into white supremacist debates, without ever having to declare “I’m racist.” Conservative columnist Jonah Goldberg described the tactic perfectly in a blog post back in 2002: “He offers red meat to the extremists while at the same [time] giving himself the wiggle room to deny he said anything controversial in the first place. This is no mean feat. To be able to say something that wins applause from racists and bigots without technically saying anything racist or bigoted is a great gift, for want of a better word.”


There’s arguably no better student of this tactic than McInnes. He taught his followers how to be coy about bigotry, by framing everything they say as either logical debate or unserious satire. There is some element of eye-rolling, teasing, or trolling in everything he says, which gives him the same air of plausible deniability that comedians like to claim when their jokes are unpopular (though most comedians don’t run a gang). He argues to this day that the Proud Boys weren’t built on a racist doctrine, and yet in each episode of his show—which are still available to view online as of this writing—he was openly teaching his followers that racism, white supremacy, and violent misogyny were hilarious playthings and that criticism was for liberal crybabies.


He often compared Black people to primates and threw racial epithets around like they were nothing: “My favorite monkey has to be Barack Obama… he’s my favorite n—er,” he said during one episode. He referred to trans people as “gender n—ers” and joked about rape constantly. He once got frustrated at the insinuation that the Nazi salute was offensive and threw a few up himself, saying, “It’s not wrong, big fucking deal! Sieg heil! Sieg heil! Sieg heil!” During an interview with white nationalist Emily Youcis, he recited the fourteen words, a white supremacist mantra not totally unlike his own motto for the Proud Boys: “We must secure the existence of our people and a future for white children.” Both maintained an air of sarcasm and a giggly demeanor throughout the interview, as if what they were saying could be (but might not be!) a joke. That’s McInnes’ entire schtick. But he also explicitly agreed with Youcis on her premise that “whites should be breeding, and breeding with other whites, and perpetuating the white race.”


McInnes’ show was a cesspool, and his audience was following him through the sludge. Within a year of his first episode, he’d built an army of pissed-off patriots who hung on his every word. They were more of a cult than a fandom, and McInnes nurtured and exploited that atmosphere. He started referring to his viewers as “disciples,” and their meetups as a “movement.” And on May 26, 2016, he announced on his show that he’d given this movement of men a name. He called them the Proud Boys, and he likened them to a gang.


“If there’s a gang and they’re called the fuckin’ Murderers or something, those guys are pussies. You know the most dangerous gangs? They have names like the Crybabies and the Mama’s Boys… those guys were fucking murderers,” he said. “That’s what we are. We’re the Proud Boys.”


The show took on a new tone after the announcement. It wasn’t just a talk show anymore; it was a livestream of a fascist leader building out an army. Over the next four months, he shaped the Proud Boys’ structure and credo on air, along with input from his viewers, who made up the earliest members of his new group.


Callers wanted to hear every detail of his vision for the Proud Boys. They wanted to know whom to associate with and what their ideology was. They wanted to know what tattoos to get. They wanted to know what to wear, when to masturbate, how to talk to their girlfriends. They wanted to know who they should be. McInnes spelled it all out, as if he were a lifestyle guru, and they clamored to join him.


He gave them a simple uniform—the black Fred Perry polo with yellow trim. It’s a classic shirt, available in a variety of colors, that’s been widely popular among preppy hipsters, ska punks, and the rude boys of London for generations, with its sleek trimmed collar and a small laurel wreath logo on the breast. The Fred Perry brand is clean and cool and affordable and maintains plenty of recent pop culture flair: Amy Winehouse worked on a collection back in 2010, for example, and the sexy gentleman agent known as “Eggsy” in the 2014 film Kingsman: The Secret Service wore the black-and-yellow polo as he fought his way out of South London. But the shirt has also been taken up by other extremist movements over the years. The neo-Nazi skinheads of England adopted the polo in the late ’60s, and in the ’70s, just as Margaret Thatcher and the Tories took power, the skinheads brought their new fashionable style of fascism into the street for political rallies. By the ’80s, the Fred Perry polo had crossed the pond, where it was worn by white supremacist groups in the United States as Ronald Reagan was elected president. (McInnes was later questioned about the racist history of his gang’s polo, and he threatened to sue the reporter who made the connection.)


McInnes and his viewers went over mockups of logo styles for the gang, including the letters PB surrounded by laurels and a rooster atop a weather vane pointing west, a reference to the Western chauvinist mantra. In one episode, he displayed an image of a Proud Boys logo concept one of the members sent him, a runic-style symbol.


“This is a little ‘white power,’ uh, I’m not against it, but I dunno if you’d wear that to a Jay-Z show,” he said with a laugh. “But if you like that, that’s great.”


In the end, the black-and-yellow color scheme and Fred Perry’s laurels stuck, a fact that the Fred Perry brand was not enthused about. In 2020 the company stopped selling its black-and-yellow polo in North America altogether, specifically to stop the Proud Boys from buying them.


“It is incredibly frustrating that this group has appropriated our Black/Yellow/Yellow twin tipped shirt and subverted our Laurel Wreath to their own ends,” the company said in a prepared statement. “That association is something we must do our best to end.… To be absolutely clear, if you see any Proud Boys materials or products featuring our Laurel Wreath or any Black/Yellow/Yellow related items, they have absolutely nothing to do with us.”


As the gang worked out their uniform and colors, McInnes was fine-tuning their ideology. In general he wanted the Proud Boys to follow the moral compass he established in his first episode: celebrate nationalism, reject multiculturalism and immigration, keep women at home, and punch anyone who disagrees. But callers wanted more specifics on their new belief system and, in particular, where McInnes placed them on the bigotry spectrum.


“Do you see the Proud Boys being a… subset of the alt-right?” one caller asked. The term, coined by Richard Spencer, described a portion of the extremist far right at the time that was recruiting young people to white identity politics using memes and social media. In other words, they were white nationalists with a fresh coat of paint.


“Sure,” McInnes responded. The alt-right characterization was fine, he said, except that the alt-right was a little too outwardly racist. He told the caller that the Proud Boys were anti-immigrant and that all members should acknowledge and respect white men for creating American culture, but he didn’t want exclusion to become their policy. The Proud Boys wouldn’t be outwardly white nationalist, he said, but they would demand respect for white men.


“I’m a Western chauvinist,” he went on. “If I lived in Japan, I would respect Japanese culture, and I would want to be included if there were Proud Ninjas. Same as it is here. If you’re Black, Hispanic, whatever, I don’t really care… I’m all about the culture. Now, part of that is recognizing that white males seem to be the ones who made it and respecting that, but it doesn’t mean you’re not invited to the party.”


The caller dug deeper, and asked McInnes to expand on Proud Boys ideology, specifically as it related to “the Jewish Question”—a pre–World War II debate on what to do with Europe’s Jewish minority, for which Adolf Hitler perpetrated the genocide-inducing “Final Solution.” Essentially, the caller wanted to know if the gang would be antisemitic as a rule.


“I think there’s a great argument that the origins of political correctness and cultural Marxism was Jewish,” McInnes said. “The rationale was ‘we don’t want another Nazi party, so if white males start getting too proud, take ’em down a peg.’ I think that’s what [Jewish billionaire George] Soros’ grandfather is going for, and I believe that’s bad.”


He added later that he only had one major “beef” with antisemitism: “To blame Jews for everything is to deny yourself culpability.”


McInnes was sussing out the Proud Boys’ worldview in real time. Callers would ask questions, McInnes would answer, and boom, the gang had new guidance. It was a haphazard and disorganized process, and it led to some pretty glaring contradictions in their worldview: McInnes wanted them to be racially inclusive but harbor a sense of white supremacy. They were violently anti-immigration, but they welcomed international adherents (and their leader, of course, was an immigrant himself). McInnes didn’t want them to be associated with Nazi skinheads, but he understood if members subscribed to a few antisemitic conspiracy theories. The Proud Boys doctrine was—and still is—difficult to pin down in one sentence or soundbite, and that proved to be beneficial down the road: for years they were overlooked by the mainstream media and law enforcement agencies, which had no idea what to do with a group that wasn’t voluntarily standing under a big sign that said “Nazis” or “Terrorists.”


The truth is that McInnes didn’t care who joined the Proud Boys. Any man could become a member of this national coalition of patriots, so long as they were willing to fight for the right-wing establishment’s political ambitions. In fact, the only real politics held by the Proud Boys as a group involved supporting the Trump administration and opposing Democrats, McInnes told me.


“When Trump happened, the entire country was forced to pick a side. We happily picked Trump, and anyone who didn’t like him voluntarily left the club,” he said. “Proud Boy meetups became a safe haven where right-leaning men could talk freely in Dem-run cities.”


All of it was in service of the real goal, which was violence. McInnes constantly celebrated violence on his show, particularly when it was carried out by Trump supporters in service of right-wing causes and grievances. Here are a few highlights:




• “Remember violence? Remember how fun it was? Remember fighting? There’s no happier man than a guy who just won a fight. There’s no beer more delicious than a man who just won a fight and drank that first beer.”


• “We will kill you, that’s the Proud Boys in a nutshell. We look nice, we seem soft, we have ‘boys’ in our name, but like Bill the Butcher and the Bowery Boys, we will assassinate you.”


• “Get in trouble, get arrested, get fired, let’s all get in this together. They can’t kill us all.”


• “I was on [Newsmax with host Steve Malzberg] yesterday and I go, ‘It’s fun to punch these kids because they’ve never been punched before.’… Malzberg was like, ‘You’re not advocating violence are you?’ and I was like ‘I absolutely am. In fact I’m mad at you for not advocating it in the past. It’s a wonderful and effective thing.’”


• “I have all these conservatives bitching to me about Trump and saying, ‘Can you believe the violence?’ What’s the matter with violence? Fighting solves everything.”


• “If you’re wearing a MAGA hat and some guy with a slightly punk demeanor comes up and says, ‘Hey are you pro-Trump?’ choke him. Trust your instincts. Don’t listen to what he has to say. Choke. Him.”




This rhetoric set McInnes apart from other far-right talk show hosts of his era. Conspiratorial, bigoted shock jocks were a dime a dozen when The Gavin McInnes Show hit the scene. Alex Jones, for example, had been a syndicated host for more than fifteen years by the time the Proud Boys were announced. And Jones certainly incited grievous acts among his audience: his repeated lies that the Sandy Hook Elementary School shooting in 2012 was a false flag using “crisis actors” led to years of harassment and threats for the parents of the young victims. But where Jones and the rest of the right-wing grievance apparatus pointed to threats and whined about their ideological opponents, McInnes told his viewers to get out there and fight them.


And the gang listened. Scores of Proud Boys have been arrested over the years on charges related to violent attacks, rioting, and destroying property at rallies and political events and anywhere else they congregate. More than forty of them (and counting) were collared over a single event, the insurrection at the US Capitol on January 6, 2021, where the gang played an outsized role compared to their fellow extremist groups. Members have been slapped with charges for brutalizing protesters, police officers, and members of the press using their fists and a variety of weapons. They’ve also been charged over gang assaults, racist attacks, harassment campaigns against their ideological opponents and death threats lodged against government officials, and conspiracy to commit violence prior to big national political events. They’ve been connected by federal agents to at least one assassination plot and many less-targeted plans to maim and kill their opponents at rallies. They are classified as a hate group by multiple extremist oversight agencies, have been investigated by Congress, and are formally labeled as a terrorist organization by the Canadian government, following the Capitol siege. And that’s just the stuff on the books—the majority of their plots and threats and attacks have never led to significant consequences.


To support his demands for violence, McInnes created a structure for his gang that encouraged it. Organizationally, he built the group to look a bit like the Knights of Columbus. The Proud Boys launched chapters across the country (largely on Facebook and later Telegram), starting with McInnes’ crew in New York City. Each chapter had its own leaders, who took guidance from McInnes and the inaugural chapter. The chapters were given a four-tier ranking system like the Knights called degrees. But unlike the Knights, who ascended the ranks through acts of Catholic ministry, a Proud Boy earned promotion through increasing displays of loyalty to the gang and acts of violence in service of right-wing causes.


McInnes denies today that bigotry and political violence make up the bulk of the Proud Boys’ early education. Racism, he told me, is “not tolerated in any form,” and the violence, he claims, is “always a reaction to left-wing violence.” Whether he truly believes those things or not, they’re just not borne out in reality. But his distortions of the truth nevertheless have worked to deflect attention from law enforcement, the media, and Congress for years. Almost every awful quote and violent decree McInnes issued over the course of hundreds of hours on his show has been readily available to view online from the start. But he knew that the people watching his show (who were now likely either members of his gang or sympathetic to its cause) were a completely different audience than the general public. In September of 2016, four months after he announced the Proud Boys on his show, McInnes introduced them to the outside world in a blog post on Taki’s Magazine, a webzine known for publishing the rantings of a neo-Nazi as viable political discourse. He described them not as a violent political street gang but as a patriotic fraternal drinking club, built in support of then candidate Donald Trump and in pursuit of “defending the West against the people who want to shut it down.” The post was full of moral panic and McInnes’ snarky brand of intolerance, but noticeably absent were his ongoing calls for violence:


“The fact that this group has exploded so quickly is a testament to how completely finished young American men are with apology culture,” he wrote of the Proud Boys. “They tried being ashamed of themselves and accepting blame for slavery, the wage gap, ableism, and some fag-bashing that went on two generations ago, but it didn’t work. So they’re going with their gut and indulging in the natural pride that comes from being part of the greatest culture in the world.”


This laundered image highlighted another foundational piece of the Proud Boys’ early education that McInnes didn’t often talk about outside his show: denial, deflection, and obfuscation. He incentivized violence and bigotry, but he also taught the Proud Boys to cover their tracks after the fact, using the same kind of language he used in the Taki’s Magazine post. The hateful rhetoric was always slathered in a thick layer of irony so as not to be taken too seriously. And the violence was either deflected or denied outright, to avoid legal repercussions and societal backlash. Fighting and then lying about it are pillars of the Proud Boys’ institutional instruction.


“Get the fuck out of there,” McInnes said amid a racist rant about justified violence. “When the cops catch you, deny everything. Black kids have it right: deny, deny, deny.”


The Proud Boys exploded in popularity just as Trump was rounding third base on his successful presidential run. McInnes said in his 2016 introduction that the gang already had chapters in the Pacific Northwest, Louisiana, Minnesota, Tennessee, New Jersey, and even some countries outside the United States. If that wasn’t a true statement at the time, there’s certainly some truth to it today: as of January 2022, the gang claims 157 active chapters and thousands of members in the United States alone, spanning all but three states, and claims to have international representation in Mexico, Japan, the United Kingdom, Brazil, Australia, and Canada, among other countries.


They got their early momentum on the coattails of Trump, who was known even in the early days of his campaign to attract violent bigots to his rallies and incite violence among them. In March 2016, Matthew Heimbach, then a leader in the now-defunct neo-Nazi Traditionalist Worker Party, was among a crowd of racists who accosted a Black woman protesting a MAGA rally in Louisville, Kentucky, immediately after Trump pointed out his detractors to his audience and shouted, “Get ’em out of here!” This was the tone that shaped Trump rallies throughout his presidency. Inciting violence became one of his recurring gags. He would fantasize onstage about beating up libs or media personalities or antifa, and the crowd would go wild. Some may not have taken the rhetoric seriously, but others carried out unspeakable acts of violence in Trump’s name. A section of the president’s followers embraced political violence, and for that reason they embraced what the Proud Boys were doing, too.


Once Trump was elected, Proud Boys began to appear at all kinds of political rallies in liberal enclaves on the West and East Coasts, like Berkeley and Portland and New York. They carried themselves the way McInnes taught them: they were aggressively patriotic, drunk as a skunk, and violent toward anyone and everyone who showed up to protest their presence or the Trump administration.


They quickly made headlines, at first because they were peculiar: America wasn’t used to seeing people under the age of a mummified corpse at conservative events, and here was a sizable group of men in their twenties and thirties, with matching outfits, who had apparently assembled an entire club based on their adoration for the new Republican president. To the political right, this was a novel image, and to the media, it looked ridiculous. The New Yorker, in a story covering Trump’s inaugural celebration at the National Press Club in DC, described McInnes as a “forty-six-year-old with a waxed mustache” who showed up with a dozen guys “a decade or two his junior, who he introduced as the Proud Boys.” The story quoted one member, who used familiar McInnes talking points to describe the gang:




“I find it strange,” a Proud Boy from North Carolina said. “It’s O.K. to be a nationalist, and it’s O.K. to have pride in yourself. But you put either of those concepts together with being white, and suddenly you’re an insane Nazi bigot.”





But it didn’t take long for the gang to reveal its true nature. Even in their earliest days, Proud Boys were known for showing up to events where they knew they might find leftists or counterdemonstrators and attacking on sight. They almost never left a rally without engaging in some kind of bloody brawl involving dozens of people. They made national headlines for the violence early and often, beginning in February 2017, after they fought with a group of antifascist demonstrators outside a New York University event where McInnes was scheduled to speak. McInnes celebrated what happened, saying later of his Proud Boys: “My guys are left to fight. And here’s the crucial part: We do. And we beat the crap out of them.”


Later that year, they led a hateful motorcade through Islamberg, a small community in upstate New York where numerous Muslim families had moved to get away from the racism and violence they faced in the city. The Proud Boys lodged bogus claims that those families were training jihadi terrorists, and as a result, the threats and bigotry followed them to their new home. Several members of militant right-wing groups were later arrested over plots to storm and attack the community.


Such violence and intolerance should have been immediately disqualifying for a group of self-described political activists seeking mainstream legitimacy. And for many of the extremists who reared their ugly heads during the Trump era, it was: some far-right groups disappeared from the scene altogether after events like Unite the Right in Charlottesville, when their violent tendencies and abhorrent beliefs were exposed to the public. But the Proud Boys continued to grow in power and political prestige, even after they organized and engaged in some of the most gruesome acts of political violence in modern American history. And now they enjoy a seemingly full embrace from the Republican Party, lackadaisical oversight from state and federal authorities, and a seat at the helm of a growing movement of violent extremism.


McInnes built an incredibly strong and resilient political monster and unleashed it on the world during a golden era for political monsters. The Proud Boys thrived in the vicious atmosphere they were born into and within months grew into a dangerous and national political force. They have McInnes to thank for that: he didn’t just build a gang, he built a worldview for a generation of violent men.
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